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			To the Hesitating Purchaser

			
				If sailor tales to sailor tunes,
				

				Storm and ad­ven­ture, heat and cold,
				

				If schooners, is­lands, and ma­roons
				

				And Buc­ca­neers and buried Gold,
				

				And all the old ro­mance, re­told
				

				Ex­act­ly in the an­cient way,
				

				Can please, as me they pleased of old,
				

				The wis­er young­sters of to­day:
			

			
				—So be it, and fall on! If not,
				

				If stu­dious youth no longer crave,
				

				His an­cient ap­petites for­got,
				

				Kingston, or Bal­lan­tyne the brave,
				

				Or Coop­er of the wood and wave:
				

				So be it, al­so! And may I
				

				And all my pi­rates share the grave
				

				Where these and their cre­ations lie!
			

		
	
		
			To

			Lloyd Os­bourne,

			An Amer­i­can Gen­tle­man,

			In ac­cor­dance with whose clas­sic taste

			The fol­low­ing nar­ra­tive has been de­signed,

			It is now, in re­turn for nu­mer­ous de­light­ful hours

			And with the kind­est wish­es,

			Ded­i­cat­ed

			By his af­fec­tion­ate friend,

			The Au­thor

		
	
		
			Treasure Island

		
	
		
			
				
					Part
					I
				

				The Old Buc­ca­neer

			
		
	
		
			
				I

				At the Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow

			
			Squire Trelawney, Doc­tor 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 saber cut, first took up his lodg­ing un­der our roof.

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

			
				
					“Fif­teen men on the dead man’s 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. 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 grogshop. 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,” said 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 par­lor 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 foghorn; and we and the peo­ple who came about our house soon learned to let him be. Ev­ery day, when he came back from his stroll, he would ask if any sea­far­ing men had gone by along the road. At first we thought it was the want of com­pa­ny of his own kind that made him ask this ques­tion; but at last we be­gan to see he was de­sirous to avoid them. When a sea­man put up at the Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow (as now and then some did, mak­ing by the coast road for Bris­tol), he would look in at him through the cur­tained door be­fore he en­tered the par­lor; and he was al­ways sure to be as silent as a mouse when any such was present. For me, at least, there was no se­cret about the mat­ter; for I was, in a way, a shar­er in his alarms.

			He had tak­en me aside one day and promised me a sil­ver fourpen­ny on the first of ev­ery month if I would on­ly keep my “weath­er eye open for a sea­far­ing man with one leg,” and let him know the mo­ment he ap­peared. Of­ten enough when the first of the month came round, and I ap­plied to him for my wage, he would on­ly blow through his nose at me, and stare me down; but be­fore the week was out he was sure to think bet­ter of it, bring me my fourpen­ny piece, and re­peat his or­ders to look out for “the sea­far­ing man with one leg.”

			How that per­son­age haunt­ed my dreams, I need scarce­ly tell you. On stormy nights, when the wind shook the four cor­ners of the house, and the surf roared along the cove and up the cliffs, I would see him in a thou­sand forms, and with a thou­sand di­a­bol­i­cal ex­pres­sions. Now the leg would be cut off at the knee, now at the hip; now he was a mon­strous kind of a crea­ture who had nev­er had but 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 neigh­bors 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 around; 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 seadog,” and a “re­al old salt,” and such­like 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 neigh­bors, 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 to­ward the end, when my poor fa­ther was far gone in a de­cline that took him off. Doc­tor Livesey came late one af­ter­noon to see the pa­tient, took a bit of din­ner from my moth­er, and went in­to the par­lor 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 Doc­tor 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 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 Doc­tor 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 oath: “Si­lence, there, be­tween decks!”

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

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

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

			“If you do not put that knife this in­stant in­to your pock­et, I prom­ise, up­on my hon­or, 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 Doc­tor 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.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Black Dog Ap­pears and Dis­ap­pears

			
			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 gray with hoar­frost, 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 Doc­tor Livesey.

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

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

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

			I took a step near­er.

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

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

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

			I told him he was out walk­ing.

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

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

			The ex­pres­sion of his face as he said these words was not at all pleas­ant, and I had my own rea­sons for think­ing that the stranger was mis­tak­en, even sup­pos­ing he meant what he said. But it was no af­fair of mine, I thought; and, be­sides, it was dif­fi­cult to know what to do.

			The stranger kept hang­ing about just in­side the inn door, peer­ing round the cor­ner like a cat wait­ing for a mouse. Once I stepped out my­self in­to the road, but he im­me­di­ate­ly called me back, and, as I did not obey quick enough for his fan­cy, a most hor­ri­ble change came over his tal­lowy face, and he or­dered me in with an oath that made me jump. As soon as I was back again he re­turned to his for­mer man­ner, half-fawn­ing, half-sneer­ing, pat­ted me on the shoul­der, told me I was a good boy, and he had tak­en quite a fan­cy to me. “I have a son of my own,” said he, “as like you as two blocks, and he’s all the pride of my ’art. But the great thing for boys is dis­ci­pline, son­ny—dis­ci­pline. Now, if you had sailed along of Bill, you wouldn’t have stood there to be spoke to twice—not you. That was nev­er Bill’s way, nor the way of sich as sailed with him. And here, sure enough, is my mate Bill, with a spy­glass un­der his arm, bless his old ’art, to be sure. You and me’ll just go back in­to the par­lor, son­ny, and get be­hind the door, and we’ll give Bill a lit­tle sur­prise—bless his ’art, I say again.”

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

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

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

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

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

			The cap­tain made a sort of gasp.

			“Black Dog!” said he.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			“Are you hurt?” cried I.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			“No, sir,” said I.

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

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

			“Where’s Black Dog?”

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

			“That’s not my name,” he in­ter­rupt­ed.

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

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

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

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

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

		
	
		
			
				III

				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 any­thing; and you know I’ve al­ways been 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 earth­quakes—what do 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 am 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 don’t have a drain o’ rum, Jim, I’ll have the hor­rors; I seen some on ’em al­ready. I seen old Flint in the cor­ner there, be­hind you; as plain as print, I seen him; and if I get the hor­rors, I’m a man that has lived rough, and I’ll raise Cain. Your doc­tor his­self said one glass wouldn’t hurt me. I’ll give you a gold­en guinea for a nog­gin, Jim.”

			He was grow­ing more and more ex­cit­ed, and this alarmed me, for my fa­ther, who was very low that day, need­ed qui­et; be­sides, I was re­as­sured by the doc­tor’s words, now quot­ed to me, and rather of­fend­ed by the of­fer of a bribe.

			“I want none of your mon­ey,” said I, “but what you owe my fa­ther. I’ll get you one glass and no more.”

			When I brought it to him he seized it greed­i­ly and drank it out.

			“Ay, ay,” said he, “that’s some bet­ter, sure enough. And now, matey, did that doc­tor say how long I was to lie here in this old berth?”

			“A week at least,” said I.

			“Thun­der!” he cried. “A week! I can’t do that; they’d have the black spot on me by then. The lub­bers is go­ing about to get the wind of me this blessed mo­ment; lub­bers as couldn’t keep what they got, and want to nail what is an­oth­er’s. Is that sea­man­ly be­hav­ior, now, I want to know? But I’m a sav­ing soul. I nev­er wast­ed good mon­ey of mine, nor lost it nei­ther; and I’ll trick ’em again. I’m not afraid on ’em. I’ll shake out an­oth­er reef, matey, and dad­dle ’em again.”

			As he was thus speak­ing, he had risen from bed with great dif­fi­cul­ty, hold­ing to my shoul­der with a grip that al­most made me cry out, and mov­ing his legs like so much dead weight. His words, spir­it­ed as they were in mean­ing, con­trast­ed sad­ly with the weak­ness of the voice in which they were ut­tered. He paused when he had got in­to a sit­ting po­si­tion on the edge.

			“That doc­tor’s done me,” he mur­mured. “My ears is singing. Lay me back.”

			Be­fore I could do much to help him he had fall­en back again to his for­mer place, where he lay for a while silent.

			“Jim,” he said, at length, “you saw that sea­far­ing man to­day?”

			“Black Dog?” I asked.

			“Ah! Black Dog,” said he. “He’s a bad ’un; but there’s worse that put him on. Now, if I can’t get away no­how, and they tip me the black spot, mind you, it’s my old sea-chest they’re af­ter; you get on a horse—you can, can’t you? Well, then, you get on a horse and go to—well, yes, I will!—to that eter­nal doc­tor swab, and tell him to pipe all hands—mag­is­trates and sich—and he’ll lay ’em aboard at the Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow—all old Flint’s crew, man and boy, all on ’em that’s left. I was first mate, I was, old Flint’s first mate, and I’m the on’y one as knows the place. He gave it me at Sa­van­nah, when he lay a-dy­ing, like as if I was to now, you see. But you won’t peach un­less they get the black spot on me, or un­less you see that Black Dog again, or a sea­far­ing man with one leg, Jim—him above all.”

			“But what is the black spot, cap­tain?” I asked.

			“That’s a sum­mons, mate. I’ll tell you if they get that. But you keep your weath­er-eye open, Jim, and I’ll share with you equals, up­on my hon­or.”

			He wan­dered a lit­tle longer, his voice grow­ing weak­er; but soon af­ter I had giv­en him his medicine, which he took like a child, with the re­mark, “If ev­er a sea­man want­ed drugs, it’s me,” he fell at last in­to a heavy, swoon-like sleep, in which I left him. What I should have done had all gone well I do not know. Prob­a­bly I should have told the whole sto­ry to the doc­tor; for I was in mor­tal fear lest the cap­tain should re­pent of his con­fes­sions and make an end of me. But as things fell out, my poor fa­ther died quite sud­den­ly that evening, which put all oth­er mat­ters on one side. Our nat­u­ral dis­tress, the vis­its of the neigh­bors, the ar­rang­ing of the fu­ner­al, and all the work of the inn to be car­ried on in the mean­while, kept me so busy that I had scarce­ly time to think of the cap­tain, far less to be afraid of him.

			He got down­stairs next morn­ing, to be sure, and had his meals as usu­al, though he ate lit­tle, and had more, I am afraid, than his usu­al sup­ply of rum, for he helped him­self out of the bar, scowl­ing and blow­ing through his nose, and no one dared to cross him. On the night be­fore the fu­ner­al he was as drunk as ev­er; and it was shock­ing, in that house of mourn­ing, to hear him singing away his ug­ly old sea-song; but, weak as he was, we were all in fear of death for him, and the doc­tor was sud­den­ly tak­en up with a case many miles away, and was nev­er near the house af­ter my fa­ther’s death. I have said the cap­tain was weak, and in­deed he seemed rather to grow weak­er than to re­gain his strength. He clam­bered up and down stairs, and went from the par­lor to the bar and back again, and some­times put his nose out of doors to smell the sea, hold­ing on to the walls as he 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 con­fi­dences; but his tem­per was more flighty, and, al­low­ing for his bod­i­ly weak­ness, more vi­o­lent than ev­er. He had an alarm­ing 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 kind 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 singsong, 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 de­fense 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 good man,” said I.

			“I hear a voice,” said he, “a young voice. Will you give me your hand, my kind young friend, and lead me in?”

			I held out my hand, and the hor­ri­ble, soft-spo­ken, eye­less crea­ture gripped it in a mo­ment like a vise. I was so much star­tled that I strug­gled to with­draw, but the blind man pulled me close up to him with a sin­gle ac­tion of his arm.

			“Now, boy,” he said, “take me in to the cap­tain.”

			“Sir,” said I, “up­on my word I dare not.”

			“Oh,” he sneered, “that’s it! Take me in straight, or I’ll break your arm.”

			He gave it, as he spoke, a wrench that made me cry out.

			“Sir,” said I, “it is for your­self I mean. The cap­tain is not what he used to be. He sits with a drawn cut­lass. An­oth­er gen­tle­man—”

			“Come, now, march,” in­ter­rupt­ed he, and I nev­er heard a voice so cru­el, and cold, and ug­ly as that blind man’s. It cowed me more than the pain, and I be­gan to obey him at once, walk­ing straight in at the door and to­wards the par­lor, where the sick old buc­ca­neer was sit­ting, dazed with rum. The blind man clung close to me, hold­ing me in one iron fist, and lean­ing al­most more of his weight on me than I could car­ry. “Lead me straight up to him, and when I’m in view, cry out, ‘Here’s a friend for you, Bill.’ If you don’t, I’ll do this,” and with that he gave me a twitch that I thought would have made me faint. Be­tween this and that, I was so ut­ter­ly ter­ri­fied by the blind beg­gar that I for­got my ter­ror of the cap­tain, and as I opened the par­lor door, cried out the words he had or­dered in a trem­bling voice.

			The poor cap­tain raised his eyes, and at one look the rum went out of him and left him star­ing sober. The ex­pres­sion of his face was not so much of ter­ror as of mor­tal sick­ness. He made a move­ment to rise, but I do not be­lieve he had enough force left in his body.

			“Now, Bill, sit where you are,” said the beg­gar. “If I can’t see, I can hear a fin­ger stir­ring. Busi­ness is busi­ness. Hold out your left hand. Boy, take his left hand by the wrist and bring it near to my right.”

			We both obeyed him to the let­ter, and I saw him pass some­thing from the hol­low of the hand that held his stick in­to the palm of the cap­tain’s, which closed up­on it in­stant­ly.

			“And now that’s done,” said the blind man, and at the words he sud­den­ly left hold of me, and with in­cred­i­ble ac­cu­ra­cy and nim­ble­ness, skipped out of the par­lor and in­to the road, where, as I stood mo­tion­less, I could hear his stick go tap-tap-tap­ping in­to the dis­tance.

			It was some time be­fore ei­ther I or the cap­tain seemed to gath­er our sens­es; but at length, and about the same mo­ment, I re­leased his wrist, which I was still hold­ing, and he drew in his hand, and looked sharply in­to the palm.

			“Ten o’clock!” he cried. “Six hours! We’ll do them yet!” and he sprang to his feet.

			Even as he did so, he reeled, put his hand to his throat, stood sway­ing for a mo­ment, and then, with a pe­cu­liar sound, fell from his whole height face fore­most to the floor.

			I ran to him at once, call­ing to my moth­er. But haste was all in vain. The cap­tain had been struck dead by thun­der­ing apoplexy. It is a cu­ri­ous thing to un­der­stand, for I had cer­tain­ly nev­er liked the man, though of late I had be­gun to pity him, but as soon as I saw that he was dead I burst in­to a flood of tears. It was the sec­ond death I had known, and the sor­row of the first was still fresh in my heart.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				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 or­der 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 alarm. The neigh­bor­hood, to our ears, seemed haunt­ed by ap­proach­ing foot­steps; and what be­tween the dead body of the cap­tain on the par­lor 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 to­geth­er and seek help in the neigh­bor­ing ham­let. No soon­er said than done. Bare­head­ed 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 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 un­usu­al sound—noth­ing but the low wash of the rip­ple and the croak­ing of the in­mates of the wood.

			It was al­ready can­dle­light 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 quar­ter. 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 field­work on the far side of the Ad­mi­ral 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 Doc­tor Livesey’s, which lay in an­oth­er di­rec­tion, not one would help us to de­fend the inn.

			They say cow­ardice is in­fec­tious; but then ar­gu­ment is, on the oth­er hand, a great em­bold­en­er; and so when each had said his say, my moth­er made them a speech. She would not, she de­clared, lose mon­ey that be­longed to her fa­ther­less boy. “If none of the rest of you dare,” she said, “Jim and I dare. Back we will go, the way we came, and small thanks to you big, hulk­ing, chick­en­heart­ed men! We’ll have that chest open, if we die for it. And I’ll thank you for that bag, Mrs. Cross­ley, to bring back our law­ful mon­ey in.”

			Of course I said I would go with my moth­er; and of course they all cried out at our fool­har­di­ness; but even then not a man would go along with us. All they would do was to give me a load­ed pis­tol, lest we were at­tacked; and to prom­ise to have hors­es ready sad­dled, in case we were pur­sued on our re­turn; while one lad was to ride for­ward to the doc­tor’s in search of armed as­sis­tance.

			My heart was beat­ing fierce­ly when we two set forth in the cold night up­on this dan­ger­ous ven­ture. A full moon was be­gin­ning to rise and peered red­ly through the up­per edges of the fog, and this in­creased our haste, for it was plain, be­fore we came forth again, that all would be bright as day, and our de­par­ture ex­posed to the eyes of any watch­ers. We slipped along the hedges, noise­less and swift, nor did we see or hear any­thing to in­crease our ter­rors till, to our huge re­lief, the door of the Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow had closed be­hind us.

			I slipped the bolt at once, and we stood and pant­ed for a mo­ment in the dark, alone in the house with the dead cap­tain’s body. Then my moth­er got a can­dle in the bar, and, hold­ing each oth­er’s hands, we ad­vanced in­to the par­lor. He lay as we had left him, on his back, with his eyes open, and one arm stretched out.

			“Draw down the blind, Jim,” whis­pered my moth­er; “they might come and watch out­side. And now,” said she, when I had done so, “we have to get the key off that; and who’s to touch it, I should like to know!” and she gave a kind of sob as she said the words.

			I went down on my knees at once. On the floor close to his hand there was a lit­tle round of pa­per, black­ened on one side. I could not doubt that this was the black spot; and, tak­ing it up, I found writ­ten on the oth­er side, in a very good, clear hand, this short mes­sage, “You have till ten tonight.”

			“He had till ten, moth­er,” said I; and, just as I said it, our old clock be­gan strik­ing. This sud­den noise star­tled us shock­ing­ly; but the news was good, for it was on­ly six.

			“Now, Jim,” she said, “that key!”

			I felt in his pock­ets, one af­ter an­oth­er. A few small coins, a thim­ble, and some thread and big nee­dles, a piece of pig­tail to­bac­co bit­ten away at the end, his gul­ly with the crooked han­dle, a pock­et com­pass, and a tin­der­box, were all that they con­tained, and I be­gan to de­spair.

			“Per­haps it’s round his neck,” sug­gest­ed my moth­er.

			Over­com­ing a strong re­pug­nance, I tore open his shirt at the neck, and there, sure enough, hang­ing to a bit of tar­ry string, which I cut with his own gul­ly, we found the key. At this tri­umph we were filled with hope, and hur­ried up­stairs, with­out de­lay, to the lit­tle room where he had slept so long, and where his box had stood since the day of his ar­rival.

			It was like any oth­er sea­man’s chest on the out­side, the ini­tial “B” burned on the top of it with a hot iron, and the cor­ners some­what smashed and bro­ken as by long, rough us­age.

			“Give me the key,” said my moth­er, and though the lock was very stiff, she had turned it and thrown back the lid in a twin­kling.

			A strong smell of to­bac­co and tar arose from the in­te­ri­or, but noth­ing was to be seen on the top ex­cept a suit of very good clothes, care­ful­ly brushed and fold­ed. They had nev­er been worn, my moth­er said. Un­der that the mis­cel­lany be­gan—a quad­rant, a tin can­nikin, sev­er­al sticks of to­bac­co, two brace of very hand­some pis­tols, a piece of bar sil­ver, an old Span­ish watch, and some oth­er trin­kets of lit­tle val­ue and most­ly of for­eign make, a pair of com­pass­es mount­ed with brass, and five or six cu­ri­ous West In­di­an shells. I have of­ten won­dered since why he should have car­ried about these shells with him in his wan­der­ing, guilty, and hunt­ed life.

			In the mean­time we found noth­ing of any val­ue but the sil­ver and the trin­kets, and nei­ther of these were in our way. Un­der­neath there was an old boat-cloak, whitened with sea-salt on many a har­bor-bar. My moth­er pulled it up with im­pa­tience, and there lay be­fore us, the last things in the chest, a bun­dle tied up in oil­cloth, and look­ing like pa­pers, and a can­vas bag that gave forth, at a touch, the jin­gle of gold.

			“I’ll show those rogues that I’m an hon­est wom­an,” said my moth­er. “I’ll have my dues and not a far­thing over. Hold Mrs. Cross­ley’s bag.” And she be­gan to count over the amount of the cap­tain’s score from the sailor’s bag in­to the one that I was hold­ing.

			It was a long, dif­fi­cult busi­ness, for the coins were of all coun­tries and sizes—dou­bloons, and louis-d’ors, and guineas, and pieces of eight, and I know not what be­sides, all shak­en to­geth­er at ran­dom. The guineas, too, were about the scarcest, and it was with these on­ly that my moth­er knew how to make her count.

			When we were about half­way through, I sud­den­ly put my hand up­on her arm, for I had heard in the silent, frosty air, a sound that brought my heart in­to my mouth—the tap-tap­ping of the blind man’s stick up­on the frozen road. It drew near­er and near­er, while we sat hold­ing our breath. Then it struck sharp on the inn door, and then we could hear the han­dle be­ing turned, and the bolt rat­tling as the wretch­ed be­ing tried to en­ter; and then there was a long time of si­lence both with­in and with­out. At last the tap­ping recom­menced, and to our in­de­scrib­able joy and grat­i­tude, died slow­ly away again un­til it ceased to be heard.

			“Moth­er,” said I, “take the whole and let’s be go­ing”; for I was sure the bolt­ed door must have seemed sus­pi­cious, and would bring the whole hor­net’s nest about our ears; though how thank­ful I was that I had bolt­ed it, none could tell who had nev­er met that ter­ri­ble blind man.

			But my moth­er, fright­ened as she was, would not con­sent to take a frac­tion more than was due to her, and was ob­sti­nate­ly un­will­ing to be con­tent with less. It was not yet sev­en, she said, by a long way; she knew her rights and she would have them; and she was still ar­gu­ing with me, when a lit­tle low whis­tle sound­ed a good way off up­on the hill. That was enough, and more than enough, for both of us.

			“I’ll take what I have,” she said, jump­ing to her feet.

			“And I’ll take this to square the count,” said I, pick­ing up the oil­skin pack­et.

			Next mo­ment we were both grop­ing down­stairs, leav­ing the can­dle by the emp­ty chest; and the next we had opened the door and were in full re­treat. We had not start­ed a mo­ment too soon. The fog was rapid­ly dis­pers­ing; al­ready the moon shone quite clear on the high ground on ei­ther side, and it was on­ly in the ex­act bot­tom of the dell and round the tav­ern door that a thin veil still hung un­bro­ken to con­ceal the first steps of our es­cape. Far less than half­way to the ham­let, very lit­tle be­yond the bot­tom of the hill, we must come forth in­to the moon­light. Nor was this all; for the sound of sev­er­al foot­steps run­ning came al­ready to our ears, and as we looked back in their di­rec­tion, a light, toss­ing to and fro, and still rapid­ly ad­vanc­ing, showed that one of the new­com­ers car­ried a lantern.

			“My dear,” said my moth­er, sud­den­ly, “take the mon­ey and run on. I am go­ing to faint.”

			This was cer­tain­ly the end for both of us, I thought. How I cursed the cow­ardice of the neigh­bors; how I blamed my poor moth­er for her hon­esty and her greed, for her past fool­har­di­ness and present weak­ness! We were just at the lit­tle bridge, by good for­tune, and I helped her, tot­ter­ing as she was, to the edge of the bank, where, sure enough, she gave a sigh and fell on my shoul­der. I do not know how I found the strength to do it 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.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Last of the Blind Man

			
			My cu­rios­i­ty, in a sense, was stronger than my fear; for I could not re­main where I was, but crept back to the bank again, whence, shel­ter­ing my head be­hind a bush of broom, I might com­mand the road be­fore our door. I was scarce­ly in po­si­tion ere my en­e­mies be­gan to ar­rive, sev­en or eight of them, run­ning hard, their feet beat­ing out of time along the road, and the man with the lantern some paces in front. Three men ran to­geth­er, hand in hand; and I made out, even through the mist, that the mid­dle man of this trio was the blind beg­gar. The next mo­ment his voice showed me that I was right.

			“Down with the door!” he cried.

			“Ay, ay, sir!” an­swered two or three; and a rush was made up­on the Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow, the lantern-bear­er fol­low­ing; and then I could see them pause, and hear speech­es passed in a low­er key, as if they were sur­prised to find the door open. But the pause was brief, for the blind man again is­sued his com­mands. His voice sound­ed loud­er and high­er, as if he were afire with ea­ger­ness and rage.

			“In, in, in!” he shout­ed, and cursed them for their de­lay.

			Four or five of them obeyed at once, two re­main­ing on the road with the for­mi­da­ble beg­gar. There was a pause, then a cry of sur­prise, and then a voice shout­ing from the house:

			“Bill’s dead!”

			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 af­ter­ward 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 he 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. “They were here 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, strik­ing with his stick up­on the road.

			Then there fol­lowed a great to-do through all our old inn, heavy feet pound­ing to and fro, fur­ni­ture all thrown over, doors kicked in, un­til the very rocks ree­choed, and the men came out again, one af­ter an­oth­er, on the road, and de­clared that we were nowhere to be found. And just then the same whis­tle that had alarmed my moth­er and my­self over the dead cap­tain’s mon­ey was once more clear­ly au­di­ble through the night, but this time twice re­peat­ed. I had thought it to be the blind man’s trum­pet, so to speak, sum­mon­ing his crew to the as­sault; but I now found that it was a sig­nal from the hill­side to­ward the ham­let, and, from its ef­fect up­on the buc­ca­neers, a sig­nal to warn them of ap­proach­ing dan­ger.

			“There’s Dirk again,” said one. “Twice! We’ll have to budge, mates.”

			“Budge, you skulk!” cried Pew. “Dirk was a fool and a cow­ard from the first—you wouldn’t mind him. They must be close by; they can’t be far; you have your hands on it. Scat­ter and look for them, dogs. Oh, shiv­er my soul,” he cried, “if I had eyes!”

			This ap­peal seemed to pro­duce some ef­fect, for two of the fel­lows be­gan to look here and there among the lum­ber, but half­heart­ed­ly, I thought, and with half an eye to their own dan­ger all the time, while the rest stood ir­res­o­lute on the road.

			“You have your hands on thou­sands, you fools, and you hang a leg! You’d be as rich as kings if you could find it, and you know it’s here, and you stand there skulk­ing. There wasn’t one of you dared face Bill, and I did it—a blind man! And I’m to lose my chance for you! I’m to be a poor, crawl­ing beg­gar, spong­ing for rum, when I might be rolling in a coach! If you had the pluck of a wee­vil in a bis­cuit, you would catch them still.”

			“Hang it, Pew, we’ve got the dou­bloons!” grum­bled one.

			“They might have hid the blessed thing,” said an­oth­er. “Take the Georges, Pew, and don’t stand here squalling.”

			Squalling was the word for it; Pew’s anger rose so high at these ob­jec­tions; till at last, his pas­sion com­plete­ly tak­ing the up­per hand, he struck at them right and left in his blind­ness, and his stick sound­ed heav­i­ly on more than one.

			These, in their turn, cursed back at the blind mis­cre­ant, threat­ened him in hor­rid terms, and tried in vain to catch the stick and wrest it from his grasp.

			This quar­rel was the sav­ing of us; for while it was still rag­ing, an­oth­er sound came from the top of the hill on the side of the ham­let—the tramp of hors­es gal­lop­ing. Al­most at the same time a pis­tol-shot, flash, and re­port came from the hedge side. And that was plain­ly the last sig­nal of dan­ger, for the buc­ca­neers turned at once and ran, sep­a­rat­ing in ev­ery di­rec­tion, one sea­ward along the cove, one slant across the hill, and so on, so that in half a minute not a sign of them re­mained but Pew. Him they had de­sert­ed, whether in sheer pan­ic or out of re­venge for his ill words and blows, I know not; but there he re­mained be­hind, tap­ping up and down the road in a fren­zy, and grop­ing and call­ing for his com­rades. Fi­nal­ly he took the wrong turn, and ran a few steps past me, to­wards the ham­let, cry­ing:

			“John­ny, Black Dog, Dirk,” and oth­er names, “you won’t leave old Pew, mates—not old Pew?”

			Just then the noise of hors­es topped the rise, and four or five rid­ers came in sight in the moon­light, and swept at full gal­lop down the slope.

			At this Pew saw his er­ror, turned with a scream, and ran straight for the ditch, in­to which he rolled. But he was on his feet again in a sec­ond, and made an­oth­er dash, now ut­ter­ly be­wil­dered, right un­der the near­est of the com­ing hors­es.

			The rid­er tried to save him, but in vain. Down went Pew with a cry that rang high in­to the night, and the four hoofs tram­pled and spurned him and passed by. He fell on his side, then gen­tly col­lapsed up­on his face, and moved no more.

			I leaped to my feet and hailed the rid­ers. They were pulling up, at any rate, hor­ri­fied at the ac­ci­dent, and I soon saw what they were. One, tail­ing out be­hind the rest, was a lad that had gone from the ham­let to Doc­tor Livesey’s; the rest were rev­enue of­fi­cers, whom he had met by the way, and with whom he had had the in­tel­li­gence to re­turn at once. Some news of the lug­ger in Kitt’s Hole had found its way to Su­per­vi­sor Dance, and set him forth that night in our di­rec­tion, and to that cir­cum­stance my moth­er and I owed our preser­va­tion from death.

			Pew was dead, stone dead. As for my moth­er, when we had car­ried her up to the ham­let, a lit­tle cold wa­ter and salts very soon brought her back again, and she was none the worse for her ter­ror, though she still con­tin­ued to de­plore the bal­ance of the mon­ey.

			In the mean­time the su­per­vi­sor rode on, as fast as he could, to Kitt’s Hole; but his men had to dis­mount and grope down the din­gle, lead­ing, and some­times sup­port­ing, their hors­es, and in con­tin­u­al fear of am­bush­es; so it was no great mat­ter for sur­prise that when they got down to the Hole the lug­ger was al­ready un­der way, though still close in. He hailed her. A voice replied, telling him to keep out of the moon­light, or he would get some lead in him, and at the same time a bul­let whis­tled close by his arm. Soon af­ter, the lug­ger dou­bled the point and dis­ap­peared. Mr. Dance stood there, as he said, “like a fish out of wa­ter,” and all he could do was to dis­patch a man to B—— to warn the cut­ter. “And that,” said he, “is just about as good as noth­ing. They’ve got off clean, and there’s an end. On­ly,” he added, “I’m glad I trod on Mas­ter Pew’s corns”; for by this time he had heard my sto­ry.

			I went back with him to the Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow, and you can­not imag­ine a house in such a state of smash; the very clock had been thrown down by these fel­lows in their fu­ri­ous hunt af­ter my moth­er and my­self; and though noth­ing had ac­tu­al­ly been tak­en away ex­cept the cap­tain’s mon­ey­bag and a lit­tle sil­ver from the till, I could see at once that we were ru­ined. Mr. Dance could make noth­ing of the scene.

			“They got the mon­ey, you say? Well, then, Hawkins, what in for­tune were they af­ter? More mon­ey, I sup­pose?”

			“No, sir; not mon­ey, I think,” replied I. “In fact, sir, I be­lieve I have the thing in my breast-pock­et; and, to tell you the truth, I should like to get it put in safe­ty.”

			“To be sure, boy; quite right,” said he. “I’ll take it, if you like.”

			“I thought, per­haps, Doc­tor Livesey—” I be­gan.

			“Per­fect­ly right,” he in­ter­rupt­ed, very cheer­i­ly, “per­fect­ly right—a gen­tle­man and a mag­is­trate. And, now I come to think of it, I might as well ride round there my­self and re­port to him or squire. Mas­ter Pew’s dead, when all’s done; not that I re­gret it, but he’s dead, you see, and peo­ple will make it out against an of­fi­cer of his Majesty’s rev­enue, if make it out they can. Now, I’ll tell you, Hawkins, if you like, I’ll take you along.”

			I thanked him hearti­ly for the of­fer, and we walked back to the ham­let where the hors­es were. By the time I had told moth­er of my pur­pose they were all in the sad­dle.

			“Dog­ger,” said Mr. Dance, “you have a good horse; take up this lad be­hind you.”

			As soon as I was mount­ed, hold­ing on to Dog­ger’s belt, the su­per­vi­sor gave the word, and the par­ty struck out at a bounc­ing trot on the road to Doc­tor Livesey’s house.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Cap­tain’s Pa­pers

			
			We rode hard all the way, till we drew up be­fore Doc­tor Livesey’s door. The house was all dark to the front.

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

			“Is Doc­tor 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 gar­dens. 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 top of them, where the squire and Doc­tor Livesey 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 red­dened and lined in his long trav­els. His eye­brows were very black, and moved read­i­ly, and this gave him a look of some tem­per, not bad, you would say, but quick and high.

			“Come in, Mr. Dance,” said he, very state­ly and con­de­scend­ing.

			“Good evening, Dance,” said the doc­tor, with a nod. “And good evening to you, friend Jim. What good wind brings you here?”

			The su­per­vi­sor stood up straight and stiff, and told his sto­ry like a les­son; and you should have seen how the two gen­tle­men leaned for­ward and looked at each oth­er, and for­got to smoke in their sur­prise and in­ter­est. When they heard how my moth­er went back to the inn, Doc­tor Livesey fair­ly slapped his thigh, and the squire cried “Bra­vo!” and broke his long pipe against the grate. Long be­fore it was done, Mr. Trelawney (that, you will re­mem­ber, was the squire’s name) had got up from his seat, and was strid­ing about the room, and the doc­tor, as if to hear the bet­ter, had tak­en off his pow­dered wig, and sat there, look­ing very strange in­deed with his own close-cropped, black poll.

			At last Mr. Dance fin­ished the sto­ry.

			“Mr. Dance,” said the squire, “you are a very no­ble fel­low. And as for rid­ing down that black, atro­cious mis­cre­ant, I re­gard it as an act of virtue, sir, like stamp­ing on a cock­roach. This lad Hawkins is a trump, I per­ceive. Hawkins, will you ring that bell? Mr. Dance must have some ale.”

			“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.

			The doc­tor looked it all over, as if his fin­gers were itch­ing to open it; but, in­stead of do­ing that, he put it qui­et­ly in the pock­et of his coat.

			“Squire,” said he, “when Dance has had his ale he must, of course, be off on his Majesty’s ser­vice; but I mean to keep Jim Hawkins here to sleep at my house, and, with your per­mis­sion, I pro­pose we should have up the cold pie, and let him sup.”

			“As you will, Livesey,” said the squire; “Hawkins has earned bet­ter than cold pie.”

			So a big pi­geon pie was brought in and put on a side-ta­ble, and I made a hearty sup­per, for I was as hun­gry as a hawk, while Mr. Dance was fur­ther com­pli­ment­ed, and at last dis­missed.

			“And now, squire,” said the doc­tor.

			“And now, Livesey,” said the squire, in the same breath.

			“One at a time, one at a time,” laughed Doc­tor Livesey. “You have heard of this Flint, I sup­pose?”

			“Heard of him!” cried the squire. “Heard of him, you say! He was the blood­thirsti­est buc­ca­neer that sailed. Black­beard was a child to Flint. The Spaniards were so prodi­gious­ly afraid of him that, I tell you, sir, I was some­times proud he was an En­glish­man. I’ve seen his top­sails with these eyes, off Trinidad, and the cow­ard­ly son of a rum-pun­cheon that I sailed with put back—put back, sir, in­to Port of Spain.”

			“Well, I’ve heard of him my­self, in Eng­land,” said the doc­tor. “But the point is, had he mon­ey?”

			“Mon­ey!” cried the squire. “Have you heard the sto­ry? What were these vil­lains af­ter but mon­ey? What do they care for but mon­ey? For what would they risk their ras­cal car­cass­es but mon­ey?”

			“That we shall soon know,” replied the doc­tor. “But you are so con­found­ed­ly hot­head­ed and ex­clam­a­to­ry that I can­not get a word in. What I want to know is this: Sup­pos­ing that I have here in my pock­et some clue to where Flint buried his trea­sure, will that trea­sure amount to much?”

			“Amount, sir!” cried the squire. “It will amount to this: If we have the clue you talk about, I’ll fit out a ship in Bris­tol dock, and take you and Hawkins here along, and I’ll have that trea­sure if I search a year.”

			“Very well,” said the doc­tor. “Now, then, if Jim is agree­able, we’ll open the pack­et,” and he laid it be­fore him on the ta­ble.

			The bun­dle was sewn to­geth­er, and the doc­tor had to get out his in­stru­ment case and cut the stitch­es with his med­i­cal scis­sors. It con­tained two things—a book and a sealed pa­per.

			“First of all we’ll try the book,” ob­served the doc­tor.

			The squire and I were both peer­ing over his shoul­der as he opened it, for Doc­tor Livesey had kind­ly mo­tioned me to come round from the side-ta­ble, where I had been eat­ing, to en­joy the sport of the search. On the first page there were on­ly some scraps of writ­ing, such as a man with a pen in his hand might make for idle­ness or prac­tice. One was the same as the tat­too mark, “Bil­ly Bones his fan­cy”; then there was “Mr. W. Bones, mate,” “No more rum,” “Off Palm Key he got itt,” and some oth­er snatch­es, most­ly sin­gle words and un­in­tel­li­gi­ble. I could not help won­der­ing who it was that had “got itt,” and what “itt” was that he got. A knife in his back as like as not.

			“Not much in­struc­tion there,” said Doc­tor Livesey, as he passed on.

			The next ten or twelve pages were filled with a cu­ri­ous se­ries of en­tries. There was a date at one end of the line and at the oth­er a sum of mon­ey, as in com­mon ac­count-books; but in­stead of ex­plana­to­ry writ­ing, on­ly a vary­ing num­ber of cross­es be­tween the two. On the 12th of June, 1745, for in­stance, a sum of sev­en­ty pounds had plain­ly be­come due to some­one, and there was noth­ing but six cross­es to ex­plain the cause. In a few cas­es, to be sure, the name of a place would be added, as “Offe Carac­cas”; or a mere en­try of lat­i­tude and lon­gi­tude, as “62° 17′ 20″, 19° 2′ 40″.”

			The record last­ed over near­ly twen­ty years, the amount of the sep­a­rate en­tries grow­ing larg­er as time went on, and at the end a grand to­tal had been made out, af­ter five or six wrong ad­di­tions, and these words ap­pend­ed, “Bones, his pile.”

			“I can’t make head or tail of this,” said Doc­tor Livesey.

			“The thing is as clear as noon­day,” cried the squire. “This is the black-heart­ed hound’s ac­count-book. These cross­es stand for the names of ships or towns that they sank or plun­dered. The sums are the scoundrel’s share, and where he feared an am­bi­gu­i­ty, you see he added some­thing clear­er. ‘Offe Carac­cas,’ now; you see, here was some un­hap­py ves­sel board­ed off that coast. God help the poor souls that manned her—coral long ago.”

			“Right!” said the doc­tor. “See what it is to be a trav­el­er. Right! And the amounts in­crease, you see, as he rose in rank.”

			There was lit­tle else in the vol­ume but a few bear­ings of places not­ed in the blank leaves to­ward the end, and a ta­ble for re­duc­ing French, Eng­lish, and Span­ish mon­eys to a com­mon val­ue.

			“Thrifty man!” cried the doc­tor. “He wasn’t the one to be cheat­ed.”

			“And now,” said the squire, “for the oth­er.”

			The pa­per had been sealed in sev­er­al places with a thim­ble by way of seal; the very thim­ble, per­haps, that I had found in the cap­tain’s pock­et. The doc­tor opened the seals with great care, and there fell out the map of an is­land, with lat­i­tude and lon­gi­tude, sound­ings, names of hills and bays and in­lets, and ev­ery par­tic­u­lar that would be need­ed to bring a ship to a safe an­chor­age up­on its shores. It was about nine miles long and five across, shaped, you might say, like a fat drag­on stand­ing up, and had two fine land­locked har­bors, and a hill in the cen­ter part marked “The Spy-glass.” There were sev­er­al ad­di­tions of a lat­er date; but, above all, three cross­es of red ink—two on the north part of the is­land, one in the south­west, and, be­side this last, in the same red ink, and in a small, neat hand, very dif­fer­ent from the cap­tain’s tot­tery char­ac­ters, these words: “Bulk of trea­sure here.”

			Over on the back the same hand had writ­ten this fur­ther in­for­ma­tion:

			
				“Tall tree, Spy-glass shoul­der, bear­ing a point to the N. of N. N. E.

				“Skele­ton Is­land E. S. E. and by E.

				“Ten feet.

				“The bar sil­ver is in the north cache; you can find it by the trend of the east hum­mock, ten fath­oms south of the black crag with the face on it.

				“The arms are easy found, in the sand­hill, N. point of north in­let cape, bear­ing E. and a quar­ter N.

				
					“J. F.”

				
			

			That was all, but brief as it was, and, to me, in­com­pre­hen­si­ble, it filled the squire and Doc­tor Livesey with de­light.

			“Livesey,” said the squire, “you will give up this wretch­ed prac­tice at once. To­mor­row I start for Bris­tol. In three weeks’ time—three weeks!—two weeks—ten days—we’ll have the best ship, sir, and the choic­est crew in Eng­land. Hawkins shall come as cab­in-boy. You’ll make a fa­mous cab­in-boy, Hawkins. You, Livesey, are ship’s doc­tor; I am ad­mi­ral. We’ll take Re­druth, Joyce, and Hunter. We’ll have fa­vor­able winds, a quick pas­sage, and not the least dif­fi­cul­ty in find­ing the spot, and mon­ey to eat—to roll in—to play duck and drake with ev­er af­ter.”

			“Trelawney,” said the doc­tor, “I’ll go with you; and I’ll go bail for it, so will Jim, and be a cred­it to the un­der­tak­ing. There’s on­ly one man I’m afraid of.”

			“And who’s that?” cried the squire. “Name the dog, sir!”

			“You,” replied the doc­tor, “for you can­not hold your tongue. We are not the on­ly men who know of this pa­per. These fel­lows who at­tacked the inn tonight—bold, des­per­ate blades, for sure—and the rest who stayed aboard that lug­ger, and more, I dare say, not far off, are, one and all, through thick and thin, bound that they’ll get that mon­ey. We must none of us go alone till we get to sea. Jim and I shall stick to­geth­er in the mean­while; you’ll take Joyce and Hunter when you ride to Bris­tol, and, from first to last, not one of us must breathe a word of what we’ve found.”

			“Livesey,” re­turned the squire, “you are al­ways in the right of it. I’ll be as silent as the grave.”
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				The Sea-Cook

			
		
	
		
			
				VII

				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 Doc­tor Livesey’s, of keep­ing me be­side him—could be car­ried out as we in­tend­ed. The doc­tor had to go to Lon­don for a physi­cian 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 is­land, 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; some­times 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 Doc­tor 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 any­thing but print—the fol­low­ing im­por­tant news:

			
				“Old An­chor Inn, Bris­tol, March 1, 17—.

				“Dear Livesey: As I do not know whether you are at the Hall or still in Lon­don, I send this in dou­ble to both places.

				“The ship is bought and fit­ted. She lies at an­chor, ready for sea. You nev­er imag­ined a sweet­er schooner—a child might sail her—two hun­dred tons; name, His­pan­io­la.

				“I got her through my old friend, Bland­ly, who has proved him­self through­out the most sur­pris­ing trump. The ad­mirable fel­low lit­er­al­ly slaved in my in­ter­est, and so, I may say, did ev­ery­one in Bris­tol, as soon as they got wind of the port we sailed for—trea­sure, I mean.”

			

			“Re­druth,” said I, in­ter­rupt­ing the let­ter, “Doc­tor Livesey will not like that. The squire has been talk­ing, af­ter all.”

			“Well, who’s a bet­ter right?” growled the game­keep­er. “A pret­ty rum go if Squire ain’t to talk for Doc­tor Livesey, I should think.”

			At that I gave up all at­tempt at com­men­tary, and read straight on:

			
				“Bland­ly him­self found the His­pan­io­la, and by the most ad­mirable man­age­ment got her for the mer­est tri­fle. There is a class of men in Bris­tol mon­strous­ly prej­u­diced against Bland­ly. They go the length of declar­ing that this hon­est crea­ture would do any­thing for mon­ey; that the His­pan­io­la be­longed to him, and that he sold to me ab­surd­ly high—the most trans­par­ent calum­nies. None of them dare, how­ev­er, to de­ny the mer­its of the ship.

				“So far there was not a hitch. The workpeo­ple, to be sure—rig­gers and what­not—were most an­noy­ing­ly slow, but time cured that. It was the 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 sea­far­ing 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 re­gard­ed as a rec­om­men­da­tion, since he lost it in his coun­try’s ser­vice, un­der the im­mor­tal Hawke. He has no pen­sion, Livesey. 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 fresh­wa­ter swabs we had to fear in an ad­ven­ture of im­por­tance.

				“I am in the most mag­nif­i­cent health and spir­its, 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 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.

					
						“P.S.—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 knowl­edge 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 col­or, 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 Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow, and there I found my moth­er in good health and spir­its. The cap­tain, who had so long been a cause of so much dis­com­fort, was gone where the wicked cease from trou­bling. The squire had had ev­ery­thing re­paired, and the pub­lic rooms and the sign re­paint­ed, and had added some fur­ni­ture—above all a beau­ti­ful arm­chair for moth­er in the bar. He had found her a boy as an ap­pren­tice al­so, so that she should not want help while I was gone.

			It was on see­ing that boy that I un­der­stood, for the first time, my sit­u­a­tion. I had thought up to that mo­ment of the ad­ven­tures be­fore me, not at all of the home that I was leav­ing; and now at sight of this clum­sy stranger, who was to stay here in my place be­side my moth­er, I had my first at­tack of tears. I am afraid I led that boy a dog’s life; for as he was new to the work, I had a hun­dred op­por­tu­ni­ties of set­ting him right and putting him down, and I was not slow to prof­it by them.

			The night passed, and the next day, af­ter din­ner, Re­druth and I were afoot again and on the road. I said good­bye to moth­er and the cove where I had lived since I was born, and the dear old Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow—since he was re­paint­ed, no longer quite so dear. One of my last thoughts was of the cap­tain, who had so of­ten strode along the beach with his cocked hat, his saber-cut cheek, and his old brass tele­scope. Next mo­ment we had turned the cor­ner, and my home was out of sight.

			The mail picked us up about dusk at the Roy­al George on the heath. I was wedged in be­tween Re­druth and a stout old gen­tle­man, and in spite of the swift mo­tion and the cold night air, I must have dozed a great deal from the very first, 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 stand­ing 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 schooner. 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 won­der­ful 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 pig­tailed singing sea­men; to sea, bound for an un­known is­land, and to seek for buried trea­sure.

			While I was still in this de­light­ful dream, we came sud­den­ly in front of a large inn, and met Squire Trelawney, all dressed out like a sea of­fi­cer, in stout blue cloth, com­ing out of the door with a smile on his face, and a cap­i­tal im­i­ta­tion of a sailor’s walk.

			“Here you are!” he cried; “and the doc­tor came last night from Lon­don. Bra­vo!—the ship’s com­pa­ny com­plete.”

			“Oh, sir,” cried I, “when do we sail?”

			“Sail!” says he. “We sail to­mor­row.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				At the Sign of the Spy-Glass

			
			When I had done break­fast­ing, the squire gave me a note ad­dressed to John Sil­ver, at the sign of the Spy-glass, and told me I should eas­i­ly find the place by fol­low­ing the line of the docks, and keep­ing a bright look­out for a lit­tle tav­ern with a large brass tele­scope for a sign. I set off, over­joyed at this op­por­tu­ni­ty to see some more of the ships and sea­men, and picked my way among a great crowd of peo­ple and carts and bales, for the dock was now at its busiest, un­til I found the tav­ern in ques­tion.

			It was a bright enough lit­tle place of en­ter­tain­ment. The sign was new­ly paint­ed; the win­dows had neat red cur­tains; the floor was clean­ly sand­ed. There was a street on each side, and an open door on both, which made the large, low room pret­ty clear to see in, in spite of clouds of to­bac­co smoke.

			The cus­tomers were most­ly sea­far­ing men, and they talked so loud­ly that I hung at the door, al­most afraid to en­ter.

			As I was wait­ing, a man came out of a side room, and at a glance I was sure he must be Long John. His left leg was cut off close by the hip, and un­der the left shoul­der he car­ried a crutch, which he man­aged with won­der­ful dex­ter­i­ty, hop­ping about up­on it like a bird. He was very tall and strong, with a face as big as a ham—plain and pale, but in­tel­li­gent and smil­ing. In­deed, he seemed in the most cheer­ful spir­its, whistling as he moved about among the ta­bles, with a mer­ry word or a slap on the shoul­der for the more fa­vored of his guests.

			Now, to tell you the truth, from the very first men­tion of Long John in Squire Trelawney’s let­ter, I had tak­en a fear in my mind that he might prove to be the very one-legged sailor whom I had watched for so long at the old Ben­bow. But one look at the man be­fore me was enough. I had seen the cap­tain, and Black Dog, and the blind man Pew, and I thought I knew what a buc­ca­neer was like—a very dif­fer­ent crea­ture, ac­cord­ing to me, from this clean and pleas­ant-tem­pered land­lord.

			I plucked up courage at once, crossed the thresh­old, and walked right up to the man where he stood, propped on his crutch, talk­ing to a cus­tomer.

			“Mr. Sil­ver, sir?” I asked, hold­ing out the note.

			“Yes, my lad,” said he; “such is my name, to be sure. And who may you be?” And when he saw the squire’s let­ter he seemed to me to give some­thing al­most like a start.

			“Oh!” said he, quite aloud, and of­fer­ing his hand, “I see. You are our new cab­in-boy; pleased I am to see you.”

			And he took my hand in his large firm grasp.

			Just then one of the cus­tomers at the far side rose sud­den­ly and made for the door. It was close by him, and he was out in the street in a mo­ment. But his hur­ry had at­tract­ed my no­tice, and I rec­og­nized him at a glance. It was the tal­low-faced man, want­ing two fin­gers, who had come first to the Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow.

			“Oh,” I cried, “stop him! it’s Black Dog!”

			“I don’t care two cop­pers who he is,” cried Sil­ver, “but he hasn’t paid his score. Har­ry, run and catch him.”

			One of the oth­ers who was near­est the door leaped up and start­ed in pur­suit.

			“If he were Ad­mi­ral Hawke he shall pay his score,” cried Sil­ver; and then, re­lin­quish­ing my hand, “Who did you say he was?” he asked. “Black what?”

			“Dog, sir,” said I. “Has Mr. Trelawney not told you of the buc­ca­neers? He was one of them.”

			“So?” cried Sil­ver. “In my house! Ben, run and help Har­ry. One of those swabs, was he? Was that you drink­ing with him, Mor­gan? Step up here.”

			The man whom he called Mor­gan—an old, gray-haired, ma­hogany-faced sailor—came for­ward pret­ty sheep­ish­ly, rolling his quid.

			“Now, Mor­gan,” said Long John, very stern­ly, “you nev­er clapped your eyes on that Black—Black Dog be­fore, did you, now?”

			“Not I, sir,” said Mor­gan, with a salute.

			“You didn’t know his name, did you?”

			“No, sir.”

			“By the pow­ers, Tom Mor­gan, it’s as good for you!” ex­claimed the land­lord. “If you had been mixed up with the like of that, you would nev­er have put an­oth­er foot in my house, you may lay to that. And what was he say­ing to you?”

			“I don’t right­ly know, sir,” an­swered Mor­gan.

			“Do you call that a head on your shoul­ders, or a blessed dead­eye?” cried Long John. “Don’t right­ly know, don’t you? Per­haps you don’t hap­pen to right­ly know who you was speak­ing to, per­haps? Come, now, what was he jaw­ing—v’yages, cap’ns, ships? Pipe up! What was it?”

			“We was a-talkin’ of keel­haul­ing,” an­swered Mor­gan.

			“Keel­haul­ing, was you? and a mighty suit­able thing, too, and you may lay to that. Get back to your place for a lub­ber, Tom.”

			And then, as Mor­gan rolled back to his seat, Sil­ver added to me, in a con­fi­den­tial whis­per, that was very flat­ter­ing, as I thought:

			“He’s quite an hon­est man, Tom Mor­gan, on’y stupid. And now,” he ran on again, aloud, “let’s see—Black Dog? No, I don’t know the name, not I. Yet I kind of think I’ve—yes, I’ve seen the swab. He used to come here with a blind beg­gar, he used.”

			“That he did, you may be sure,” said I. “I knew that blind man, too. His name was Pew.”

			“It was!” cried Sil­ver, now quite ex­cit­ed. “Pew! That were his name for cer­tain. Ah, he looked a shark, he did! If we run down this Black Dog now, there’ll be news for Cap’n Trelawney! Ben’s a good run­ner; few sea­men run bet­ter than Ben. He should run him down, hand over hand, by the pow­ers! He talked o’ keel­haul­ing, did he? I’ll keel­haul him!”

			All the time he was jerk­ing out these phras­es he was stump­ing up and down the tav­ern on his crutch, slap­ping ta­bles with his hand, and giv­ing such a show of ex­cite­ment as would have con­vinced an Old Bai­ley judge or a Bow Street run­ner. My sus­pi­cions had been thor­ough­ly reawak­ened on 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 Trelawney—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 came in. Now, here it is: What could I do, with this old tim­ber I hob­ble on? When I was an A B mas­ter mariner I’d have come up along­side of him, hand over hand, and broached him to in a brace of old shakes, I would; and 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, now, stand by to go about. This won’t do. Dooty is dooty, mess­mates. I’ll put on my old cocked hat and step along of you to Cap’n Trelawney, and re­port this here af­fair. For, mind you, it’s se­ri­ous, young Hawkins; and nei­ther you nor me’s come out of it with what I should make so bold as to call cred­it. Nor you nei­ther, says you; not smart—none of the pair of us smart. But dash my but­tons! that was a good ’un about my score.”

			And he be­gan to laugh again, and that so hearti­ly, that though I did not see the joke as he did, I was again obliged to join him in his mirth.

			On our lit­tle walk along the quays he made him­self the most in­ter­est­ing com­pan­ion, telling me about the dif­fer­ent ships that we passed by, their rig, ton­nage, and na­tion­al­i­ty, ex­plain­ing the work that was go­ing for­ward—how one was dis­charg­ing, an­oth­er tak­ing in car­go, and a third mak­ing ready for sea; and ev­ery now and then telling me some lit­tle anec­dote of ships or sea­men, or re­peat­ing a nau­ti­cal phrase till I had learned it per­fect­ly. I be­gan to see that here was one of the best of pos­si­ble ship­mates.

			When we got to the inn, the squire and Doc­tor Livesey were seat­ed to­geth­er, fin­ish­ing a quart of ale with a toast in it, be­fore they should go aboard the schooner on a vis­it of in­spec­tion.

			Long John told the sto­ry from first to last, with a great deal of spir­it and the most per­fect truth. “That was how it were, now, weren’t it, Hawkins?” he would say, now and again, and I could al­ways bear him en­tire­ly out.

			The two gen­tle­men re­gret­ted that Black Dog had got away, but we all agreed there was noth­ing to be done, and af­ter he had been com­pli­ment­ed, Long John took up his crutch and de­part­ed.

			“All hands aboard by four this af­ter­noon!” shout­ed the squire af­ter him.

			“Ay, ay, sir,” cried the cook, in the pas­sage.

			“Well, squire,” said Doc­tor Livesey, “I don’t put much faith in your dis­cov­er­ies, as a gen­er­al thing, but I will say this—John Sil­ver suits me.”

			“That man’s a per­fect trump,” de­clared the squire.

			“And now,” added the doc­tor, “Jim may come on board with us, may he not?”

			“To be sure he may,” said the squire. “Take your hat, Hawkins, and we’ll see the ship.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Pow­der and Arms

			
			The His­pan­io­la lay some way out, and we went un­der the fig­ure­heads and around the sterns of many oth­er ships, and their ca­bles some­times grat­ed be­neath our keel, and some­times swung above us. At last, how­ev­er, we swung along­side, and were met and salut­ed as we stepped aboard by the mate, Mr. Ar­row, a brown old sailor, with ear­rings in his ears and a squint. He and the squire were very thick and friend­ly, but I soon ob­served that things were not the same be­tween Mr. Trelawney and the cap­tain.

			This last was a sharp-look­ing man, who seemed an­gry with ev­ery­thing on board, and was soon to tell us why, for we had hard­ly got down in­to the cab­in when a sailor fol­lowed us.

			“Cap­tain Smol­lett, sir, ax­ing to speak with you,” said he.

			“I am al­ways at the cap­tain’s or­ders. Show him in,” said the squire.

			The cap­tain, who was close be­hind his mes­sen­ger, en­tered at once, and shut the door be­hind him.

			“Well, Cap­tain Smol­lett, what have you to say? All well, I hope; all ship­shape and sea­wor­thy?”

			“Well, sir,” said the cap­tain, “bet­ter speak plain, I be­lieve, at the risk of of­fense. I don’t like this cruise; I don’t like the men; and I don’t like my of­fi­cer. That’s short and sweet.”

			“Per­haps, sir, you don’t like the ship?” in­quired the squire, very an­gry, as I could see.

			“I can’t speak as to that, sir, not hav­ing seen her tried,” said the cap­tain. “She seems a clever craft; more I can’t say.”

			“Pos­si­bly, sir, you may not like your em­ploy­er, ei­ther?” said the squire.

			But here Doc­tor Livesey cut in.

			“Stay a bit,” said he, “stay a bit. No use of such ques­tions as that but to pro­duce ill-feel­ing. The cap­tain has said too much or he has said too lit­tle, and I’m bound to say that I re­quire an ex­pla­na­tion of his words. You don’t, you say, like this cruise. Now, why?”

			“I was en­gaged, sir, on what we call sealed or­ders, to sail this ship for that gen­tle­man where he should bid me,” said the cap­tain. “So far so good. But now I find that ev­ery man be­fore the mast knows more than I do. I don’t call that fair, now, do you?”

			“No,” said Doc­tor Livesey, “I don’t.”

			“Next,” said the cap­tain, “I learn we are go­ing af­ter trea­sure—hear it from my own hands, mind you. Now, trea­sure is tick­lish work; I don’t like trea­sure voy­ages on any ac­count; and I don’t like them, above all, when they are se­cret, and when (beg­ging your par­don, Mr. Trelawney) the se­cret has been told to the par­rot.”

			“Sil­ver’s par­rot?” asked the squire.

			“It’s a way of speak­ing,” said the cap­tain. “Blabbed, I mean. It’s my be­lief nei­ther of you gen­tle­men know what you are about; but I’ll tell you my way of it—life or death, and a close run.”

			“That is all clear, and, I dare say, true enough,” replied Doc­tor Livesey. “We take the risk, but we are not so ig­no­rant as you be­lieve us. Next, you say you don’t like the crew. Are they not good sea­men?”

			“I don’t like them, sir,” re­turned Cap­tain Smol­lett. “And I think I should have had the choos­ing of my own hands, if you go to that.”

			“Per­haps you should,” replied the doc­tor. “My friend should, per­haps, have tak­en you along with him; but the slight, if there be one, was un­in­ten­tion­al. And you don’t like Mr. Ar­row?”

			“I don’t, sir. I be­lieve he’s a good sea­man, but he’s too free with the crew to be a good of­fi­cer. A mate should keep him­self to him­self—shouldn’t drink with the men be­fore the mast.”

			“Do you mean he drinks?” cried the squire.

			“No, sir,” replied the cap­tain; “on­ly that he’s too fa­mil­iar.”

			“Well, now, and the short and long of it, cap­tain?” asked the doc­tor. “Tell us what you want.”

			“Well, gen­tle­men, are you de­ter­mined to go on this cruise?”

			“Like iron,” an­swered the squire.

			“Very good,” said the cap­tain. “Then, as you’ve heard me very pa­tient­ly, say­ing things that I could not prove, hear me a few words more. They are putting the pow­der and the arms in the fore hold. Now, you have a good place un­der the cab­in; why not put them there?—first point. Then you are bring­ing four of your own peo­ple with you, and they tell me some of them are to be berthed for­ward. Why not give them the berths here be­side the cab­in?—sec­ond point.”

			“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 se­cret 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 of­fense, I de­ny your right to put words in­to my mouth. No cap­tain, sir, would be jus­ti­fied in go­ing to sea at all if he had ground enough to say that. As for Mr. Ar­row, I be­lieve him thor­ough­ly hon­est; some of the men are the same; all may be for what I know. But I am re­spon­si­ble for the ship’s safe­ty and the life of ev­ery man Jack aboard of her. I see things go­ing, as I think, not quite right; and I ask you to take cer­tain pre­cau­tions, or let me re­sign my berth. And that’s all.”

			“Cap­tain Smol­lett,” be­gan the doc­tor, with a smile, “did ev­er you hear the fa­ble of the moun­tain and the mouse? You’ll ex­cuse me, I dare say, but you re­mind me of that fa­ble. When you came in here I’ll stake my wig you meant more than this.”

			“Doc­tor,” said the cap­tain, “you are smart. When I came in here I meant to get dis­charged. I had no thought that Mr. Trelawney would hear a word.”

			“No more I would,” cried the squire. “Had Livesey not been here I should have seen you to the deuce. As it is, I have heard you. I will do as you de­sire, but I think the worse of you.”

			“That’s as you please, sir,” said the cap­tain. “You’ll find I do my du­ty.”

			And with that he took his leave.

			“Trelawney,” said the doc­tor, “con­trary to all my no­tions, I be­lieve you have man­aged to get two hon­est men on board with you—that man and John Sil­ver.”

			“Sil­ver, if you like,” cried the squire, “but as for that in­tol­er­a­ble hum­bug, I de­clare I think his con­duct un­man­ly, un­sailor­ly, and down­right un-Eng­lish.”

			“Well,” said 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 com­pan­ion, which had been en­larged on each side till you might al­most have called it a round­house. 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!” said he, “what’s this!”

			“We’re a-chang­ing the pow­der, Jack,” an­swers one.

			“Why, by the pow­ers,” cried Long John, “if we do, we’ll miss the morn­ing tide!”

			“My or­ders!” said the cap­tain, short­ly. “You may go be­low, my man. Hands will want sup­per.”

			“Ay, ay, sir,” an­swered the cook; and, touch­ing his fore­lock, he dis­ap­peared at once in the di­rec­tion of his gal­ley.

			“That’s a good man, cap­tain,” said the doc­tor.

			“Very like­ly, sir,” replied Cap­tain Smol­lett. “Easy with that, men—easy,” he ran on, to the fel­lows who were shift­ing the pow­der; and then sud­den­ly ob­serv­ing me ex­am­in­ing the swiv­el we car­ried amid­ships, a long brass nine—“Here, you ship’s boy,” he cried, “out o’ that! Off with you to the cook and get some work.”

			And then as I was hur­ry­ing off I heard him say, quite loud­ly, to the doc­tor:

			“I’ll have no fa­vorites on my ship.”

			I as­sure you I was quite of the squire’s way of think­ing, and hat­ed the cap­tain deeply.

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Voy­age

			
			All that night we were in a great bus­tle get­ting things stowed in their place, and boat­fuls of the squire’s friends, Mr. Bland­ly and the like, com­ing off to wish him a good voy­age and a safe re­turn. We nev­er had a night at the Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow when I had half the work; and I was dog-tired when, a lit­tle be­fore dawn, the boatswain sound­ed his pipe, and the crew be­gan to man the cap­stan bars. I might have been twice as weary, yet I would not have left the deck, all was so new and in­ter­est­ing to me—the brief com­mands, the shrill notes of the whis­tle, the men bustling to their places in the glim­mer of the ship’s lanterns.

			“Now, Bar­be­cue, tip us a stave,” cried one voice.

			“The old one,” cried an­oth­er.

			“Ay, ay, mates,” said Long John, who was stand­ing by, with his crutch un­der his arm, and at once broke out in the air and words I knew so well:

			
				
					“Fif­teen men on the dead man’s chest”—
				

			

			And then the whole crew bore cho­rus:

			
				
					“Yo-ho-ho and a bot­tle of rum!”
				

			

			And at the third “ho!” drove the bars be­fore them with a will.

			Even at that ex­cit­ing mo­ment it car­ried me back to the old Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow in a sec­ond, and I seemed to hear the voice of the cap­tain pip­ing in the cho­rus. But soon the an­chor was short up; soon it was hang­ing drip­ping at the bows; soon the sails be­gan to draw, and the land and ship­ping to flit by on ei­ther side, and be­fore I could lie down to snatch an hour of slum­ber the His­pan­io­la had be­gun her voy­age to the Isle of Trea­sure.

			I am not go­ing to re­late the voy­age in de­tail. It was fair­ly pros­per­ous. The ship proved to be a good ship, the crew were ca­pa­ble sea­men, and the cap­tain thor­ough­ly un­der­stood his busi­ness. But be­fore we came the length of Trea­sure Is­land, two or three things had hap­pened which re­quire to be known.

			Mr. Ar­row, first of all, turned out even worse than the cap­tain had feared. He had no com­mand among the men, and peo­ple did what they pleased with him. But that was by no means the worst of it; for af­ter a day or two at sea he be­gan to ap­pear on deck with hazy eye, red cheeks, stut­ter­ing tongue, and oth­er marks of drunk­en­ness. Time af­ter time he was or­dered be­low in dis­grace. Some­times he fell and cut him­self; some­times he lay all day long in his lit­tle bunk at one side of the com­pan­ion; some­times for a day or two he would be al­most sober and at­tend to his work at least pass­ably.

			In the mean­time we could nev­er make out where he got the drink. That was the ship’s mys­tery. Watch him as we pleased, we could do noth­ing to solve it, and when we asked him to his face, he would on­ly laugh, if he were drunk, and if he were sober, de­ny solemn­ly that he ev­er tast­ed any­thing but wa­ter.

			He was not on­ly use­less as an of­fi­cer, and a bad in­flu­ence among the men, but it was plain that at this rate he must soon kill him­self out­right, so no­body was much sur­prised, nor very sor­ry, when one dark night, with a head sea, he dis­ap­peared en­tire­ly and was seen no more.

			“Over­board!” said the cap­tain. “Well, gen­tle­men, that saves the trou­ble of putting him in irons.”

			But there we were, with­out a mate, and it was nec­es­sary, of course, to ad­vance one of the men. The boatswain, Job An­der­son, was the like­li­est man aboard, and though he kept his old ti­tle, he served in a way as mate. Mr. Trelawney had fol­lowed the sea, and his knowl­edge made him very use­ful, for he of­ten took a watch him­self in easy weath­er. And the coxswain, Is­rael Hands, was a care­ful, wily, old, ex­pe­ri­enced sea­man, who could be trust­ed at a pinch with al­most any­thing.

			He was a great con­fi­dant of Long John Sil­ver, and so the men­tion of his name leads me on to speak of our ship’s cook, Bar­be­cue, as the men called him.

			Aboard ship he car­ried his crutch by a lan­yard round his neck, to have both hands as free as pos­si­ble. It was some­thing to see him wedge the foot of the crutch against a bulk­head, and, propped against it, yield­ing to ev­ery move­ment of the ship, get on with his cook­ing like some­one safe ashore. Still more strange was it to see him in the heav­i­est of weath­er cross the deck. He had a line or two rigged up to help him across the widest spa­ces—Long John’s ear­rings, they were called—and he would hand him­self from one place to an­oth­er, now us­ing the crutch, now trail­ing it along­side by the lan­yard, as quick­ly as an­oth­er man could walk. Yet some of the men who had sailed with him be­fore ex­pressed their pity to see him so re­duced.

			“He’s no com­mon man, Bar­be­cue,” said the coxswain to me. “He had good school­ing in his young days, and can speak like a book when so mind­ed; and brave—a li­on’s noth­ing along­side of Long John! I seen him grap­ple four and knock their heads to­geth­er—him un­armed.”

			All the crew re­spect­ed and even obeyed him. He had a way of talk­ing to each, and do­ing ev­ery­body some par­tic­u­lar ser­vice. To me he was un­wea­ried­ly kind, and al­ways glad to see me in the gal­ley, which he kept as clean as a new pin; the dish­es hang­ing up bur­nished, and his par­rot in a cage in the cor­ner.

			“Come away, Hawkins,” he would say; “come and have a yarn with John. No­body more wel­come than your­self, my son. Sit you down and hear the news. Here’s Cap’n Flint—I calls my par­rot Cap’n Flint, af­ter the fa­mous buc­ca­neer—here’s Cap’n Flint pre­dict­ing suc­cess to our v’yage. Wasn’t you, Cap’n?”

			And the par­rot would say, with great ra­pid­i­ty: “Pieces of eight! pieces of eight! pieces of eight!” till you won­dered that it was not out of breath or till John threw his hand­ker­chief over the cage.

			“Now, that bird,” he would say, “is, may be, two hun­dred years old, Hawkins—they live for­ev­er most­ly, and if any­body’s seen more wicked­ness it must be the dev­il him­self. She’s sailed with Eng­land—the great Cap’n Eng­land, the pi­rate. She’s been at Mada­gas­car, and at Mal­abar, and Suri­nam, and Prov­i­dence, and Por­to­bel­lo. She was at the fish­ing up of the wrecked plate ships. It’s there she learned ‘Pieces of eight,’ and lit­tle won­der; three hun­dred and fifty thou­sand of ’em, Hawkins! She was at the board­ing of the Viceroy of the In­dies out of Goa, she was, and to look at her you would think she was a bab­by. But you smelt pow­der—didn’t you, cap’n?”

			“Stand by to go about,” the par­rot would scream.

			“Ah, she’s a hand­some craft, she is,” the cook would say, and give her sug­ar from his pock­et, and then the bird would peck at the bars and swear straight on, pass­ing be­lief for wicked­ness. “There,” John would add, “you can’t touch pitch and not be mucked, lad. Here’s this poor old in­no­cent bird of mine swear­ing blue fire and none the wis­er, you may lay to that. She would swear the same, in a man­ner of speak­ing, be­fore the chap­lain.” And John would touch his fore­lock with a solemn way he had, that made me think he was the best of men.

			In the mean­time the squire and Cap­tain Smol­lett were still on pret­ty dis­tant terms with one an­oth­er. The squire made no bones about the mat­ter; he de­spised the cap­tain. The cap­tain, on his part, nev­er spoke but when he was spo­ken to, and then sharp and short and dry, and not a word wast­ed. He owned, when driv­en in­to a cor­ner, that he seemed to have been wrong about the crew; that some of them were as brisk as he want­ed to see, and all had be­haved fair­ly well. As for the ship, he had tak­en a down­right fan­cy to her. “She’ll lie a point near­er the wind than a man has a right to ex­pect of his own mar­ried wife, sir. But,” he would add, “all I say is, we’re not home again, and I don’t like the cruise.”

			The squire, at this, would turn away and march up and down the deck, chin in air.

			“A tri­fle more of that man,” he would say, “and I should ex­plode.”

			We had some heavy weath­er, which on­ly proved the qual­i­ties of the His­pan­io­la. Ev­ery man on board seemed well con­tent, and they must have been hard to please if they had been oth­er­wise, for it is my be­lief there was nev­er a ship’s com­pa­ny so spoiled since Noah put to sea. Dou­ble grog was go­ing on the least ex­cuse; there was duff on odd days, as, for in­stance, if the squire heard it was any man’s birth­day; and al­ways a bar­rel of ap­ples stand­ing broached in the waist, for any­one to help him­self that had a fan­cy.

			“Nev­er knew good to come of it yet,” the cap­tain said to Doc­tor Livesey. “Spoil foc’s’le hands, make dev­ils. That’s my be­lief.”

			But good did come of the ap­ple bar­rel, as you shall hear, for if it had not been for that we should have had no note of warn­ing and might all have per­ished by the hand of treach­ery.

			This is how it came about.

			We had run up the trades to get the wind of the is­land we were af­ter—I am not al­lowed to be more plain—and now we were run­ning down for it with a bright look­out day and night. It was about the last day of our out­ward voy­age, by the largest com­pu­ta­tion; some time that night, or, at lat­est, be­fore noon of the mor­row, we should sight the Trea­sure Is­land. We were head­ing south-south­west, and had a steady breeze abeam and a qui­et sea. The His­pan­io­la rolled steadi­ly, dip­ping her bowsprit now and then with a whiff of spray. All was draw­ing alow and aloft; ev­ery­one was in the bravest spir­its, be­cause we were now so near an end of the first part of our ad­ven­ture.

			Now, just af­ter sun­down, when all my work was over and I was on my way to my berth, it oc­curred to me that I should like an ap­ple. I ran on deck. The watch was all for­ward look­ing out for the is­land. The man at the helm was watch­ing the luff of the sail and whistling away gen­tly to him­self, and that was the on­ly sound ex­cept­ing the swish of the sea against the bows and around the sides of the ship.

			In I got bod­i­ly in­to the ap­ple bar­rel, and found there was scarce an ap­ple left; but, sit­ting down there in the dark, what with the sound of the wa­ters and the rock­ing move­ment of the ship, I had ei­ther fall­en asleep, or was on the point of do­ing so, when a heavy man sat down with rather a clash close by. The bar­rel shook as he leaned his shoul­ders against it, and I was just about to jump up when the man be­gan to speak. It was Sil­ver’s voice, and, be­fore I had heard a dozen words, I would not have shown my­self for all the world, but lay there, trem­bling and lis­ten­ing, in the ex­treme of fear and cu­rios­i­ty; for from these dozen words I un­der­stood that the lives of all the hon­est men aboard de­pend­ed up­on me alone.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				What I Heard in the Ap­ple Bar­rel

			
			“No, not I,” said Sil­ver. “Flint was cap’n; I was quar­ter­mas­ter, along of my tim­ber leg. The same broad­side I lost my leg, old Pew lost his dead­lights. It was a mas­ter sur­geon, him that ampy­tat­ed me—out of col­lege and all—Latin by the buck­et, and what­not; but he was hanged like a dog, and sun-dried like the rest, at Cor­so Cas­tle. That was Roberts’ men, that was, and comed of chang­ing names to their ships—Roy­al For­tune and so on. Now, what a ship was chris­tened, so let her stay, I says. So it was with the Cas­san­dra, as brought us all safe home from Mal­abar, af­ter Eng­land took the Viceroy of the In­dies; so it was with the old Wal­rus, Flint’s old ship, as I’ve seen amuck with the red blood and fit to sink with gold.”

			“Ah!” cried an­oth­er voice, that of the youngest hand on board, and ev­i­dent­ly full of ad­mi­ra­tion, “he was the flow­er of the flock, was Flint!”

			“Davis was a man, too, by all ac­counts,” said Sil­ver. “I nev­er sailed along of him; first with Eng­land, then with Flint, that’s my sto­ry; and now here on my own ac­count, in a man­ner of speak­ing. I laid by nine hun­dred safe, from Eng­land, and two thou­sand af­ter Flint. That ain’t bad for a man be­fore the mast—all safe in bank. ’Tain’t earn­ing now, it’s sav­ing does it, you may lay to that. Where’s all Eng­land’s men now? I dun­no. Where’s Flint’s? Why, most of ’em aboard here, and glad to get the duff—been beg­ging be­fore that, some of ’em. Old Pew, as had lost his sight, and might have thought shame, spends twelve hun­dred pounds in a year, like a lord in Par­lia­ment. Where is he now? Well, he’s dead now and un­der hatch­es; but for two years be­fore that, shiv­er my tim­bers! the man was starv­ing. He begged, and he stole, and he cut throats, and starved at that, by the pow­ers!”

			“Well, it ain’t much use, af­ter all,” said the young sea­man.

			“ ’Tain’t much use for fools, you may lay to it—that, nor noth­ing,” cried Sil­ver. “But now, you look here; you’re young, you are, but you’re as smart as paint. I see that when I set my eyes on you, and I’ll talk to you like a man.”

			You can imag­ine how I felt when I heard this abom­inable old rogue ad­dress­ing an­oth­er in the very same words of flat­tery as he had used to my­self. I think, if I had been able, that I would have killed him through the bar­rel. Mean­time he ran on, lit­tle sup­pos­ing he was over­heard.

			“Here it is about gen­tle­men of for­tune. They lives rough, and they risk swing­ing, but they eat and drink like fight­ing-cocks, and when a cruise is done, why it’s hun­dreds of pounds in­stead of hun­dreds of far­things in their pock­ets. Now, the most goes for rum and a good fling, and to sea again in their shirts. But that’s not the course I lay. I puts it all away, some here, some there, and none too much any­wheres, by rea­son of sus­pi­cion. I’m fifty, mark you; once back from this cruise I set up gen­tle­man in earnest. Time enough, too, says you. Ah, but I’ve lived easy in the mean­time; nev­er de­nied my­self o’ noth­ing heart de­sires, and slept soft and ate dain­ty all my days, but when at sea. And how did I be­gin? Be­fore the mast, like you!”

			“Well,” said the oth­er, “but all the oth­er mon­ey’s gone now, ain’t it? You daren’t show face in Bris­tol af­ter this.”

			“Why, where might you sup­pose it was?” asked Sil­ver, de­ri­sive­ly.

			“At Bris­tol, in banks and places,” an­swered his com­pan­ion.

			“It were,” said the cook; “it were when we weighed an­chor. But my old mis­sis has it all by now. And the Spy-glass is sold, lease and good will and rig­ging; and the old girl’s off to meet me. I would tell you where, for I trust you; but it ’ud make jeal­ousy among the mates.”

			“And you can trust your mis­sis?” asked the oth­er.

			“Gen­tle­men of for­tune,” re­turned the cook, “usu­al­ly trust lit­tle among them­selves, and right they are, you may lay to it. But I have a way with me, I have. When a mate brings a slip on his ca­ble—one as knows me, I mean—it won’t be in the same world with old John. There was some that was feared of Pew, and some that was feared of Flint; but Flint his own self was feared of me. Feared he was, and proud. They was the rough­est crew afloat, was Flint’s; the dev­il him­self would have been feared to go to sea with them. Well, now, I tell you, I’m not a boast­ing man, and you seen your­self how easy I keep com­pa­ny; but when I was quar­ter­mas­ter, lambs wasn’t the word for Flint’s old buc­ca­neers. Ah, you may be sure of your­self in old John’s ship.”

			“Well, I tell you now,” replied the lad, “I didn’t half a quar­ter 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 Sil­ver, 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 cor­rup­tion 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 pick­les and wines, and that.”

			“Is­rael,” said Sil­ver, “your head ain’t much ac­count, nor nev­er was. But you’re able to hear, I reck­on; least­ways your ears is big enough. Now, here’s what I say—you’ll berth for­ward, 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 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 half­way back again be­fore I struck.”

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

			“We’re all foc’s’le 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 and hur­ry and hur­ry. You hear me? I seen a thing or two at sea, I have. If you would on’y lay your course, and a p’int to wind­ward, you would ride in car­riages, you would. But not you! I know you. You’ll have your mouth­ful of rum to­mor­row, and go hang.”

			“Ev­ery­body know’d you was a kind of a chap­ling, John; but there’s oth­ers as could hand and steer as well as you,” said Is­rael. “They liked a bit o’ fun, they did. They wasn’t so high and dry, no­how, but took their fling, like jol­ly com­pan­ions, ev­ery­one.”

			“So?” said Sil­ver. “Well, and where are they now? Pew was that sort, and he died a beg­gar-man. Flint was, and he died of rum at Sa­van­nah. Ah, they was a sweet crew, they was! on’y, where are they?”

			“But,” asked Dick, “when we do lay ’em athwart, what are we to do with ’em, any­how?”

			“There’s the man for me!” cried the cook, ad­mir­ing­ly. “That’s what I call busi­ness. Well, what would you think? Put ’em ashore like ma­roons? That would have been Eng­land’s way. Or cut ’em down like that much pork? That would have been Flint’s or Bil­ly Bones’s.”

			“Bil­ly was the man for that,” said Is­rael. “ ‘Dead men don’t bite,’ says he. Well, he’s dead now, his­self; he knows the long and short on it now; and if ev­er a rough hand come to port, it was Bil­ly.”

			“Right you are,” said Sil­ver, “rough and ready. But mark you here: I’m an easy man—I’m quite the gen­tle­man, says you; but this time it’s se­ri­ous. Dooty is dooty, mates. I give my vote—death. When I’m in Par­ly­ment, and rid­ing in my coach, I don’t want none of these sea-lawyers in the cab­in a-com­ing home, un­looked for, like the dev­il at prayers. Wait is what I say; but when the time comes, why let her rip!”

			“John,” cried the coxswain, “you’re a man!”

			“You’ll say so, Is­rael, when you see,” said Sil­ver. “On­ly one thing I claim—I claim Trelawney. I’ll wring his calf’s head off his body with these hands. Dick!” he added, break­ing off, “you must jump up, like a sweet lad, and get me an ap­ple, to wet my pipe like.”

			You may fan­cy the ter­ror I was in! I should have leaped out and run for it, if I had found the strength; but my limbs and heart alike mis­gave me. I heard Dick be­gin to rise, and then some­one seem­ing­ly stopped him, and the voice of Hands ex­claimed:

			“Oh, stow that! Don’t you get suck­ing of that bilge, John. Let’s have a go of the rum.”

			“Dick,” said Sil­ver, “I trust you. I’ve a gauge on the keg, mind. There’s the key; you fill a pan­nikin and bring it up.”

			Ter­ri­fied as I was, I could not help think­ing to my­self that this must have been how Mr. Ar­row got the strong wa­ters that de­stroyed him.

			Dick was gone but a lit­tle while, and dur­ing his ab­sence Is­rael spoke straight on in the cook’s ear. It was but a word or two that I could catch, and yet I gath­ered some im­por­tant news; for, be­sides oth­er scraps that tend­ed to the same pur­pose, this whole clause was au­di­ble: “Not an­oth­er man of them’ll jine.” Hence there were still faith­ful men on board.

			When Dick re­turned, one af­ter an­oth­er of the trio took the pan­nikin and drank—one “To luck”; an­oth­er with a “Here’s to old Flint,” and Sil­ver him­self say­ing, in a kind of song, “Here’s to our­selves, and hold your luff, plen­ty of prizes and plen­ty of duff.”

			Just then a sort of bright­ness fell up­on me in the bar­rel, and, look­ing up, I found the moon had risen, and was sil­ver­ing the mizzen-top and shin­ing white on the luff of the fore­sail, and al­most at the same time the voice on the look­out shout­ed, “Land ho!”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Coun­cil of War

			
			There was a great rush of feet across the deck. I could hear peo­ple tum­bling up from the cab­in and the foc’s’le; and slip­ping in an in­stant out­side my bar­rel, I dived be­hind the fore­sail, made a dou­ble to­wards the stern, and came out up­on the open deck in time to join Hunter and Doc­tor Livesey in the rush for the weath­er bow.

			There all hands were al­ready con­gre­gat­ed. A belt of fog had lift­ed al­most si­mul­ta­ne­ous­ly with the ap­pear­ance of the moon. Away to the south­west of us we saw two low hills, about a cou­ple of miles apart, and ris­ing be­hind one of them a third and high­er hill, whose peak was still buried in the fog. All three seemed sharp and con­i­cal in fig­ure.

			So much I saw al­most in a dream, for I had not yet re­cov­ered from my hor­rid fear of a minute or two be­fore. And then I heard the voice of Cap­tain Smol­lett is­su­ing or­ders. The His­pan­io­la was laid a cou­ple of points near­er the wind, and now sailed a course that would just clear the is­land on the east.

			“And now, men,” said the cap­tain, when all was sheet­ed home, “has any one of you ev­er seen that land ahead?”

			“I have, sir,” said Sil­ver. “I’ve wa­tered there with a trad­er I was cook in.”

			“The an­chor­age is on the south, be­hind an islet, I fan­cy?” asked the cap­tain.

			“Yes, sir, Skele­ton Is­land they calls it. It were a main place for pi­rates once, and a hand we had on board knowed all their names for it. That hill to the nor’ard they calls the Fore­mast Hill; there are three hills in a row run­ning south’ard—fore, main, and mizzen, sir. But the main—that’s the big ’un, with the cloud on it—they usu­al­ly calls the ‘Spy-glass,’ by rea­son of a look­out they kept when they was in the an­chor­age clean­ing; for it’s there they cleaned their ships, sir, ask­ing your par­don.”

			“I have a chart here,” said Cap­tain Smol­lett. “See if that’s the place.”

			Long John’s eyes burned in his head as he took the chart, but, by the fresh look of the pa­per, I knew he was doomed to dis­ap­point­ment. This was not the map we found in Bil­ly Bones’s chest, but an ac­cu­rate copy, com­plete in all things—names, and heights, and sound­ings—with the sin­gle ex­cep­tion of the red cross­es and the writ­ten notes. Sharp as must have been his an­noy­ance, Sil­ver had the strength of mind to hide it.

			“Yes, sir,” said he, “this is the spot, to be sure, and very pret­ti­ly drawed out. Who might have done that, I won­der? The pi­rates were too ig­no­rant, I reck­on. Ay, here it is: ‘Cap­tain Kidd’s An­chor­age’—just the name my ship­mate called it. There’s a strong cur­rent runs along the south, and then away nor’ard up the west coast. Right you was, sir,” said he, “to haul your wind and keep the weath­er of the is­land. Least­ways, if such was your in­ten­tion as to en­ter and ca­reen, and there ain’t no bet­ter place for that in these wa­ters.”

			“Thank you, my man,” said Cap­tain Smol­lett. “I’ll ask you, lat­er on, to give us a help. You may go.”

			I was sur­prised at the cool­ness with which John avowed his knowl­edge of the is­land, and I own I was half-fright­ened when I saw him draw­ing near­er to my­self. He did not know, to be sure, that I had over­heard his coun­cil from the ap­ple bar­rel, and yet I had, by this time, tak­en such a hor­ror of his cru­el­ty, du­plic­i­ty, and pow­er, that I could scarce con­ceal a shud­der when he laid his hand up­on my arm.

			“Ah,” said he, “this here is a sweet spot, this is­land—a sweet spot for a lad to get ashore on. You’ll bathe, and you’ll climb trees, and you’ll hunt goats, you will, and you’ll get aloft on them hills like a goat your­self. Why, it makes me young again. I was go­ing to for­get my tim­ber leg, I was. It’s a pleas­ant thing to be young, and have ten toes, and you may lay to that. When you want to go a bit of ex­plor­ing, you just ask old John and he’ll put up a snack for you to take along.”

			And clap­ping me in the friendli­est way up­on the shoul­der, he hob­bled off for­ward and went be­low.

			Cap­tain Smol­lett, the squire, and Doc­tor Livesey were talk­ing to­geth­er on the quar­ter­deck, and anx­ious as I was to tell them my sto­ry, I durst not in­ter­rupt them open­ly. While I was still cast­ing about in my thoughts to find some prob­a­ble ex­cuse, Doc­tor Livesey called me to his side. He had left his pipe be­low, and be­ing a slave to to­bac­co, had meant that I should fetch it; but as soon as I was near enough to speak and not be over­heard, I broke out im­me­di­ate­ly: “Doc­tor, let me speak. Get the cap­tain and squire down to the cab­in, and then make some pre­tense to send for me. I have ter­ri­ble news.”

			The doc­tor changed coun­te­nance a lit­tle, but next mo­ment he was mas­ter of him­self.

			“Thank you, Jim,” said he, quite loud­ly; “that was all I want­ed to know,” as if he had asked me a ques­tion.

			And with that he turned on his heel and re­joined the oth­er two. They spoke to­geth­er for a lit­tle, and though none of them start­ed, or raised his voice, or so much as whis­tled, it was plain enough that Doc­tor Livesey had com­mu­ni­cat­ed my re­quest, for the next thing that I heard was the cap­tain giv­ing an or­der to Job An­der­son, and all hands were piped on deck.

			“My lads,” said Cap­tain Smol­lett, “I’ve a word to say to you. This land that we have sight­ed is the place we have been sail­ing to. Mr. Trelawney, be­ing a very open­hand­ed gen­tle­man, as we all know, has just asked me a word or two, and as I was able to tell him that ev­ery man on board had done his du­ty, alow and aloft, as I nev­er ask to see it done bet­ter, why, he and I and the doc­tor are go­ing be­low to the cab­in to drink your health and luck, and you’ll have grog served out for you to drink our health and luck. I’ll tell you what I think of this: I think it hand­some. And if you think as I do, you’ll give a good sea cheer for the gen­tle­man that does it.”

			The cheer fol­lowed—that was a mat­ter of course—but it rang out so full and hearty, that I con­fess I could hard­ly be­lieve these same men were plot­ting for our blood.

			“One more cheer for Cap’n Smol­lett!” cried Long John, when the first had sub­sid­ed.

			And this al­so was giv­en with a will.

			On the top of that the three gen­tle­men went be­low, and not long af­ter, word was sent for­ward that Jim Hawkins was want­ed in the cab­in.

			I found them all three seat­ed around the ta­ble, a bot­tle of Span­ish wine and some raisins be­fore them, and the doc­tor smok­ing away, with his wig on his lap, and that, I knew, was a sign that he was ag­i­tat­ed. The stern win­dow was open, for it was a warm night, and you could see the moon shin­ing be­hind on the ship’s wake.

			“Now, Hawkins,” said the squire, “you have some­thing to say. Speak up.”

			I did as I was bid, and, as short as I could make it, told the whole de­tails of Sil­ver’s con­ver­sa­tion. No­body in­ter­rupt­ed me till I was done, nor did any one of the three of them make so much as a move­ment, but they kept their eyes up­on my face from first to last.

			“Jim,” said Doc­tor Livesey, “take a seat.”

			And they made me sit down at a ta­ble be­side them, poured me out a glass of wine, filled my hands with raisins, and all three, one af­ter the oth­er, and each with a bow, drank my good health, and their ser­vice to me, for my luck and courage.

			“Now, cap­tain,” said the squire, “you were right and I was wrong. I own my­self an ass, and I await your or­ders.”

			“No more an ass than I, sir,” re­turned the cap­tain. “I nev­er heard of a crew that meant to mutiny but what showed signs be­fore, for any man that had an eye in his head to see the mis­chief and take steps ac­cord­ing. But this crew,” he added, “beats me.”

			“Cap­tain,” said the doc­tor, “with your per­mis­sion, that’s Sil­ver. A very re­mark­able man.”

			“He’d look re­mark­ably well from a yardarm, sir,” re­turned the cap­tain. “But this is talk; this don’t lead to any­thing. I see three or four points, and with Mr. Trelawney’s per­mis­sion I’ll name them.”

			“You, sir, are the cap­tain. It is for you to speak,” said Mr. Trelawney, grand­ly.

			“First point,” be­gan Mr. Smol­lett, “we must go on be­cause we can’t turn back. If I gave the word to turn about, they would rise at once. Sec­ond point, we have time be­fore us—at least un­til this trea­sure’s found. Third point, there are faith­ful hands. Now, sir, it’s got to come to blows soon­er or lat­er, and what I pro­pose is to take time by the fore­lock, as the say­ing is, and come to blows some fine day when they least ex­pect it. We can count, I take it, on your own home ser­vants, Mr. Trelawney?”

			“As up­on my­self,” de­clared the squire.

			“Three,” reck­oned the cap­tain; “our­selves make sev­en, count­ing Hawkins here. Now, about the hon­est hands?”

			“Most like­ly Trelawney’s own men,” said the doc­tor; “those he picked up for him­self be­fore he lit on Sil­ver.”

			“Nay,” replied the squire, “Hands was one of mine.”

			“I did think I could have trust­ed Hands,” added the cap­tain.

			“And to think that they’re all En­glish­men!” broke out the squire. “Sir, I could find it in my heart to blow the ship up.”

			“Well, gen­tle­men,” said the cap­tain, “the best that I can say is not much. We must lay to, if you please, and keep a bright look­out. It’s try­ing on a man, I know. It would be pleas­an­ter to come to blows. But there’s no help for it till we know our men. Lay to and whis­tle for a wind; that’s my view.”

			“Jim here,” said the doc­tor, “can help us more than any­one. The men are not shy with him and Jim is a notic­ing lad.”

			“Hawkins, I put prodi­gious faith in you,” added the squire.

			I be­gan to feel pret­ty des­per­ate at this, for I felt al­to­geth­er help­less; and yet, by an odd train of cir­cum­stances, it was in­deed through me that safe­ty came. In the mean­time, talk as we pleased, there were on­ly sev­en out of the twen­ty-six on whom we knew we could re­ly, and out of these sev­en one was a boy, so that the grown men on our side were six to their nine­teen.
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				XIII

				How My Shore Ad­ven­ture Be­gan

			
			The ap­pear­ance of the is­land when I came on deck next morn­ing was al­to­geth­er changed. Al­though the breeze had now ut­ter­ly ceased, we had made a great deal of way dur­ing the night and were now ly­ing be­calmed about half a mile to the south­east of the low east­ern coast. Gray-col­ored woods cov­ered a large part of the sur­face. This even tint was in­deed bro­ken up by streaks of yel­low sand-break in the low­er lands and by many tall trees of the pine fam­i­ly, out-top­ping the oth­ers—some singly, some in clumps; but the gen­er­al col­or­ing was uni­form and sad. The hills ran up clear above the veg­e­ta­tion in spires of naked rock. All were strange­ly shaped, and the Spy-glass, which was by three or four hun­dred feet the tallest on the is­land, was like­wise the strangest in con­fig­u­ra­tion, run­ning up sheer from al­most ev­ery side and then sud­den­ly cut off at the top like a pedestal to put a stat­ue on.

			The His­pan­io­la was rolling scup­pers un­der in the ocean swell. The booms were tear­ing at the blocks, the rud­der was bang­ing to and fro, and the whole ship creak­ing, groan­ing, and jump­ing like a man­u­fac­to­ry. I had to cling tight to the back­stay and the world turned gid­di­ly be­fore my eyes; for though I was a good enough sailor when there was way on, this stand­ing still and be­ing rolled about like a bot­tle was a thing I nev­er learned to stand with­out a qualm or so, above all in the morn­ing, on an emp­ty stom­ach.

			Per­haps it was this—per­haps it was the look of the is­land, with its gray, melan­choly woods, and wild stone spires, and the surf that we could both see and hear foam­ing and thun­der­ing on the steep beach—at least, al­though the sun shone bright and hot, and the shore birds were fish­ing and cry­ing all around us, and you would have thought any­one would have been glad to get to land af­ter be­ing so long at sea, my heart sank, as the say­ing is, in­to my boots, and from that first look on­ward I hat­ed the very thought of Trea­sure Is­land.

			We had a drea­ry morn­ing’s work be­fore us, for there was no sign of any wind, and the boats had to be got out and manned, and the ship warped three or four miles round the cor­ner of the is­land and up the nar­row pas­sage to the haven be­hind Skele­ton Is­land. I vol­un­teered for one of the boats, where I had, of course, no busi­ness. The heat was swel­ter­ing and the men grum­bled fierce­ly over their work. An­der­son was in com­mand of my boat, and in­stead of keep­ing the crew in or­der he grum­bled as loud as the worst.

			“Well,” he said, with an oath, “it’s not for­ev­er.”

			I thought this was a very bad sign, for, up to that day, the men had gone briskly and will­ing­ly about their busi­ness, but the very sight of the is­land had re­laxed the cords of dis­ci­pline.

			All the way in, Long John stood by the steers­man and conned the ship. He knew the pas­sage like the palm of his hand; and though the man in the chains got ev­ery­where more wa­ter than was down in the chart, John nev­er hes­i­tat­ed once.

			“There’s a strong scour with the ebb,” he said, “and this here pas­sage has been dug out, in a man­ner of speak­ing, with a spade.”

			We brought up just where the an­chor was in the chart, about a third of a mile from each shore, the main­land on one side and Skele­ton Is­land on the oth­er. The bot­tom was clean sand. The plunge of our an­chor sent up clouds of birds wheel­ing and cry­ing over the woods, but in less than a minute they were down again, and all was once more silent.

			The place was en­tire­ly land­locked, buried in woods, the trees com­ing right down to high-wa­ter mark, the shores most­ly flat, and the hill­tops stand­ing round at a dis­tance in a sort of am­phithe­ater, one here, one there. Two lit­tle rivers, or rather two swamps, emp­tied out in­to this pond, as you might call it and the fo­liage round that part of the shore had a kind of poi­sonous bright­ness. From the ship we could see noth­ing of the house or stock­ade, for they were quite buried among trees; and if it had not been for the chart on the com­pan­ion, we might have been the first that had ev­er an­chored there since the is­lands arose out of the seas.

			There was not a breath of air mov­ing, nor a sound but that of the surf boom­ing half a mile away along the beach­es and against the rocks out­side. A pe­cu­liar stag­nant smell hung over the an­chor­age—a smell of sod­den leaves and rot­ting tree trunks. I ob­served the doc­tor sniff­ing and sniff­ing, like some­one tast­ing a bad egg.

			“I don’t know about trea­sure,” he said, “but I’ll stake my 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 grudg­ing­ly 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 thun­der­cloud.

			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 ex­am­ple no man could have shown a bet­ter. He fair­ly out­stripped him­self in will­ing­ness and ci­vil­i­ty; he was all smiles to ev­ery­one. If an or­der were giv­en, John would be on his crutch in an in­stant, with the cheeri­est “Ay, ay, 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.

			“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 can 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 far­away 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 un­der­stand the sit­u­a­tion. It was as plain as day. Sil­ver was the cap­tain, and a mighty re­bel­lious crew he had of it. The hon­est hands—and I was soon to see it proved that there were such on board—must have been very stupid fel­lows. Or, rather, I sup­pose the truth was this, that all hands were dis­af­fect­ed by the ex­am­ple of the ring­leaders—on­ly some more, some less; and a few, be­ing good fel­lows in the main, could nei­ther be led nor driv­en any far­ther. It is one thing to be idle and skulk, and quite an­oth­er to take a ship and mur­der a num­ber of in­no­cent men.

			At last, how­ev­er, the par­ty was made up. Six fel­lows were to stay on board, and the re­main­ing thir­teen, in­clud­ing Sil­ver, be­gan to em­bark.

			Then it was that there came in­to my head the first of the mad no­tions that con­trib­uted so much to save our lives. If six men were left by Sil­ver, it was plain our par­ty could not take and fight the ship; and since on­ly six were left, it was equal­ly plain that the cab­in par­ty had no present need of my as­sis­tance. It oc­curred to me at once to go ashore. In a jiffy I had slipped over the side and curled up in the fore­sheets of the near­est boat, and al­most at the same mo­ment she shoved off.

			No one took no­tice of me, on­ly the bow oar say­ing, “Is that you, Jim? Keep your head down.” But Sil­ver, from the oth­er boat, looked sharply over and called out to know if that were me; and from that mo­ment I be­gan to re­gret what I had done.

			The crews raced for the beach, but the boat I was in, hav­ing some start, and be­ing at once the lighter and the bet­ter manned, shot far ahead of her con­sort, and the bow had struck among the shore-side trees, and I had caught a branch and swung my­self out, and plunged in­to the near­est thick­et, while Sil­ver and the rest were still a hun­dred yards be­hind.

			“Jim, Jim!” I heard him shout­ing.

			But you may sup­pose I paid no heed; jump­ing, duck­ing, and break­ing through, I ran straight be­fore my nose, till I could run no longer.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				The First Blow

			
			I was so pleased at hav­ing giv­en the slip to Long John, that I be­gan to en­joy my­self and look around me with some in­ter­est on the strange land that I was in. I had crossed a marshy tract full of wil­lows, bul­rush­es, and odd, out­landish, swampy trees; and had now come out up­on the skirts of an open piece of un­du­lat­ing, sandy coun­try, about a mile long, dot­ted with a few pines, and a great num­ber of con­tort­ed trees, not un­like the oak in growth, but pale in the fo­liage, like wil­lows. On the far side of the open stood one of the hills, with two quaint, crag­gy peaks, shin­ing vivid­ly in the sun.

			I now felt for the first time the joy of ex­plo­ration. The isle was un­in­hab­it­ed; my ship­mates I had left be­hind, and noth­ing lived in front of me but dumb brutes and fowls. I turned hith­er and thith­er among the trees. Here and there were flow­er­ing plants, un­known to me; here and there I saw snakes, and one raised his head from a ledge of rock and hissed at me with a noise not un­like the spin­ning of a top. Lit­tle did I sup­pose that he was a dead­ly en­e­my, and that the noise was the fa­mous rat­tle.

			Then I came to a long thick­et of these oak-like trees—live, or ev­er­green, oaks, I heard af­ter­ward they should be called—which grew low along the sand like bram­bles, the boughs cu­ri­ous­ly twist­ed, the fo­liage com­pact, like thatch. The thick­et stretched down from the top of one of the sandy knolls, spread­ing and grow­ing taller as it went, un­til it reached the mar­gin of the broad, reedy fen, through which the near­est of the lit­tle rivers soaked its way in­to the an­chor­age. The marsh was steam­ing in the strong sun, and the out­line of the Spy-glass trem­bled through the haze.

			All at once there be­gan to go a sort of bus­tle among the bul­rush­es; a wild duck flew up with a quack, an­oth­er fol­lowed, and soon over the whole sur­face of the marsh a great cloud of birds hung scream­ing and cir­cling in the air. I judged at once that some of my ship­mates must be draw­ing near along the bor­ders of the fen. Nor was I de­ceived, for soon I heard the very dis­tant and low tones of a hu­man voice, which, as I con­tin­ued to give ear, grew steadi­ly loud­er and near­er.

			This put me in great fear, and I crawled un­der cov­er of the near­est live-oak, and squat­ted there, hear­ken­ing, as silent as a mouse.

			An­oth­er voice an­swered; and then the first voice, which I now rec­og­nized to be Sil­ver’s, once more took up the sto­ry, and ran on for a long while in a stream, on­ly now and again in­ter­rupt­ed by the oth­er. By the sound they must have been talk­ing earnest­ly, and al­most fierce­ly, but no dis­tinct word came to my hear­ing.

			At last the speak­ers seemed to have paused, and per­haps to have sat down, for not on­ly did they cease to draw any near­er, but the birds them­selves be­gan to grow more qui­et, and to set­tle again to their places in the swamp.

			And now I be­gan to feel that I was ne­glect­ing my busi­ness; that since I had been so fool­hardy as to come ashore with these des­per­a­does, the least I could do was to over­hear them at their coun­cils, and that my plain and ob­vi­ous du­ty was to draw as close as I could man­age, un­der the fa­vor­able am­bush of the crouch­ing trees.

			I could tell the di­rec­tion of the speak­ers pret­ty ex­act­ly, not on­ly by the sound of their voic­es, but by the be­hav­ior of the few birds that still hung in alarm above the heads of the in­trud­ers.

			Crawl­ing on all-fours, I made steadi­ly but slow­ly to­wards them, till at last, rais­ing my head to an aper­ture among the leaves, I could see clear down in­to a lit­tle green dell be­side the marsh, and close­ly set about with trees, where Long John Sil­ver and an­oth­er of the crew stood face to face in con­ver­sa­tion.

			The sun beat full up­on them. Sil­ver had thrown his hat be­side him on the ground, and his great, smooth, blonde face, all shin­ing with heat, was lift­ed to the oth­er man’s in a kind of ap­peal.

			“Mate,” he was say­ing, “it’s be­cause I thinks gold dust of you—gold dust, and you may lay to that! If I hadn’t took to you like pitch, do you think I’d have been here a-warn­ing of you? All’s up—you can’t make nor mend; it’s to save your neck that I’m a-speak­ing, and if one of the wild ’uns knew it, where ’ud I be, Tom—now tell me, where ’ud I be?”

			“Sil­ver,” said the oth­er man—and I ob­served he was not on­ly red in the face, but spoke as hoarse as a crow, and his voice shook, too, like a taut rope—“Sil­ver,” says he, “you’re old, and you’re hon­est, or has the name for it; and you’ve 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 your­self 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 ree­choed it a score of times; the whole troop of marsh-birds rose again, dark­en­ing heav­en with a si­mul­ta­ne­ous whir; and long af­ter that death-yell was still ring­ing in my brain, si­lence had reestab­lished its em­pire, and on­ly the rus­tle of the re­descend­ing 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 pin­point in his big face, but gleam­ing like a crumb of glass. “That? Oh, I reck­on that’ll be Alan.”

			And at this poor Tom flashed out like a hero.

			“Alan!” he cried. “Then rest his soul for a true sea­man! And as for you, John Sil­ver, long you’ve been a mate of mine, but you’re mate of mine no more. If I die like a dog I’ll die in my dooty. You’ve killed Alan, have you? Kill me, too, if you can. But I de­fies you.”

			And with that this brave fel­low turned his back di­rect­ly on the cook and set off walk­ing for the beach. But he was not des­tined to go far. With a cry John seized the branch of a tree, whipped the crutch out of his armpit, and sent that un­couth mis­sile hurl­ing through the air. It struck poor Tom, point fore­most, and with stun­ning vi­o­lence, right be­tween the shoul­ders in the mid­dle of his back. His hands flew up, he gave a sort of gasp and fell.

			Whether he was in­jured much or lit­tle, none could ev­er tell. Like enough, to judge from the sound, his back was bro­ken on the spot. But he had no time giv­en him to re­cov­er. Sil­ver, ag­ile as a mon­key, even with­out leg or crutch, was on the top of him next mo­ment, and had twice buried his knife up to the hilt in that de­fense­less body. From my place of am­bush I could hear him pant aloud as he struck the blows.

			I do not know what it right­ly is to faint, but I do know that for the next lit­tle while the whole world swam away from be­fore me in a whirling mist; Sil­ver and the birds and the tall Spy-glass hill­top go­ing round and round and top­sy-turvy be­fore my eyes, and all man­ner of bells ring­ing, and dis­tant voic­es shout­ing in my ear.

			When I came again to my­self the mon­ster had pulled him­self to­geth­er, his crutch un­der his arm, his hat up­on his head. Just be­fore him Tom lay mo­tion­less up­on the sward; but the mur­der­er mind­ed him not a whit, cleans­ing his blood­stained knife the while up­on a whisp of grass. Ev­ery­thing else was un­changed, the sun still shin­ing mer­ci­less­ly up­on the steam­ing marsh and the tall pin­na­cle of the moun­tain, and I could scarce per­suade my­self that mur­der had ac­tu­al­ly been done and a hu­man life cru­el­ly cut short a mo­ment since, be­fore my eyes.

			But now John put his hand in­to his pock­et, brought out a whis­tle, and blew up­on it sev­er­al mod­u­lat­ed blasts, that rang far across the heat­ed air. I could not tell, of course, the mean­ing of the sig­nal, but it in­stant­ly awoke my fears. More men would be com­ing. I might be dis­cov­ered. They had al­ready slain two of the hon­est peo­ple; af­ter Tom and Alan, might not I come next?

			In­stant­ly I be­gan to ex­tri­cate my­self and crawl back again, with what speed and si­lence I could man­age, to the more open por­tion of the wood. As I did so I could hear hails com­ing and go­ing be­tween the old buc­ca­neer and his com­rades, and this sound of dan­ger lent me wings. As soon as I was clear of the thick­et, I ran as I nev­er ran be­fore, scarce mind­ing the di­rec­tion of my flight, so long as it led me from the mur­der­ers, and as I ran, fear grew and grew up­on me, un­til it turned in­to a kind of fren­zy.

			In­deed, could any­one be more en­tire­ly lost than I? When the gun fired, how should I dare to go down to the boats among those fiends, still smok­ing from their crime? Would not the first of them who saw me wring my neck like a snipe’s? Would not my ab­sence it­self be an ev­i­dence to them of my alarm, and there­fore of my fa­tal knowl­edge? It was all over, I thought. Good­bye to the His­pan­io­la, good­bye to the squire, the doc­tor, and the cap­tain. There was noth­ing left for me but death by star­va­tion, or death by the hands of the mu­ti­neers.

			All this while, as I say, I was still run­ning, and, with­out tak­ing any no­tice, I had drawn near to the foot of the lit­tle hill with the two peaks, and had got in­to a part of the is­land where the wild oaks grew more wide­ly apart, and seemed more like for­est trees in their bear­ing and di­men­sions. Min­gled with these were a few scat­tered pines, some fifty, some near­er sev­en­ty, feet high. The air, too, smelled more fresh than down be­side the marsh.

			And here a fresh alarm brought me to a stand­still with a thump­ing heart.

		
	
		
			
				XV

				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 in­stinc­tive­ly 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 no­wise 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 im­me­di­ate­ly 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 cir­cuit, 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 with­in an ace of call­ing for help. But the mere fact that he was a man, how­ev­er wild, had some­what re­as­sured me, and my fear of Sil­ver be­gan to re­vive in pro­por­tion. I stood still, there­fore, and cast about for some method of es­cape, and as I was so think­ing, the rec­ol­lec­tion of my pis­tol flashed in­to my mind. As soon as I re­mem­bered I was not de­fense­less, courage glowed again in my heart, and I set my face res­o­lute­ly for this man of the is­land, and walked briskly to­ward him.

			He was con­cealed by this time, be­hind an­oth­er tree-trunk, but he must have been watch­ing me close­ly, for as soon as I be­gan to move in his di­rec­tion he reap­peared and took a step to meet me. Then he hes­i­tat­ed, drew back, came for­ward again, and, at last, to my won­der and con­fu­sion, threw him­self on his knees and held out his clasped hands in sup­pli­ca­tion.

			At that I once more stopped.

			“Who are you?” I asked.

			“Ben Gunn,” he an­swered, and his voice sound­ed hoarse and awk­ward, like a rusty lock. “I’m poor Ben Gunn, I am; and I haven’t spoke with a Chris­tian these three years.”

			I could now see that he was a white man like my­self, and that his fea­tures were even pleas­ing. His skin, wher­ev­er it was ex­posed, was burned by the sun; even his lips were black, and his fair eyes looked quite star­tling in so dark a face. Of all the beg­gar-men that I had seen or fan­cied, he was the chief for ragged­ness. He was clothed with tat­ters of old ships’ can­vas and old sea-cloth, and this ex­tra­or­di­nary patch­work was all held to­geth­er by a sys­tem of the most var­i­ous and in­con­gru­ous fas­ten­ings, brass but­tons, bits of stick, and loops of tar­ry gaskin. About his waist he wore an old brass-buck­led leather belt, which was the one thing sol­id in his whole ac­cou­ter­ment.

			“Three years!” I cried. “Were you ship­wrecked?”

			“Nay, mate,” said he, “ma­rooned.”

			I had heard the word and I knew it stood for a hor­ri­ble 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 dis­tant 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 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 call your­self, mate?”

			“Jim,” I told him.

			“Jim, Jim,” says he, quite pleased, ap­par­ent­ly. “Well, now, Jim, I’ve lived that rough as you’d be ashamed to hear of. Now, for in­stance, you wouldn’t think I had had a pi­ous moth­er—to look at me?” he asked.

			“Why, no, not in par­tic­u­lar,” I an­swered.

			“Ah, well,” said he, “but I had—re­mark­able pi­ous. And I was a civ­il, pi­ous boy, and could rat­tle off my cat­e­chism that fast as you couldn’t tell one word from an­oth­er. And here’s what it come to, Jim, and it be­gun with chuck-far­then on the blessed grave­stones! That’s what it be­gun with, but it went fur­ther’n that, and so my moth­er told me, and predicked the whole, she did, the pi­ous wom­an. But it were Prov­i­dence that put me here. I’ve thought it all out in this here lone­ly is­land and I’m back on piety. You can’t catch me tast­ing rum so much, but just a thim­ble­ful for luck, of course, the first chance I have. I’m bound I’ll be good, and I see the way to. And, Jim”—look­ing all round him and low­er­ing his voice to a whis­per—“I’m rich.”

			I now felt sure that the poor fel­low had gone crazy in his soli­tude, and I sup­pose I must have shown the feel­ing in my face, for he re­peat­ed the state­ment hot­ly:

			“Rich! rich! I says. And I’ll tell you what, I’ll make a man of you, Jim. Ah, Jim, you’ll bless your stars, you will, you was the first that found me!”

			And at this there came sud­den­ly a low­er­ing shad­ow over his face and he tight­ened his grasp up­on my hand and raised a fore­fin­ger threat­en­ing­ly be­fore my eyes.

			“Now, Jim, you tell me true; that ain’t Flint’s ship?” he asked.

			At this I had a hap­py in­spi­ra­tion. I be­gan to be­lieve that I had found an al­ly and I an­swered him at once.

			“It’s not Flint’s ship and Flint is dead, but I’ll tell you true, as you ask me—there are some of Flint’s hands aboard; worse luck for the rest of us.”

			“Not a man—with one—leg?” he gasped.

			“Sil­ver?” I asked.

			“Ah, Sil­ver!” says he, “that were his name.”

			“He’s the cook, and the ring­leader, too.”

			He was still hold­ing me by the wrist, and at that he gave it quite a wring. “If you was sent by Long John,” he said, “I’m as good as pork and I know it. But where was you, do you sup­pose?”

			I had made my mind up in a mo­ment, and by way of an­swer told him the whole sto­ry of our voy­age and the predica­ment in which we found our­selves. He heard me with the keen­est in­ter­est, and when I had done he pat­ted me on the head.

			“You’re a good lad, Jim,” he said, “and you’re all in a clove hitch, ain’t you? Well, you just put your trust in Ben Gunn—Ben Gunn’s the man to do it. Would you think it like­ly, now, that your squire would prove a lib­er­al-mind­ed one in case of help—him be­ing in a clove hitch, as you re­mark?”

			I told him the squire was the most lib­er­al of men.

			“Ay, but you see,” re­turned Ben Gunn, “I didn’t mean giv­ing me a gate to keep and a suit of liv­ery clothes, and such; that’s not my mark, Jim. What I mean is, would he be like­ly to come down to the toon of, say one thou­sand pounds out of mon­ey that’s as good as a man’s own al­ready?”

			“I am sure he would,” said I. “As it was, all hands were to share.”

			“And a pas­sage home?” he added, with a look of great shrewd­ness.

			“Why,” I cried, “the squire’s a gen­tle­man. And, be­sides, if we got rid of the oth­ers, we should want you to help work the ves­sel home.”

			“Ah,” said he, “so you would.” And he seemed very much re­lieved.

			“Now, I’ll tell you what,” he went on. “So much I’ll tell you, and no more. I were in Flint’s ship when he buried the trea­sure; he and six along—six strong sea­men. They was ashore nigh on a week, and us stand­ing off and on in the old Wal­rus. One fine day up went the sig­nal, and here come Flint by him­self in a lit­tle boat, and his head done up in a blue scarf. The sun was get­ting up, and mor­tal white he looked about the cut­wa­ter. But, there he was, you mind, and the six all dead—dead and buried. How had he done it, not a man aboard us could make out. It was bat­tle, mur­der, and sud­den death, least­ways—him against six. Bil­ly Bones was the mate; Long John, he was quar­ter­mas­ter; and they asked him where the trea­sure was. ‘Ah,’ says he, ‘you can go ashore, if you like, and stay,’ he says; ‘but as for the ship, she’ll beat up for more, by thun­der!’ That’s what he said.

			“Well, I was in an­oth­er ship three years back, and we sight­ed this is­land. ‘Boys,’ said I, ‘here’s Flint’s trea­sure; let’s land and find it.’ The cap’n was dis­pleased at that; but my mess­mates were all of a mind, and land­ed. Twelve days they looked for it, and ev­ery day they had the worse word for me, un­til one fine morn­ing all hands went aboard. ‘As for you, Ben­jamin Gunn,’ says they, ‘here’s a mus­ket,’ they says, ‘and a spade, and a pick­ax. You can stay here and find Flint’s mon­ey for your­self,’ they says.

			“Well, Jim, three years have I been here, and not a bite of Chris­tian di­et from that day to this. But now, you look here; look at me. Do I look like a man be­fore the mast? No, says you. Nor I weren’t, nei­ther, I says.”

			And with that he winked and pinched me hard.

			“Just you men­tion them words to your squire, Jim,” he went on. “Nor he weren’t nei­ther—that’s the words. Three years he were the man of this is­land, light and dark, fair and rain; and some­times he would, may be, think up­on a prayer (says you), and some­times he would, may be, think of his old moth­er, so be as she’s alive (you’ll say); but the most part of Gunn’s time (this is what you’ll say)—the most part of his time was took up with an­oth­er mat­ter. And then you’ll give him a nip, like I do.”

			And he pinched me again, in the most con­fi­den­tial man­ner.

			“Then,” he con­tin­ued, “then you’ll up, and you’ll say this: Gunn is a good man (you’ll say), and he puts a pre­cious sight more con­fi­dence—a pre­cious sight, mind that—in a gen’le­man born than in these gen’lemen of for­tune, hav­ing been one his­self.”

			“Well,” I said, “I don’t un­der­stand one word that you’ve been say­ing. But that’s nei­ther here nor there; for how am I to get on board?”

			“Ah,” said he, “that’s the hitch, for sure. Well, there’s my boat that I made with my two hands. I keep her un­der the white rock. If the worst come to the worst, we might try that af­ter dark. Hi!” he broke out, “what’s that?”

			For just then, al­though the sun had still an hour or two to run, all the echoes of the is­land awoke and bel­lowed to the thun­der of a can­non.

			“They have be­gun to fight!” I cried. “Fol­low me!”

			And I be­gan to run to­ward the an­chor­age, my ter­rors all for­got­ten; while, close at my side, the ma­rooned man in his goatskins trot­ted eas­i­ly and light­ly.

			“Left, left,” says he; “keep to your left hand, mate Jim! Un­der the trees with you! There’s where I killed my first goat. They don’t come down here now; they’re all mast­head­ed on them mount­ings for the fear of Ben­jamin Gunn. Ah! and there’s the cete­mery”—ceme­tery he must have meant. “You see the mounds? I come here and prayed, nows and thens, when I thought maybe a Sun­day would be about doo. It weren’t quite a chapel, but it seemed more solemn like; and then, says you, Ben Gunn was short­hand­ed—no chap­ling, nor so much as a Bible and a flag, you says.”

			So he kept talk­ing as I ran, nei­ther ex­pect­ing nor re­ceiv­ing any an­swer.

			The can­non-shot was fol­lowed, af­ter a con­sid­er­able in­ter­val, by a vol­ley of small arms.

			An­oth­er pause, and then, not a quar­ter of a mile in front of me, I be­held the Union Jack flut­ter in the air above a wood.
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				XVI

				Nar­ra­tive Con­tin­ued by the Doc­tor—How the Ship Was Aban­doned

			
			It was about half-past one—three bells in the sea phrase—that the two boats went ashore from the His­pan­io­la. The cap­tain, the squire, and I were talk­ing mat­ters over in the cab­in. Had there been a breath of wind, we should have fall­en on the six mu­ti­neers who were left aboard with us, slipped our ca­ble, and away to sea. But the wind was want­ing; and, to com­plete our help­less­ness, down came Hunter with the news that Jim Hawkins had slipped in­to a boat and was gone ashore with the rest.

			It had nev­er oc­curred to us to doubt Jim Hawkins, but we were alarmed for his safe­ty. With the men in the tem­per they were in, it seemed an even chance if we should see the lad again. We ran on deck. The pitch was bub­bling in the seams; the nasty stench of the place turned me sick; if ev­er a man smelled fever and dysen­tery it was in that abom­inable an­chor­age. The six scoundrels were sit­ting grum­bling un­der a sail in the fore­cas­tle; ashore we could see the gigs made fast, and a man sit­ting in each, hard by where the riv­er runs in. One of them was whistling “Lil­libullero.”

			Wait­ing was a strain, and it was de­cid­ed that Hunter and I should go ashore with the jol­ly-boat, in quest of in­for­ma­tion.

			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 dif­fer­ent­ly; but they had their or­ders, I sup­pose, and de­cid­ed to sit qui­et­ly where they were and hark back again to “Lil­libullero.”

			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 cool­ness’ sake, and a brace of pis­tols ready primed for safe­ty.

			I had not gone a hun­dred yards when I came on the stock­ade.

			This was how it was: A spring of clear wa­ter arose at the top of a knoll. Well, on the knoll, and en­clos­ing the spring, they had clapped a stout log house, fit to hold twoscore peo­ple on a pinch, and loop­holed for mus­ketry on ev­ery side. All around 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 with­out time and la­bor, and too open to shel­ter the be­siegers. The peo­ple in the log house had them in ev­ery way; they stood qui­et in the shel­ter and shot the oth­ers like par­tridges. All they want­ed was a good watch and food; for, short of a com­plete sur­prise, they might have held the place against a reg­i­ment.

			What par­tic­u­lar­ly took my fan­cy was the spring. For, though we had a good place of it in the cab­in of the His­pan­io­la, with plen­ty of arms and am­mu­ni­tion, and things to eat, and ex­cel­lent wines, there had been one thing over­looked—we had no wa­ter. I was think­ing this over, when there came ring­ing over the is­land the cry of a man at the point of death. I was not new to vi­o­lent death—I have served his Roy­al High­ness the Duke of Cum­ber­land, and got a wound my­self at Fontenoy—but I know my pulse went dot and car­ry one. “Jim Hawkins is gone,” was my first thought.

			It is some­thing to have been an old sol­dier, but more still to have been a doc­tor. There is no time to dil­ly­dal­ly in our work. And so now I made up my mind in­stant­ly, and with no time lost re­turned to the shore and jumped on board the jol­ly-boat.

			By good for­tune Hunter pulled a good oar. We made the wa­ter fly, and the boat was soon along­side and I aboard the schooner.

			I found them all shak­en, as was nat­u­ral. The squire was sit­ting down, as white as a sheet, think­ing of the harm he had led us to, the good soul! and one of the six fore­cas­tle hands was lit­tle bet­ter.

			“There’s a man,” said Cap­tain Smol­lett, nod­ding to­ward him, “new to this work. He came nigh-hand faint­ing, doc­tor, when he heard the cry. An­oth­er touch of the rud­der and that man would join us.”

			I told my plan to the cap­tain, and be­tween us we set­tled on the de­tails of its ac­com­plish­ment.

			We put old Re­druth in the gallery be­tween the cab­in and the fore­cas­tle, with three or four load­ed mus­kets and a mat­tress for pro­tec­tion. Hunter brought the boat round un­der the stern port, and Joyce and I set to work load­ing her with pow­der, tins, mus­kets, bags of bis­cuits, kegs of pork, a cask of co­gnac, and my in­valu­able medicine chest.

			In the mean­time the squire and the cap­tain stayed on deck, and the lat­ter hailed the coxswain, who was the prin­ci­pal man aboard.

			“Mr. Hands,” he said, “here are two of us with a brace of pis­tols each. If any one of you six make a sig­nal of any de­scrip­tion, that man’s dead.”

			They were a good deal tak­en aback; and, af­ter a lit­tle con­sul­ta­tion, one and all tum­bled down the fore com­pan­ion, think­ing, no doubt, to take us on the rear. But when they saw Re­druth wait­ing for them in the sparred gallery, they went about ship at once, and a head popped out again on deck.

			“Down, dog!” cried the cap­tain.

			And the head popped back again, and we heard no more for the time of these six very faint­heart­ed sea­men.

			By this time, tum­bling things in as they came, we had the jol­ly-boat load­ed as much as we dared. Joyce and I got out through the stern port, and we made for shore again, as fast as oars could take us.

			This sec­ond trip fair­ly aroused the watch­ers along shore. “Lil­libullero” was dropped again, and just be­fore we lost sight of them be­hind the lit­tle point, one of them whipped ashore and dis­ap­peared. I had half a mind to change my plan and de­stroy their boats, but I feared that Sil­ver and the oth­ers might be close at hand, and all might very well be lost by try­ing for too much.

			We had soon touched land in the same place as be­fore and set to work to pro­vi­sion the block­house. All three made the first jour­ney, heav­i­ly laden, and tossed our stores over the pal­isade. Then, leav­ing Joyce to guard them—one man, to be sure, but with half a dozen mus­kets—Hunter and I re­turned to the jol­ly-boat, and load­ed our­selves once more. So we pro­ceed­ed, with­out paus­ing to take breath, till the whole car­go was be­stowed, when the two ser­vants took up their po­si­tion in the block­house, and I, with all my pow­er, sculled back to the His­pan­io­la.

			That we should have risked a sec­ond boat load seems more dar­ing than it re­al­ly was. They had the ad­van­tage of num­bers, of course, but we had the ad­van­tage of arms. Not one of the men ashore had a mus­ket, and be­fore they could get with­in range for pis­tol shoot­ing, we flat­tered our­selves we should be able to give a good ac­count of a half dozen at least.

			The squire was wait­ing for me at the stern win­dow, all his faint­ness gone from him. He caught the painter and made it fast, and we fell to load­ing the boat for our very lives. Pork, pow­der, and bis­cuit was the car­go, with on­ly a mus­ket and a cut­lass apiece for squire and me and Re­druth and the cap­tain. The rest of the arms and pow­der we dropped over­board in two fath­oms and a half of wa­ter, so that we could see the bright steel shin­ing far be­low us in the sun on the clean, sandy bot­tom.

			By this time the tide was be­gin­ning to ebb, and the ship was swing­ing round to her an­chor. Voic­es were heard faint­ly hal­loaing in the di­rec­tion of the two gigs; and though this re­as­sured us for Joyce and Hunter, who were well to the east­ward, it warned our par­ty to be off.

			Re­druth re­treat­ed from his place in the gallery and dropped in­to the boat, which we then brought round to the ship’s counter, to be hand­i­er for Cap­tain Smol­lett.

			“Now, men,” said he, “do you hear me?”

			There was no an­swer from the fore­cas­tle.

			“It’s to you, Abra­ham Gray—it’s to you I am speak­ing.”

			Still no re­ply.

			“Gray,” re­sumed Mr. Smol­lett, a lit­tle loud­er, “I am leav­ing this ship, and I or­der you to fol­low your cap­tain. I know you are a good man at bot­tom, and I dare say not one of the lot of you’s as bad as he makes out. I have my watch here in my hand; I give you thir­ty sec­onds to join me in.”

			There was a pause.

			“Come, my fine fel­low,” con­tin­ued the cap­tain, “don’t hang so long in stays. I’m risk­ing my life and the lives of these good gen­tle­men ev­ery sec­ond.”

			There was a sud­den scuf­fle, a sound of blows, and out burst Abra­ham Gray with a knife-cut on the side of the cheek, and came run­ning to the cap­tain, like a dog to the whis­tle.

			“I’m with you, sir,” said he.

			And the next mo­ment he and the cap­tain had dropped aboard of us, and we had shoved off and giv­en way.

			We were clear out of the ship, but not yet ashore in our stock­ade.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				Nar­ra­tive Con­tin­ued by the Doc­tor—The Jol­ly-Boat’s Last Trip

			
			This fifth trip was quite dif­fer­ent from any of the oth­ers. In the first place, the lit­tle gal­lipot of a boat that we were in was grave­ly over­load­ed. Five grown men, and three of them—Trelawney, Re­druth, and the cap­tain—over six feet high, was al­ready more than she was meant to car­ry. Add to that the pow­der, pork, and the bread-bags. The gun­wale was lip­ping astern. Sev­er­al times we shipped a lit­tle wa­ter, and my breech­es and the tails of my coat were all soak­ing wet be­fore we had gone a hun­dred yards.

			The cap­tain made us trim the boat, and we got her to lie a lit­tle more even­ly. All the same, we were afraid to breathe.

			In the sec­ond place, the ebb was now mak­ing—a strong, rip­pling cur­rent run­ning west­ward through the basin, and then south’ard and sea­ward down the straits by which we had en­tered in the morn­ing. Even the rip­ples were a dan­ger to our over­load­ed craft, but the worst of it was that we were swept out of our true course, and away from our prop­er land­ing-place be­hind the point. If we let the cur­rent have its way we should come ashore be­side the gigs, where the pi­rates might ap­pear at any mo­ment.

			“I can­not keep her head for the stock­ade, sir,” said I to the cap­tain. I was steer­ing, while he and Re­druth, two fresh men, were at the oars. “The tide keeps wash­ing her down. Could you pull a lit­tle stronger?”

			“Not with­out swamp­ing the boat,” said he. “You must bear up, sir, if you please—bear up un­til you see you’re gain­ing.”

			I tried, and found by ex­per­i­ment that the tide kept sweep­ing us west­ward un­til I had laid her head due east, or just about right an­gles to the way we ought to go.

			“We’ll nev­er get ashore at this rate,” said I.

			“If it’s the on­ly course that we can lie, sir, we must even lie it,” re­turned the cap­tain. “We must keep up­stream. You see, sir,” he went on, “if once we dropped to lee­ward of the land­ing-place, it’s hard to say where we should get ashore, be­sides the chance of be­ing board­ed by the gigs; where­as, the way we go the cur­rent must slack­en, and then we can dodge back along the shore.”

			“The cur­rent’s less a’ready, sir,” said the man Gray, who was sit­ting in the fore­sheets; “you can ease her off a bit.”

			“Thank you, my man,” said I, quite as if noth­ing had hap­pened, for we had all qui­et­ly made up our minds to treat him like one of our­selves.

			Sud­den­ly the cap­tain spoke up again, and I thought his voice was a lit­tle changed.

			“The gun!” said he.

			“I have thought of that,” said I, for I made sure he was think­ing of a bom­bard­ment of the fort. “They could nev­er get the gun ashore, and if they did, they could nev­er haul it through the woods.”

			“Look astern, doc­tor,” replied the cap­tain.

			We had en­tire­ly for­got­ten the long nine; and there, to our hor­ror, were the five rogues busy about her, get­ting off her jack­et, as they called the stout tar­pau­lin cov­er un­der which she sailed. Not on­ly that, but it flashed in­to my mind at the same mo­ment that the round shot and the pow­der for the gun had been left be­hind, and a stroke with an ax would put it all in­to the pos­ses­sion of the evil ones aboard.

			“Is­rael was Flint’s gun­ner,” said Gray, hoarse­ly.

			At any risk, we put the boat’s head di­rect for the land­ing-place. By this time we had got so far out of the run of the cur­rent that we kept steer­age way even at our nec­es­sar­i­ly gen­tle rate of row­ing, and I could keep her steady for the goal. But the worst of it was, that with the course I now held, we turned our broad­side in­stead of our stern to the His­pan­io­la, and of­fered a tar­get like a barn door.

			I could hear, as well as see, that brandy-faced ras­cal, Is­rael Hands, plump­ing down a round shot on the deck.

			“Who’s the best shot?” asked the cap­tain.

			“Mr. Trelawney, out and away,” said I.

			“Mr. Trelawney, will you please pick me off one of those men, sir? Hands, if pos­si­ble,” said the cap­tain.

			Trelawney was as cold as steel. He looked to the prim­ing of his gun.

			“Now,” cried the cap­tain, “easy with that gun, sir, or you’ll swamp the boat. All hands stand by to trim her when he aims.”

			The squire raised his gun, the row­ing ceased, and we leaned over to the oth­er side to keep the bal­ance, and all was so nice­ly con­trived that we did not ship a drop.

			They had the gun, by this time, slewed around up­on the swiv­el, and Hands, who was at the muz­zle, with the ram­mer, was, in con­se­quence, the most ex­posed. How­ev­er, we had no luck; for just as Trelawney fired, down he stooped, the ball whistling 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 troop­ing out from among the trees and tum­bling in­to their places in the boats.

			“Here come the gigs, sir,” said I.

			“Give way, then,” said 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 is most like­ly go­ing around 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 mean­time 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 clus­ter­ing trees. The gig was no longer to be feared; the lit­tle point had al­ready con­cealed it from our eyes. The ebb-tide, which 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 try­ing 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 astern 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. When 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 sunk 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 head­ers, 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 three had gone down with the boat. To add to our con­cern, we heard voic­es al­ready draw­ing near us in the woods along the shore; and we had not on­ly the dan­ger of be­ing cut off from the stock­ade in our half-crip­pled state, but the fear be­fore us whether, if Hunter and Joyce were at­tacked by half a dozen, they would have the sense and con­duct to stand firm. Hunter was steady, that we knew; Joyce was a doubt­ful case—a pleas­ant, po­lite man for a valet, and to brush one’s clothes, but not en­tire­ly fit­ted for a man-of-war.

			With all this in our minds, we wad­ed ashore as fast as we could, leav­ing be­hind us the poor jol­ly-boat, and a good half of all our pow­der and pro­vi­sions.

		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				Nar­ra­tive Con­tin­ued by the Doc­tor—End of the First Day’s Fight­ing

			
			We made our best speed across the strip of wood that now di­vid­ed us from the stock­ade, and at ev­ery step we took the voic­es of the buc­ca­neers rang near­er. Soon we could hear their foot­falls as they ran, and the crack­ing of the branch­es as they breast­ed across a bit of thick­et.

			I be­gan to see we should have a brush for it in earnest, and looked to my prim­ing.

			“Cap­tain,” said I, “Trelawney is the dead shot. Give him your gun; his own is use­less.”

			They ex­changed guns, and Trelawney, silent and cool, as he had been since the be­gin­ning of the bus­tle, hung a mo­ment on his heel to see that all was fit for ser­vice. At the same time, ob­serv­ing Gray to be un­armed, I hand­ed him my cut­lass. It did all our hearts good to see him spit in his hand, knit his brows, and make the blade sing through the air. It was plain from ev­ery line of his body that our new hand was worth his salt.

			Forty paces far­ther we came to the edge of the wood and saw the stock­ade in front of us. We struck the en­clo­sure about the mid­dle of the south side, and, al­most at the same time, sev­en mu­ti­neers—Job An­der­son, the boatswain, at their head—ap­peared in full cry at the south­west­ern cor­ner.

			They paused, as if tak­en aback, and be­fore they re­cov­ered, not on­ly the squire and I, but Hunter and Joyce from the block­house, had time to fire.

			The four shots came in rather a scat­ter­ing vol­ley, but they did the busi­ness; one of the en­e­my ac­tu­al­ly fell, and the rest, with­out hes­i­ta­tion, turned and plunged in­to the trees.

			Af­ter reload­ing we walked down the out­side of the pal­isade to see to the fall­en en­e­my. He was stone dead—shot through the heart.

			We be­gan to re­joice over our good suc­cess, when just at that mo­ment a pis­tol cracked in the bush, a ball whis­tled close past my ear and poor Tom Re­druth stum­bled and fell his length on the ground. Both the squire and I re­turned the shot, but as we had noth­ing to aim at, it is prob­a­ble we on­ly wast­ed pow­der. Then we reload­ed and turned our at­ten­tion to poor Tom.

			The cap­tain and Gray were al­ready ex­am­in­ing him, and I saw with half an eye that all was over.

			I be­lieve the readi­ness of our re­turn vol­ley had scat­tered the mu­ti­neers once more, for we were suf­fered with­out fur­ther mo­lesta­tion to get the poor old game­keep­er hoist­ed over the stock­ade, and car­ried, groan­ing and bleed­ing, in­to the log-house.

			Poor old fel­low, he had not ut­tered one word of sur­prise, com­plaint, fear, or even ac­qui­es­cence, from the very be­gin­ning of our trou­bles till now, when we had laid him down 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 replied.

			“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 some­body 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 col­ors, a Bible, a coil of stoutish rope, pen, ink, the log­book, and pounds of to­bac­co. He had found a longish fir tree ly­ing felled and cleared 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 col­ors.

			This seemed might­i­ly to re­lieve him. He reen­tered the log-house and set about count­ing up the stores, as if noth­ing else ex­ist­ed. But he had an eye on Tom’s pas­sage for all that, and as soon as all was over came for­ward with an­oth­er flag and rev­er­ent­ly spread it on the body.

			“Don’t you take on, sir,” he said, shak­ing the squire’s hand. “All’s well with him; no fear for a hand that’s been shot down in his du­ty to cap­tain and own­er. It mayn’t be good di­vin­i­ty, but it’s a fact.”

			Then he pulled me aside.

			“Doc­tor Livesey,” he said, “in how many weeks do you and squire ex­pect the con­sort?”

			I told him it was a ques­tion, not of weeks, but of months; that if we were not back by the end of Au­gust Bland­ly was to send to find us, but nei­ther soon­er nor lat­er. “You can cal­cu­late for your­self,” I said.

			“Why, yes,” re­turned the cap­tain, scratch­ing his head, “and mak­ing a large al­lowance, sir, for all the gifts of Prov­i­dence, I should say we were pret­ty close hauled.”

			“How do you mean?” I asked.

			“It’s a pity, sir, we lost that sec­ond load. That’s what I mean,” replied the cap­tain. “As for pow­der and shot, we’ll do. But the ra­tions are short, very short—so short, Doc­tor Livesey, that we’re per­haps as well with­out that ex­tra mouth.”

			And he point­ed to the dead body un­der the flag.

			Just then, with a roar and a whis­tle, a round shot passed high above the roof of the log-house and plumped far be­yond us in the wood.

			“Oho!” said the cap­tain. “Blaze away! You’ve lit­tle enough pow­der al­ready, my lads.”

			At the sec­ond tri­al the aim was bet­ter and the ball de­scend­ed in­side the stock­ade, scat­ter­ing a cloud of sand, but do­ing no fur­ther dam­age.

			“Cap­tain,” said the squire, “the house is quite in­vis­i­ble from the ship. It must be the flag they are aim­ing at. Would it not be wis­er to take it in?”

			“Strike my col­ors!” cried the cap­tain. “No, sir, not I,” and as soon as he had said the words I think we all agreed with him. For it was not on­ly a piece of stout, sea­man­ly good feel­ing; it was good pol­i­cy be­sides, and showed our en­e­mies that we de­spised their can­non­ade.

			All through the evening they kept thun­der­ing away. Ball af­ter ball flew over or fell short, or kicked up the sand in the en­clo­sure; but they had to fire so high that the shot fell dead and buried it­self in the soft sand. We had no ric­o­chet to fear; and though one popped in through the roof of the log-house and out again through the floor, we soon got used to that sort of horse­play and mind­ed it no more than crick­et.

			“There is one thing good about all this,” ob­served the cap­tain; “the wood in front of us is like­ly clear. The ebb has made a good while; our stores should be un­cov­ered. Vol­un­teers to go and bring in pork.”

			Gray and Hunter were the first to come for­ward. Well armed, they stole out of the stock­ade, but it proved a use­less mis­sion. The mu­ti­neers were bold­er than we fan­cied, or they put more trust in Is­rael’s gun­nery, for four or five of them were busy car­ry­ing off our stores and wad­ing out with them to one of the gigs that lay close by, pulling an oar or so to hold her steady against the cur­rent. Sil­ver was in the stern-sheets in com­mand, and ev­ery man of them was now pro­vid­ed with a mus­ket from some se­cret mag­a­zine of their own.

			The cap­tain sat down to his log, and here is the be­gin­ning of the en­try:

			
				“Alexan­der Smol­lett, mas­ter; David Livesey, ship’s doc­tor; Abra­ham Gray, car­pen­ter’s mate; John Trelawney, own­er; John Hunter and Richard Joyce, own­er’s ser­vants, lands­men—be­ing all that is left faith­ful of the ship’s com­pa­ny—with stores for ten days at short ra­tions, came ashore this day and flew British col­ors on the log-house in Trea­sure Is­land. Thomas Re­druth, own­er’s ser­vant, lands­man, shot by the mu­ti­neers; James Hawkins, cab­in-boy—”

			

			And at the same time I was won­der­ing over poor Jim Hawkins’ fate.

			A hail on the land side.

			“Some­body hail­ing us,” said Hunter, who was on guard.

			“Doc­tor! squire! cap­tain! Hal­lo, Hunter, is that you?” came the cries.

			And I ran to the door in time to see Jim Hawkins, safe and sound, come climb­ing over the stock­ade.

		
	
		
			
				XIX

				Nar­ra­tive Re­sumed by Jim Hawkins—The Gar­ri­son in the Stock­ade

			
			As soon as Ben Gunn saw the col­ors he came to a halt, stopped me by the arm and sat down.

			“Now,” said he, “there’s your friends, sure enough.”

			“Far more like­ly it’s the mu­ti­neers,” I an­swered.

			“That!” he cried. “Why, in a place like this, where no­body puts in but gen’lemen of for­tune, Sil­ver would fly the Jol­ly Roger, you don’t make no doubt of that. No, that’s your friends. There’s been blows, too, and I reck­on your friends has had the best of it; and here they are ashore in the old stock­ade, as was made years and years ago by Flint. Ah, he was the man to have a head­piece, was Flint! Bar­ring rum, his match was nev­er seen. He were afraid of none, not he; on’y Sil­ver—Sil­ver was that gen­teel.”

			“Well,” said I, “that may be so, and so be it; all the more rea­son that I should hur­ry on and join my friends.”

			“Nay, mate,” re­turned Ben, “not you. You’re a good boy, or I’m mis­took; but you’re on’y a boy, all told. Now Ben Gunn is fly. Rum wouldn’t bring me there, where you’re go­ing—not rum wouldn’t, till I see your born gen’le­man, and gets it on his word of hon­or. And you won’t for­get my words: ‘A pre­cious sight’ (that’s what you’ll say), ‘a pre­cious sight more con­fi­dence’—and then nips him.”

			And he pinched me the third time with the same air of clev­er­ness.

			“And when Ben Gunn is want­ed you know where to find him, Jim. Just where you found him to­day. And him that comes is to have a white thing in his hand; and he’s to come alone. Oh! and you’ll say this: ‘Ben Gunn,’ says you, ‘has rea­sons of his own.’ ”

			“Well,” said I, “I be­lieve I un­der­stand. You have some­thing to pro­pose, and you wish to see the squire or the doc­tor, and you’re to be found where I found you. Is that all?”

			“And when? says you,” he added. “Why, from about noon ob­ser­va­tion to about six bells.”

			“Good,” says I, “and now may I go?”

			“You won’t for­get?” he in­quired, anx­ious­ly. “Pre­cious sight, and rea­sons of his own, says you. Rea­sons of his own; that’s the main­stay; as be­tween man and man. Well, then”—still hold­ing me—“I reck­on you can go, Jim. And, Jim, if you was to see Sil­ver, you wouldn’t go for to sell Ben Gunn? wild hors­es wouldn’t draw it from you? No, says you. And if them pi­rates came ashore, Jim, what would you say but there’d be wid­ders in the morn­ing?”

			Here he was in­ter­rupt­ed by a loud re­port, and a can­non ball came tear­ing through the trees and pitched in the sand, not a hun­dred yards from where we two were talk­ing. The next mo­ment each of us had tak­en to our heels in a dif­fer­ent di­rec­tion.

			For a good hour to come fre­quent re­ports shook the is­land, and balls kept crash­ing through the woods. I moved from hid­ing-place to hid­ing-place, al­ways pur­sued, or so it seemed to me, by these ter­ri­fy­ing mis­siles. But to­ward the end of the bom­bard­ment, though still I durst not ven­ture in the di­rec­tion of the stock­ade, where the balls fell of­ten­est, I had be­gun, in a man­ner, to pluck up my heart again; and af­ter a long de­tour to the east, crept down among the shore-side trees.

			The sun had just set, the sea breeze was rustling and tum­bling in the woods, and ruf­fling the gray sur­face of the an­chor­age; the tide, too, was far out, and great tracts of sand lay un­cov­ered; the air, af­ter the heat of the day, chilled me through my jack­et.

			The His­pan­io­la still lay where she had an­chored; but, sure enough, there was the Jol­ly Roger—the black flag of pira­cy—fly­ing from her peak. Even as I looked there came an­oth­er red flash and an­oth­er re­port, that sent the echoes clat­ter­ing, and one more round shot whis­tled through the air. It was the last of the can­non­ade.

			I lay for some time, watch­ing the bus­tle which suc­ceed­ed the at­tack. Men were de­mol­ish­ing some­thing with ax­es on the beach near the stock­ade—the poor jol­ly-boat, I af­ter­wards dis­cov­ered. Away, near the mouth of the riv­er, a great fire was glow­ing among the trees, and be­tween that point and the ship one of the gigs kept com­ing and go­ing, the men, whom I had seen so gloomy, shout­ing at the oars like chil­dren. But there was a sound in their voic­es which sug­gest­ed rum.

			At length I thought I might re­turn to­wards the stock­ade. I was pret­ty far down on the low, sandy spit that en­clos­es the an­chor­age to the east, and is joined at half-wa­ter to Skele­ton Is­land; and now, as I rose to my feet, I saw, some dis­tance far­ther down the spit, and ris­ing from among low bush­es, an iso­lat­ed rock, pret­ty high, and pe­cu­liar­ly white in col­or. It oc­curred to me that this might be the white rock of which Ben Gunn had spo­ken, and that some day or oth­er a boat might be want­ed, and I should know where to look for one.

			Then I skirt­ed among the woods un­til I had re­gained the rear, or shore­ward side, of the stock­ade, and was soon warm­ly wel­comed by the faith­ful par­ty.

			I had soon told my sto­ry, and be­gan to look about me. The log-house was made of un­squared trunks of pine—roof, walls, and floor. The lat­ter stood in sev­er­al places as much as a foot or a foot and a half above the sur­face of the sand. There was a porch at the door, and un­der this porch the lit­tle spring welled up in­to an ar­ti­fi­cial basin of a rather odd kind—no oth­er than a great ship’s ket­tle of iron, with the bot­tom knocked out, and sunk “to her bear­ings,” as the cap­tain said, among the sand.

			Lit­tle had been left be­side the frame­work of the house, but in one cor­ner there was a stone slab laid down by way of hearth, and an old rusty iron bas­ket to con­tain the fire.

			The slopes of the knoll and all the in­side of the stock­ade had been cleared of tim­ber to build the house, and we could see by the stumps what a fine and lofty grove had been de­stroyed. Most of the soil had been washed away or buried in drift af­ter the re­moval of the trees; on­ly where the stream­let ran down from the ket­tle a thick bed of moss and some ferns and lit­tle creep­ing bush­es were still green among the sand. Very close around the stock­ade—too close for de­fense, they said—the wood still flour­ished high and dense, all of fir on the land side, but to­ward the sea with a large ad­mix­ture of live-oaks.

			The cold evening breeze, of which I have spo­ken, whis­tled through ev­ery chink of the rude build­ing, and sprin­kled the floor with a con­tin­u­al rain of fine sand. There was sand in our eyes, sand in our teeth, sand in our sup­pers, sand danc­ing in the spring at the bot­tom of the ket­tle, for all the world like por­ridge be­gin­ning to boil. Our chim­ney was a square hole in the roof; it was but a lit­tle part of the smoke that found its way out, and the rest ed­died about the house, and kept us cough­ing and pip­ing the eye.

			Add to this that Gray, the new man, had his face tied up in a ban­dage for a cut he had got in break­ing away from the mu­ti­neers; and that poor old Tom Re­druth, still un­buried, lay along the wall, stiff and stark, un­der the Union Jack.

			If we had been al­lowed to sit idle, we should all have fall­en in the blues, but Cap­tain Smol­lett was nev­er the man for that. All hands were called up be­fore him, and he di­vid­ed us in­to watch­es. The doc­tor, and Gray, and I, for one; the squire, Hunter, and Joyce up­on the oth­er. Tired as we all were, two were sent out for fire­wood, two more were sent to dig a grave for Re­druth, the doc­tor was named cook, I was put sen­try at the door, and the cap­tain him­self went from one to an­oth­er, keep­ing up our spir­its and lend­ing a hand wher­ev­er it was want­ed.

			From time to time the doc­tor came to the door for a lit­tle air and to rest his eyes, which were al­most smoked out of his head, and when­ev­er he did so, he had a word for me.

			“That man Smol­lett,” he said once, “is a bet­ter man than I am. And when I say that it means a deal, Jim.”

			An­oth­er time he came and was silent for a while. Then he put his head on one side, and looked at me.

			“Is this Ben Gunn a man?” he asked.

			“I do not know, sir,” said I. “I am not very sure whether he’s sane.”

			“If there’s any doubt about the mat­ter, he is,” re­turned the doc­tor. “A man who has been three years bit­ing his nails on a desert is­land, Jim, can’t ex­pect to ap­pear as sane as you or me. It doesn’t lie in hu­man na­ture. Was it cheese you said he had a fan­cy for?”

			“Yes, sir, cheese,” I an­swered.

			“Well, Jim,” says he, “just see the good that comes of be­ing dain­ty in your food. You’ve seen my snuff­box, haven’t you? And you nev­er saw me take snuff; the rea­son be­ing that in my snuff­box I car­ry a piece of Parme­san cheese—a cheese made in Italy, very nu­tri­tious. Well, that’s for Ben Gunn!”

			Be­fore sup­per was eat­en we buried old Tom in the sand, and stood round him for a while bare­head­ed in the breeze. A good deal of fire­wood had been got in, but not enough for the cap­tain’s fan­cy, and he shook his head over it, and told us we “must get back to this to­mor­row rather live­li­er.” Then, when we had eat­en our pork, and each had a good stiff glass of brandy grog, the three chiefs got to­geth­er in a cor­ner to dis­cuss our prospects.

			It ap­pears they were at their wits’ end what to do, the stores be­ing so low that we must have been starved in­to sur­ren­der long be­fore help came. But our best hope, it was de­cid­ed, was to kill off the buc­ca­neers un­til they ei­ther hauled down their flag or ran away with the His­pan­io­la. From nine­teen they were al­ready re­duced to fif­teen, two oth­ers were wound­ed, and one, at least—the man shot be­side the gun—se­vere­ly wound­ed, if he were not dead. Ev­ery time we had a crack at them, we were to take it, sav­ing our own lives, with the ex­tremest care. And, be­side that, we had two able al­lies—rum and the cli­mate.

			As for the first, though we were about half a mile away, we could hear them roar­ing and singing late in­to the night; and as for the sec­ond, the doc­tor staked his wig, that camped where they were in the marsh, and un­pro­vid­ed with reme­dies, the half of them would be on their backs be­fore a week.

			“So,” he added, “if we are not all shot down first, they’ll be glad to be pack­ing in the schooner. It’s al­ways a ship, and they can get to buc­ca­neer­ing again, I sup­pose.”

			“First ship that I ev­er lost,” said Cap­tain Smol­lett.

			I was dead tired, as you may fan­cy, and when I got to sleep, which was not till af­ter a great deal of toss­ing, I slept like a log of wood.

			The rest had long been up, and had al­ready break­fast­ed and in­creased the pile of fire­wood by about half as much again, when I was awak­ened by a bus­tle and the sound of voic­es.

			“Flag of truce!” I heard some­one say, and then, im­me­di­ate­ly af­ter, with a cry of sur­prise, “Sil­ver him­self!”

			And, at that, up I jumped, and, rub­bing my eyes, ran to a loop­hole in the wall.

		
	
		
			
				XX

				Sil­ver’s Em­bassy

			
			Sure enough, there were two men just out­side the stock­ade, one of them wav­ing a white cloth; the oth­er, no less a per­son than Sil­ver him­self, stand­ing placid­ly by.

			It was still quite ear­ly, and the cold­est morn­ing that I think I ev­er was abroad in; a chill that pierced in­to the mar­row. The sky was bright and cloud­less over­head, and the tops of the trees shone rosi­ly in the sun. But where Sil­ver stood with his lieu­tenant all was still in shad­ow, and they wad­ed knee-deep in a low, white va­por that had crawled dur­ing the night out of the morass. The chill and the va­por tak­en to­geth­er told a poor tale of the is­land. It was plain­ly a damp, fever­ish, un­healthy spot.

			“Keep in­doors, men,” said the cap­tain. “Ten to one this is a trick.”

			Then he hailed the buc­ca­neer.

			“Who goes? Stand, or we fire.”

			“Flag of truce!” cried Sil­ver.

			The cap­tain was in the porch, keep­ing him­self care­ful­ly out of the way of a treach­er­ous shot, should any be in­tend­ed. He turned and spoke to us.

			“Doc­tor’s watch on the look­out. Doc­tor Livesey, take the north side, if you please; Jim the east; Gray, west. The watch be­low, all hands to load mus­kets. Live­ly, men, and care­ful.”

			And then he turned again to the mu­ti­neers.

			“And what do you want with your flag of truce?” he cried.

			This time it was the oth­er man who replied.

			“Cap’n Sil­ver, sir, to come on board and make terms,” he shout­ed.

			“Cap’n Sil­ver! Don’t know him. Who’s he?” cried the cap­tain. And we could hear him adding to him­self: “Cap’n, is it? My heart, and here’s pro­mo­tion!”

			Long John an­swered for him­self.

			“Me, sir. These poor lads have cho­sen me cap’n, af­ter your de­ser­tion, sir”—lay­ing a par­tic­u­lar em­pha­sis up­on the word “de­ser­tion.” “We’re will­ing to sub­mit, if we can come to terms, and no bones about it. All I ask is your word, Cap’n Smol­lett, to let me safe and sound out of this here stock­ade, and one minute to get out o’ shot be­fore a gun is fired.”

			“My man,” said Cap­tain Smol­lett, “I have not the slight­est de­sire to talk to you. If you wish to talk to me, you can come, that’s all. If there’s any treach­ery, it’ll be on your side, and the Lord help you.”

			“That’s enough, cap’n,” shout­ed Long John cheer­i­ly. “A word from you’s enough. I know a gen­tle­man, and you may lay to that.”

			We could see the man who car­ried the flag of truce at­tempt­ing to hold Sil­ver back. Nor was that won­der­ful, see­ing how cav­a­lier had been the cap­tain’s an­swer. But Sil­ver laughed at him aloud, and slapped him on the back, as if the idea of alarm had been ab­surd. Then he ad­vanced to the stock­ade, threw over his crutch, got a leg up, and with great vig­or and skill suc­ceed­ed in sur­mount­ing the fence and drop­ping safe­ly to the oth­er side.

			I will con­fess that I was far too much tak­en up with what was go­ing on to be of the slight­est use as sen­try; in­deed, I had al­ready de­sert­ed my east­ern loop­hole and crept up be­hind the cap­tain, who had now seat­ed him­self on the thresh­old, with his el­bows on his knees, his head in his hands, and his eyes fixed on the wa­ter as it bub­bled out of the old iron ket­tle in the sand. He was whistling to him­self, “Come, Lass­es and Lads.”

			Sil­ver had ter­ri­ble hard work get­ting up the knoll. What with the steep­ness of the in­cline, the thick tree-stumps, and the soft sand, he and his crutch were as help­less as a ship in stays. But he stuck to it like a man, in si­lence, and at last ar­rived be­fore the cap­tain, whom he salut­ed in the hand­somest style. He was tricked out in his best; an im­mense blue coat, thick with brass but­tons, hung as low as to his knees, and a fine laced hat was set on the back of his head.

			“Here you are, my man,” said the cap­tain, rais­ing his head. “You had bet­ter sit down.”

			“You ain’t a-go­ing to let me in­side, cap’n?” com­plained Long John. “It’s a main cold morn­ing, to be sure, sir, to sit out­side up­on the sand.”

			“Why, Sil­ver,” said the cap­tain, “if you had pleased to be an hon­est man you might have been sit­ting in your gal­ley. It’s your own do­ing. You’re ei­ther my ship’s cook—and then you were treat­ed hand­some—or Cap’n Sil­ver, a com­mon mu­ti­neer and pi­rate, and then you can go hang!”

			“Well, well, cap’n,” re­turned the sea-cook, sit­ting down as he was bid­den on the sand, “you’ll have to give me a hand up again, that’s all. A sweet, pret­ty place you have of it here. Ah, there’s Jim! The top of the morn­ing to you, Jim. Doc­tor, here’s my ser­vice. Why, there you all are to­geth­er like a hap­py fam­i­ly, in a man­ner of speak­ing.”

			“If you have any­thing to say, my man, bet­ter say it,” said the cap­tain.

			“Right you are, Cap’n Smol­lett,” replied Sil­ver. “Dooty is dooty, to be sure. Well, now, you look here, that was a good lay of yours last night. I don’t de­ny it was a good lay. Some of you pret­ty handy with a hand­spike-end. And I’ll not de­ny nei­ther but what some of my peo­ple was shook—maybe all was shook; maybe I was shook my­self; maybe that’s why I’m here for terms. But you mark me, cap’n, it won’t do twice, by thun­der! We’ll have to do sen­try-go, and ease off a point or so on the rum. Maybe you think we were all a sheet in the wind’s eye. But I’ll tell you I was sober; I was on’y dog tired; and if I’d awoke a sec­ond soon­er I’d ’a’ caught you at the act, I would. He wasn’t dead when I got round to him, not he.”

			“Well?” says Cap­tain Smol­lett, as cool as can be.

			All that Sil­ver said was a rid­dle to him, but you would nev­er have guessed it from his tone. As for me, I be­gan to have an inkling. Ben Gunn’s last words came back to my mind. I be­gan to sup­pose that he had paid the buc­ca­neers a vis­it while they all lay drunk to­geth­er round their fire, and I reck­oned up with glee that we had on­ly four­teen en­e­mies to deal with.

			“Well, here it is,” said Sil­ver. “We want that trea­sure, and we’ll have it—that’s our point! You would just as soon save your lives, I reck­on; and that’s yours. You have a chart, haven’t you?”

			“That’s as may be,” replied the cap­tain.

			“Oh, well, you have, I know that,” re­turned Long John. “You needn’t be so husky with a man; there ain’t a par­ti­cle of ser­vice in that, and you may lay to it. What I mean is, we want your chart. Now, I nev­er meant you no harm, my­self.”

			“That won’t do with me, my man,” in­ter­rupt­ed the cap­tain. “We know ex­act­ly what you meant to do, and we don’t care; for now, you see, you can’t do it.”

			And the cap­tain looked at him calm­ly, and pro­ceed­ed to fill a pipe.

			“If Abe Gray—” Sil­ver broke out.

			“Avast there!” cried Mr. Smol­lett. “Gray told me noth­ing, and I asked him noth­ing; and what’s more, I would see you and him and this whole is­land blown clean out of the wa­ter in­to blazes first. So there’s my mind for you, my man, on that.”

			This lit­tle whiff of tem­per seemed to cool Sil­ver down. He had been grow­ing net­tled be­fore, but now he pulled him­self to­geth­er.

			“Like enough,” said he. “I would set no lim­its to what gen­tle­men might con­sid­er ship­shape, or might not, as the case were. And, seein’ as how you are about to take a pipe, cap’n, I’ll make so free as do like­wise.”

			And he filled a pipe and light­ed it; and the two men sat silent­ly smok­ing for quite a while, now look­ing each oth­er in the face, now stop­ping their to­bac­co, now lean­ing for­ward to spit. It was as good as the play to see them.

			“Now,” re­sumed Sil­ver, “here it is. You give us the chart to get the trea­sure by, and drop shoot­ing poor sea­men, and stov­ing of their heads in while asleep. You do that and we’ll of­fer you a choice. Ei­ther you come aboard along of us, once the trea­sure shipped, and then I’ll give you my affy-davy, up­on my word of hon­or, to clap you some­where safe ashore. Or, if that ain’t to your fan­cy, some of my hands be­ing rough, and hav­ing old scores, on ac­count of haz­ing, then you can stay here, you can. We’ll di­vide stores with you, man for man; and I’ll give my affy-davy, as be­fore, to speak the first ship I sight, and send ’em here to pick you up. Now you’ll own that’s talk­ing. Hand­somer you couldn’t look to get, not you. And I hope”—rais­ing his voice—“that all hands in this here block­house will over­haul my words, for what is spoke to one is spoke to all.”

			Cap­tain Smol­lett rose from his seat and knocked out the ash­es of his pipe in the palm of his left hand.

			“Is that all?” he asked.

			“Ev­ery last word, by thun­der!” an­swered John. “Refuse that and you’ve seen the last of me but mus­ket-balls.”

			“Very good,” said the cap­tain. “Now you’ll hear me. If you’ll come up one by one, un­armed, I’ll en­gage to clap you all in irons, and to take you home to a fair tri­al in Eng­land. If you won’t, my name is Alexan­der Smol­lett, I’ve flown my sov­er­eign’s col­ors, and I’ll see you all to Davy Jones. You can’t find the trea­sure. You can’t sail the ship—there’s not a man among you fit to sail the ship. You can’t fight us—Gray, there, got away from five of you. Your ship’s in irons, Mas­ter Sil­ver; you’re on a lee shore, and so you’ll find. I stand here and tell you so, and they’re the last good words you’ll get from me; for, in the name of heav­en, I’ll put a bul­let in your back when next I meet you. Tramp, my lad. Bun­dle out of this, please, hand over hand, and dou­ble quick.”

			Sil­ver’s face was a pic­ture; his eyes start­ed in his head with wrath. He shook the fire out of his pipe.

			“Give me a hand up!” he cried.

			“Not I,” re­turned the cap­tain.

			“Who’ll give me a hand up?” he roared.

			Not a man among us moved. Growl­ing the foulest im­pre­ca­tions, he crawled along the sand till he got hold of the porch and could hoist him­self again up­on his crutch. Then he spat in­to the spring.

			“There!” he cried, “that’s what I think of ye. Be­fore an hour’s out, I’ll stove in your old block­house like a rum pun­cheon. Laugh, by thun­der, laugh! Be­fore an hour’s out, ye’ll laugh up­on the oth­er side. Them that die’ll be the lucky ones.”

			And with a dread­ful oath he stum­bled off, plowed down the sand, was helped across the stock­ade, af­ter four or five fail­ures, by the man with the flag of truce, and dis­ap­peared in an in­stant af­ter­ward among the trees.

		
	
		
			
				XXI

				The At­tack

			
			As soon as Sil­ver dis­ap­peared, the cap­tain, who had been close­ly watch­ing him, turned to­ward the in­te­ri­or of the house, and found not a man of us at his post but Gray. It was the first time we had ev­er seen him an­gry.

			“Quar­ters!” he roared. And then, as we slunk back to our places, “Gray,” he said, “I’ll put your name in the log; you’ve stood by your du­ty like a sea­man. Mr. Trelawney, I’m sur­prised at you, sir. Doc­tor, I thought you had worn the king’s coat! If that was how you served at Fontenoy, sir, you’d have been bet­ter in your berth.”

			The doc­tor’s watch were all back at their loop­holes, the rest were busy load­ing the spare mus­kets, and ev­ery­one with a red face, you may be cer­tain, and a flea in his ear, as the say­ing is.

			The cap­tain looked on for a while in si­lence. Then he spoke.

			“My lads,” he said, “I’ve giv­en Sil­ver a broad­side. I pitched it in red-hot on pur­pose; and be­fore the hour’s out, as he said, we shall be board­ed. We’re out­num­bered, I needn’t tell you that, but we fight in shel­ter; and, a minute ago, I should have said we fought with dis­ci­pline. I’ve no man­ner of doubt that we can drub them, if you choose.”

			Then he went the rounds, and saw, as he said, that all was clear.

			On the two short sides of the house, east and west, there were on­ly two loop­holes; on the south side where the porch was, two again; and on the north side, five. There was a round score of mus­kets for the sev­en of us; the fire­wood had been built in­to four piles—ta­bles, you might say—one about the mid­dle of each side, and on each of these ta­bles some am­mu­ni­tion and four load­ed mus­kets were laid ready to the hand of the de­fend­ers. In the mid­dle, the cut­lass­es lay ranged.

			“Toss out the fire,” said the cap­tain; “the chill is past, and we mustn’t have smoke in our eyes.”

			The iron fire bas­ket was car­ried bod­i­ly out by Mr. Trelawney, and the em­bers smoth­ered among sand.

			“Hawkins hasn’t had his break­fast. Hawkins, help your­self, and back to your post to eat it,” con­tin­ued Cap­tain Smol­lett. “Live­ly, now, my lad; you’ll want it be­fore you’ve done. Hunter, serve out a round of brandy to all hands.”

			And while this was go­ing on the cap­tain com­plet­ed, in his own mind, the plan of the de­fense.

			“Doc­tor, you will take the door,” he re­sumed. “See and don’t ex­pose your­self; keep with­in, and fire through the porch. Hunter, take the east side, there. Joyce, you stand by the west, my man. Mr. Trelawney, you are the best shot—you and Gray will take this long north side, with the five loop­holes; it’s there the dan­ger is. If they can get up to it, and fire in up­on us through our own ports, things would be­gin to look dirty. Hawkins, nei­ther you nor I are much ac­count at the shoot­ing; we’ll stand by to load and bear a hand.”

			As the cap­tain had said, the chill was past. As soon as the sun had climbed above our gir­dle of trees, it fell with all its force up­on the clear­ing, and drank up the va­pors at a draught. Soon the sand was bak­ing, and the resin melt­ing in the logs of the block­house. Jack­ets and coats were flung aside; shirts were thrown open at the neck, and rolled up to the shoul­ders; and we stood there, each at his post, in a fever of heat and anx­i­ety.

			An hour passed away.

			“Hang them!” said the cap­tain. “This is as dull as the dol­drums. Gray, whis­tle for a wind.”

			And just at that mo­ment came the first news of the at­tack.

			“If you please, sir,” said Joyce, “if I see any­one, am I to fire?”

			“I told you so!” cried the cap­tain.

			“Thank you, sir,” re­turned Joyce, with the same qui­et ci­vil­i­ty.

			Noth­ing fol­lowed for a time, but the re­mark had set us all on the alert, strain­ing ears and eyes—the mus­ke­teers with their pieces bal­anced in their hands, the cap­tain out in the mid­dle of the block­house, with his mouth very tight and a frown on his face.

			So some sec­onds passed, till sud­den­ly Joyce whipped up his mus­ket and fired. The re­port had scarce­ly died away ere it was re­peat­ed and re­peat­ed from with­out in a scat­ter­ing vol­ley, shot be­hind shot, like a string of geese, from ev­ery side of the en­clo­sure. Sev­er­al bul­lets struck the log-house, but not one en­tered; and, as the smoke cleared away and van­ished, the stock­ade and the woods around it looked as qui­et and emp­ty as be­fore. Not a bough waved, not the gleam of a mus­ket-bar­rel be­trayed the pres­ence of our foes.

			“Did you hit your man?” asked the cap­tain.

			“No, sir,” replied Joyce. “I be­lieve not, sir.”

			“Next best thing to tell the truth,” mut­tered Cap­tain Smol­lett. “Load his gun, Hawkins. How many should you say there were on your side, doc­tor?”

			“I know pre­cise­ly,” said Doc­tor Livesey. “Three shots were fired on this side. I saw the three flash­es—two close to­geth­er—one far­ther to the west.”

			“Three!” re­peat­ed the cap­tain. “And how many on yours, Mr. Trelawney?”

			But this was not so eas­i­ly an­swered. There had come many from the north—sev­en, by the squire’s com­pu­ta­tion; eight or nine, ac­cord­ing to Gray. From the east and west on­ly a sin­gle shot had been fired. It was plain, there­fore, that the at­tack would be de­vel­oped from the north, and that on the oth­er three sides we were on­ly to be an­noyed by a show of hos­til­i­ties. But Cap­tain Smol­lett made no change in his ar­range­ments. If the mu­ti­neers suc­ceed­ed in cross­ing the stock­ade, he ar­gued, they would take pos­ses­sion of any un­pro­tect­ed loop­hole, and shoot us down like rats in our own strong­hold.

			Nor had we much time left to us for thought. Sud­den­ly, with a loud huz­za, a lit­tle cloud of pi­rates leaped from the woods on the north side, and ran straight on the stock­ade. At the same mo­ment, the fire was once more opened from the woods, and a ri­fle-ball sang through the door­way, and knocked the doc­tor’s mus­ket in­to bits.

			The board­ers swarmed over the fence, like mon­keys. Squire and Gray fired again and yet again; three men fell, one for­ward in­to the en­clo­sure, two back on the out­side. But of these, one was ev­i­dent­ly more fright­ened than hurt, for he was on his feet again in a crack, and in­stant­ly dis­ap­peared among the trees.

			Two had bit the dust, one had fled, four had made good their foot­ing in­side our de­fens­es; while from the shel­ter of the woods sev­en or eight men, each ev­i­dent­ly sup­plied with sev­er­al mus­kets, kept up a hot though use­less fire on the log-house.

			The four who had board­ed made straight be­fore them for the build­ing, shout­ing as they ran, and the men among the trees shout­ed back to en­cour­age them. Sev­er­al shots were fired, but such was the hur­ry of the marks­men, that not one ap­peared to have tak­en ef­fect. In a mo­ment the four pi­rates had swarmed up the mound and were up­on us.

			The head of Job An­der­son, the boatswain, ap­peared at the mid­dle loop­hole.

			“At ’em, all hands—all hands!” he roared, in a voice of thun­der.

			At the same mo­ment an­oth­er pi­rate grasped Hunter’s mus­ket by the muz­zle, wrenched it from his hands, plucked it through the loop­hole, and, with one stun­ning blow, laid the poor fel­low sense­less on the floor. Mean­while a third, run­ning un­harmed all round the house, ap­peared sud­den­ly in the door­way, and fell with his cut­lass on the doc­tor.

			Our po­si­tion was ut­ter­ly re­versed. A mo­ment since we were fir­ing, un­der cov­er, at an ex­posed en­e­my; now it was we who lay un­cov­ered, and could not re­turn a blow.

			The log-house was full of smoke, to which we owed our com­par­a­tive safe­ty. Cries and con­fu­sion, the flash­es and re­ports of pis­tol-shots, and one loud groan, rang in my ears.

			“Out, lads, out and fight ’em in the open! Cut­lass­es!” cried the cap­tain.

			I snatched a cut­lass from the pile, and some­one, at the same time snatch­ing an­oth­er, gave me a cut across the knuck­les which I hard­ly felt. I dashed out of the door in­to the clear sun­light. Some­one was close be­hind, I knew not whom. Right in front, the doc­tor was pur­su­ing his as­sailant down the hill, and, just as my eyes fell up­on him, beat down his guard, and sent him sprawl­ing on his back, with a great slash across his face.

			“Round the house, lads! round the house!” cried the cap­tain, and even in the hurly-burly I per­ceived a change in his voice.

			Me­chan­i­cal­ly I obeyed, turned east­ward, and, with my cut­lass raised, ran round the cor­ner of the house. Next mo­ment I was face to face with An­der­son. He roared aloud, and his hang­er went up above his head, flash­ing in the sun­light. I had not time to be afraid, but, as the blow still hung im­pend­ing, leaped in a trice up­on one side, and miss­ing my foot­ing in the soft sand, rolled head­long down the slope.

			When I had first sal­lied from the door, the oth­er mu­ti­neers had been al­ready swarm­ing up the pal­isade to make an end of us. One man, in a red night­cap, with his cut­lass in his mouth, had even got up­on the top and thrown a leg across. Well, so short had been the in­ter­val, that when I found my feet again all was in the same pos­ture, the fel­low with the red night­cap still half­way over, an­oth­er still just show­ing his head above the top of the stock­ade. And yet, in this breath of time, the fight was over, and the vic­to­ry ours.

			Gray, fol­low­ing close be­hind me, had cut down the big boatswain ere he had time to re­cov­er from his lost blow. An­oth­er had been shot at a loop­hole in the very act of fir­ing in­to the house, and now lay in agony, the pis­tol still smok­ing in his hand. A third, as I had seen, the doc­tor had dis­posed of at a blow. Of the four who had scaled the pal­isade, one on­ly re­mained un­ac­count­ed for, and he, hav­ing left his cut­lass on the field, was now clam­ber­ing out again with the fear of death up­on him.

			“Fire—fire from the house!” cried the doc­tor. “And you, lads, back in­to cov­er.”

			But his words were un­heed­ed, no shot was fired, and the last board­er made good his es­cape and dis­ap­peared with the rest in­to the wood. In three sec­onds noth­ing re­mained of the at­tack­ing par­ty but the five who had fall­en, four on the in­side and one on the out­side of the pal­isade.

			The doc­tor and Gray and I ran full speed for shel­ter. The sur­vivors would soon be back where they had left their mus­kets, and at any mo­ment the fire might recom­mence.

			The house was by this time some­what cleared of smoke, and we saw at a glance the price we had paid for vic­to­ry. Hunter lay be­side his loop­hole, stunned; Joyce by his, shot through the head, nev­er to move again; while right in the cen­ter the squire was sup­port­ing the cap­tain, one as pale as the oth­er.

			“The cap­tain’s wound­ed,” said Mr. Trelawney.

			“Have they run?” asked Mr. Smol­lett.

			“All that could, you may be bound,” re­turned the doc­tor; “but there’s five of them will nev­er run again.”

			“Five!” cried the cap­tain. “Come, that’s bet­ter. Five against three leaves us four to nine. That’s bet­ter odds than we had at start­ing. We were sev­en to nine­teen then, or thought we were, and that’s as bad to bear.”1
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				My Sea Ad­ven­ture

			
		
	
		
			
				XXII

				How My Sea Ad­ven­ture Be­gan

			
			There was no re­turn of the mu­ti­neers—not so much as an­oth­er shot out of the woods. They had “got their ra­tions for that day,” as the cap­tain put it, and we had the place to our­selves and a qui­et time to over­haul the wound­ed and get din­ner. Squire and I cooked out­side, in spite of the dan­ger, and even out­side we could hard­ly tell what we were at, for the hor­ror of the loud groans that reached us from the doc­tor’s pa­tients.

			Out of the eight men who had fall­en in the ac­tion on­ly three still breathed—that one of the pi­rates who had been shot at the loop­hole, Hunter, and Cap­tain Smol­lett—and of these the first two were as good as dead; the mu­ti­neer, in­deed, died un­der the doc­tor’s knife, and Hunter, do what we could, nev­er re­cov­ered con­scious­ness in this world. He lin­gered all day, breath­ing loud­ly like the old buc­ca­neer at home in his apoplec­tic fit; but the bones of his chest had been crushed by the blow and his skull frac­tured in fall­ing, and some time in the fol­low­ing night, with­out sign or sound, he went to his Mak­er.

			As for the cap­tain, his wounds were griev­ous in­deed, but not dan­ger­ous. No or­gan was fa­tal­ly in­jured. An­der­son’s ball—for it was Job that shot him first—had bro­ken his shoul­der-blade and touched the lung, not bad­ly; the sec­ond had on­ly torn and dis­placed some mus­cles in the calf. He was sure to re­cov­er, the doc­tor said, but in the mean­time, and for weeks to come, he must not walk nor move his arm, nor so much as speak when he could help it.

			My own ac­ci­den­tal cut across the knuck­les was a flea bite. Doc­tor Livesey patched it up with plas­ter, and pulled my ears for me in­to the bar­gain.

			Af­ter din­ner the squire and the doc­tor sat by the cap­tain’s side awhile in con­sul­ta­tion; and when they had talked to their heart’s con­tent, it be­ing then a lit­tle past noon, the doc­tor took up his hat and pis­tols, girt on a cut­lass, put the chart in his pock­et, and with a mus­ket over his shoul­der, crossed the pal­isade on the north side and set off briskly through the trees.

			Gray and I were sit­ting to­geth­er at the far end of the block­house, to be out of earshot of our of­fi­cers, con­sult­ing, and Gray took his pipe out of his mouth and fair­ly for­got to put it back again, so thun­der­struck he was at this oc­cur­rence.

			“Why, in the name of Davy Jones,” said he, “is Doc­tor Livesey mad?”

			“Why, no,” says I. “He’s about the last of this crew for that, I take it.”

			“Well, ship­mate,” said Gray, “mad he may not be, but if he’s not, mark my words, I am.”

			“I take it,” replied I, “the doc­tor has his idea, and if I am right, he’s go­ing now to see Ben Gunn.”

			I was right, as ap­peared lat­er; but in the mean­time, the house be­ing sti­fling hot, and the lit­tle patch of sand in­side the pal­isade ablaze with mid­day sun, I be­gan to get an­oth­er 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 block­house, 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 to­ward 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, over­bold act, but I was de­ter­mined to do it with all the pre­cau­tions in my pow­er. These bis­cuits, should any­thing 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. It 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 cer­tain I should not be al­lowed to leave the en­clo­sure, my on­ly plan was to take French leave and slip out when no­body was watch­ing, and that was so bad a way of do­ing it as made the thing it­self wrong. But I was on­ly a boy and I had made my mind up.

			Well, as things at last fell out, I found an ad­mirable op­por­tu­ni­ty. The squire and Gray were busy help­ing the cap­tain with his ban­dages; the coast was clear; I made a bolt for it over the stock­ade and in­to the thick­est of the trees, and be­fore my ab­sence was ob­served I was out of cry of my com­pan­ions.

			This was my sec­ond fol­ly, far worse than the first, as I left but two sound men to guard the house; but, like the first, it was a help to­ward sav­ing all of us.

			I took my way straight for the east coast of the is­land, for I was de­ter­mined to go down the sea­side of the spit to avoid all chance of ob­ser­va­tion from the an­chor­age. It was al­ready late in the af­ter­noon, al­though still warm and sun­ny. As I con­tin­ued to thread the tall woods I could hear from far be­fore me not on­ly the con­tin­u­ous thun­der of the surf, but a cer­tain toss­ing of fo­liage and grind­ing of boughs which showed me the sea breeze set in high­er than usu­al. Soon cool draughts of air be­gan to reach me, and a few steps far­ther I came forth in­to the open bor­ders of the grove and saw the sea ly­ing blue and sun­ny to the hori­zon and the surf tum­bling and toss­ing its foam along the beach.

			I have nev­er seen the sea qui­et round Trea­sure Is­land. The sun might blaze over­head, the air be with­out a breath, the sur­face smooth and blue, but still these great rollers would be run­ning along all the ex­ter­nal coast, thun­der­ing and thun­der­ing by day and night, and I scarce be­lieve there is one spot in the is­land where a man would be out of earshot of their noise.

			I walked along be­side the surf with great en­joy­ment, till, think­ing I was now got far enough to the south, I took the cov­er of some thick bush­es and crept war­i­ly up to the ridge of the spit.

			Be­hind me was the sea; in front, the an­chor­age. The sea-breeze, as though it had the soon­er blown it­self out by its un­usu­al vi­o­lence, was al­ready at an end; it had been suc­ceed­ed by light, vari­able airs from the south and south­east, car­ry­ing great banks of fog; and the an­chor­age, un­der lee of Skele­ton Is­land, lay still and lead­en as when first we en­tered it. The His­pan­io­la, in that un­bro­ken mir­ror, was ex­act­ly por­trayed from the truck to the wa­ter­line, the Jol­ly Roger hang­ing from her peak.

			Along­side lay one of the gigs, Sil­ver in the stern-sheets—him I could al­ways rec­og­nize—while a cou­ple of men were lean­ing over the stern bul­warks, one of them with a red cap—the very rogue that I had seen some hours be­fore stride-legs up­on the pal­isade. Ap­par­ent­ly they were talk­ing and laugh­ing, though at that dis­tance—up­ward of a mile—I could of course hear no word of what was said.

			All at once there be­gan the most hor­rid, un­earth­ly scream­ing, which at first star­tled me bad­ly, though I had soon re­mem­bered the voice of Cap­tain Flint, and even thought I could make out the bird by her bright plumage as she sat perched up­on her mas­ter’s wrist.

			Soon af­ter the jol­ly-boat shoved off and pulled for shore, and the man with the red cap and his com­rade went be­low by the cab­in com­pan­ion.

			Just about the same time the sun had gone down be­hind the Spy-glass, and as the fog was col­lect­ing rapid­ly, it be­gan to grow dark in earnest. I saw I must lose no time if I were to find the boat that evening.

			The white rock, vis­i­ble enough above the brush, was still some eighth of a mile far­ther down the spit, and it took me a good­ish while to get up with it, crawl­ing, of­ten on all-fours, among the scrub. Night had al­most come when I laid my hand on its rough sides. Right be­low it there was an ex­ceed­ing­ly small hol­low of green turf, hid­den by banks and a thick un­der­wood about knee-deep, that grew there very plen­ti­ful­ly; and in the cen­ter of the dell, sure enough, a lit­tle tent of goatskins, like what the gyp­sies car­ry about with them in Eng­land.

			I dropped in­to the hol­low, lift­ed the side of the tent, and there was Ben Gunn’s boat—home­made if ev­er any­thing was home­made—a rude, lop­sid­ed frame­work of tough wood, and stretched up­on that a cov­er­ing of goatskin, with the hair in­side. The thing was ex­treme­ly small, even for me, and I can hard­ly imag­ine that it could have float­ed with a full-sized man. There was one thwart set as low as pos­si­ble, a kind of stretch­er in the bows, and a dou­ble pad­dle for propul­sion.

			I had not then seen a cor­a­cle, such as the an­cient Britons made, but I have seen one since, and I can give you no fair­er idea of Ben Gunn’s boat than by say­ing it was like the first and the worst cor­a­cle ev­er made by man. But the great ad­van­tage of the cor­a­cle it cer­tain­ly pos­sessed, for it was ex­ceed­ing­ly light and por­ta­ble.

			Well, now that I had found the boat, you would have thought I had had enough of tru­antry for once; but in the mean­time I had tak­en an­oth­er no­tion, and be­come so ob­sti­nate­ly fond of it that I would have car­ried it out, I be­lieve, in the teeth of Cap­tain Smol­lett him­self. This was to slip out un­der cov­er of the night, cut the His­pan­io­la adrift, and let her go ashore where she fan­cied. I had quite made up my mind that the mu­ti­neers, af­ter their re­pulse of the morn­ing, had noth­ing near­er their hearts than to up an­chor and away to sea; this, I thought, it would be a fine thing to pre­vent, and now that I had seen how they left their watch­man un­pro­vid­ed with a boat, I thought it might be done with lit­tle risk.

			Down I sat to wait for dark­ness, and made a hearty meal of bis­cuit. It was a night out of ten thou­sand for my pur­pose. The fog had now buried all heav­en. As the last rays of day­light dwin­dled and dis­ap­peared, ab­so­lute black­ness set­tled down on Trea­sure Is­land. And when, at last, I shoul­dered the cor­a­cle, and groped my way stum­bling­ly out of the hol­low where I had supped, there were but two points vis­i­ble on the whole an­chor­age.

			One was the great fire on shore, by which the de­feat­ed pi­rates lay carous­ing in the swamp. The oth­er, a mere blur of light up­on the dark­ness, in­di­cat­ed the po­si­tion of the an­chored ship. She had swung round to the ebb—her bow was now to­ward me—the on­ly lights on board were in the cab­in; and what I saw was mere­ly a re­flec­tion on the fog of the strong rays that flowed from the stern win­dow.

			The ebb had al­ready run some time, and I had to wade through a long belt of swampy sand, where I sank sev­er­al times above the an­kle, be­fore I came to the edge of the re­treat­ing wa­ter, and wad­ing a lit­tle way in, with some strength and dex­ter­i­ty, set my cor­a­cle, keel down­ward, on the sur­face.

		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				The Ebb-Tide Runs

			
			The cor­a­cle—as I had am­ple rea­son to know be­fore I was done with her—was a very safe boat for a per­son of my height and weight, both buoy­ant and clever in a sea­way; but she was the most cross-grained, lop­sid­ed craft to man­age. Do as you pleased, she al­ways made more lee­way than any­thing else, and turn­ing round and round was the ma­neu­ver she was best at. Even Ben Gunn him­self has ad­mit­ted that she was “queer to han­dle till you knew her way.”

			Cer­tain­ly I did not know her way. She turned in ev­ery di­rec­tion but the one I was bound to go; the most part of the time we were broad­side on, and I am very sure I nev­er should have made the ship at all but for the tide. By good for­tune, pad­dle as I pleased, the tide was still sweep­ing me down; and there lay the His­pan­io­la right in the fair­way, hard­ly to be missed.

			First she loomed be­fore me like a blot of some­thing yet black­er than dark­ness, then her spars and hull be­gan to take shape, and the next mo­ment, as it seemed (for the fur­ther I went the brisker grew the cur­rent of the ebb), I was along­side of her hawser, and had laid hold.

			The hawser was as taut as a bow­string and the cur­rent so strong she pulled up­on her an­chor. All round the hull, in the black­ness, the rip­pling cur­rent bub­bled and chat­tered like a lit­tle moun­tain stream. One cut with my sea gul­ly, and the His­pan­io­la would go hum­ming down the tide.

			So far so good; but it next oc­curred to my rec­ol­lec­tion that a taut hawser, sud­den­ly cut, is a thing as dan­ger­ous as a kick­ing horse. Ten to one, if I were so fool­hardy as to cut the His­pan­io­la from her an­chor, I and the cor­a­cle would be knocked clean out of the wa­ter.

			This brought me to a full stop, and if for­tune had not again par­tic­u­lar­ly fa­vored me, I should have had to aban­don my de­sign. But the light airs which had be­gun blow­ing from the south­east and south had hauled round af­ter night­fall in­to the south­west. Just while I was med­i­tat­ing, a puff came, caught the His­pan­io­la, and forced her up in­to the cur­rent; and, to my great joy, I felt the hawser slack­en in my grasp, and the hand by which I held it dip for a sec­ond un­der wa­ter.

			With that I made my mind up, took out my gul­ly, opened it with my teeth, and cut one strand af­ter an­oth­er, till the ves­sel swung on­ly by two. Then I lay qui­et, wait­ing to sev­er these last when the strain should be once more light­ened by a breath of wind.

			All this time I had heard the sound of loud voic­es from the cab­in; but, to say truth, my mind had been so en­tire­ly tak­en up with oth­er thoughts that I had scarce­ly giv­en ear. Now, how­ev­er, when I had noth­ing else to do, I be­gan to pay more heed.

			One I rec­og­nized for the coxswain’s, Is­rael Hands, that had been Flint’s gun­ner in for­mer days. The oth­er was, of course, my friend of the red night­cap. Both men were plain­ly the worse of drink, and they were still drink­ing; for, even while I was lis­ten­ing, one of them, with a drunk­en cry, opened the stern win­dow and threw out some­thing, which I di­vined to be an emp­ty bot­tle. But they were not on­ly tip­sy; it was plain that they were fu­ri­ous­ly an­gry. Oaths flew like hail­stones, and ev­ery now and then there came forth such an ex­plo­sion as I thought was sure to end in blows. But each time the quar­rel passed off, and the voic­es grum­bled low­er for a while, un­til the next cri­sis came, and, in its turn, passed away with­out re­sult.

			On shore, I could see the glow of the great camp fire burn­ing warm­ly through the shore-side trees. Some­one was singing a dull, old dron­ing sailor’s song, with a droop and a qua­ver at the end of ev­ery verse, and seem­ing­ly no end to it at all but the pa­tience of the singer. I had heard it on the voy­age more than once, and re­mem­bered these words:

			
				
					“But one man of the crew alive,
					

					What put to sea with sev­en­ty-five.”
				

			

			And I thought it was a dit­ty rather too dole­ful­ly ap­pro­pri­ate for a com­pa­ny that had met such cru­el loss­es in the morn­ing. But, in­deed, from what I saw, all these buc­ca­neers were as cal­lous as the sea they sailed on.

			At last the breeze came; the schooner si­dled and drew near­er in the dark; I felt the hawser slack­en once more, and with a good, tough ef­fort, cut the last fibers through.

			The breeze had but lit­tle ac­tion on the cor­a­cle, and I was al­most in­stant­ly swept against the bows of the His­pan­io­la. At the same time the schooner be­gan to turn up­on her heel, spin­ning slow­ly, end for end, across the cur­rent.

			I wrought like a fiend, for I ex­pect­ed ev­ery mo­ment to be swamped; and since I found I could not push the cor­a­cle di­rect­ly off, I now shoved straight astern. At length I was clear of my dan­ger­ous neigh­bor, and just as I gave the last im­pul­sion, my hands came across a light cord that was trail­ing over­board across the stern bul­warks. In­stant­ly I grasped it.

			Why I should have done so I can hard­ly say. It was at first mere in­stinct, but once I had it in my hands and found it fast, cu­rios­i­ty be­gan to get the up­per hand, and I de­ter­mined I should have one look through the cab­in win­dow.

			I pulled in hand over hand on the cord, and, when I judged my­self near enough, rose at in­fi­nite risk to about half my height, and thus com­mand­ed the roof and a slice of the in­te­ri­or of the cab­in.

			By this time the schooner and her lit­tle con­sort were glid­ing pret­ty swift­ly through the wa­ter; in­deed, we had al­ready fetched up lev­el with the camp fire. The ship was talk­ing, as sailors say, loud­ly, tread­ing the in­nu­mer­able rip­ples with an in­ces­sant wel­ter­ing splash; and un­til I got my eye above the win­dow sill I could not com­pre­hend why the watch­men had tak­en no alarm. One glance, how­ev­er, was suf­fi­cient; and it was on­ly one glance that I durst take from that un­steady skiff. It showed me Hands and his com­pan­ion locked to­geth­er in dead­ly wres­tle, each with a hand up­on the oth­er’s throat.

			I dropped up­on the thwart again, none too soon, for I was near over­board. I could see noth­ing for the mo­ment but these two fu­ri­ous, en­crim­soned faces, sway­ing to­geth­er un­der the smoky lamp; and I shut my eyes to let them grow once more fa­mil­iar with the dark­ness.

			The end­less bal­lad had come to an end at last, and the whole di­min­ished com­pa­ny about the camp fire had bro­ken in­to the cho­rus I had heard so of­ten:

			
				
					“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!”
				

			

			I was just think­ing how busy drink and the dev­il were at that very mo­ment in the cab­in of the His­pan­io­la, when I was sur­prised by a sud­den lurch of the cor­a­cle. At the same mo­ment she yawed sharply and seemed to change her course. The speed in the mean­time had strange­ly in­creased.

			I opened my eyes at once. All around me were lit­tle rip­ples, comb­ing over with a sharp, bristling sound and slight­ly phos­pho­res­cent. The His­pan­io­la her­self, a few yards in whose wake I was still be­ing whirled along, seemed to stag­ger in her course, and I saw her spars toss a lit­tle against the black­ness of the night; nay, as I looked longer, I made sure she al­so was wheel­ing to the south­ward.

			I glanced over my shoul­der and my heart jumped against my ribs. There, right be­hind me, was the glow of the camp fire. The cur­rent had turned at right an­gles, sweep­ing round along with it the tall schooner and the lit­tle danc­ing cor­a­cle; ev­er quick­en­ing, ev­er bub­bling high­er, ev­er mut­ter­ing loud­er, it went spin­ning through the nar­rows for the open sea.

			Sud­den­ly the schooner in front of me gave a vi­o­lent yaw, turn­ing, per­haps, through twen­ty de­grees; and al­most at the same mo­ment one shout fol­lowed an­oth­er from on board. I could hear feet pound­ing on the com­pan­ion lad­der, and I knew that the two drunk­ards had at last been in­ter­rupt­ed in their quar­rel and awak­ened to a sense of their dis­as­ter.

			I lay down flat in the bot­tom of that wretch­ed skiff and de­vout­ly rec­om­mend­ed my spir­it to its Mak­er. At the end of the straits I made sure we must fall in­to some bar of rag­ing break­ers, where all my trou­bles would be end­ed speed­i­ly; and though I could per­haps bear to die, I could not bear to look up­on my fate as it ap­proached.

			So I must have lain for hours, con­tin­u­al­ly beat­en to and fro up­on the bil­lows, now and again wet­ted with fly­ing sprays, and nev­er ceas­ing to ex­pect death at the next plunge. Grad­u­al­ly weari­ness grew up­on me; a numb­ness, an oc­ca­sion­al stu­por, fell up­on my mind even in the midst of my ter­rors, un­til sleep at last in­ter­vened, and in my sea-tossed cor­a­cle I lay and dreamed of home and the old Ad­mi­ral Ben­bow.

		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				The Cruise of the Cor­a­cle

			
			It was broad day when I awoke and found my­self toss­ing at the south­west end of Trea­sure Is­land. The sun was up, but was still hid from me be­hind the great bulk of the Spy­glass, which on this side de­scend­ed al­most to the sea in for­mi­da­ble cliffs.

			Haulbow­line Head and Mizzen­mast Hill were at my el­bow, the hill bare and dark, the head bound with cliffs forty or fifty feet high and fringed with great mass­es of fall­en rock. I was scarce a quar­ter of a mile to sea­ward, and it was my first thought to pad­dle in and land.

			That no­tion was soon giv­en over. Among the fall­en rocks the break­ers spout­ed and bel­lowed; loud re­ver­ber­a­tions, heavy sprays fly­ing and fall­ing, suc­ceed­ed one an­oth­er from sec­ond to sec­ond; and I saw my­self, if I ven­tured near­er, dashed to death up­on the rough shore or spend­ing my strength in vain to scale the beetling crags.

			Nor was that all, for crawl­ing to­geth­er on flat ta­bles of rock, or let­ting them­selves drop in­to the sea with loud re­ports, I be­held huge slimy mon­sters—soft snails, as it were, of in­cred­i­ble big­ness—two or three score of them to­geth­er, mak­ing the rocks to echo with their bark­ings.

			I have un­der­stood since that they were sea li­ons, and en­tire­ly harm­less. But the look of them, added to the dif­fi­cul­ty of the shore and the high run­ning of the surf, was more than enough to dis­gust me of that land­ing-place. I felt will­ing rather to starve at sea than to con­front such per­ils.

			In the mean­time I had a bet­ter chance, as I sup­posed, be­fore me. North of Haulbow­line Head the land runs in a long way, leav­ing, at low tide, a long stretch of yel­low sand. To the north of that, again, there comes an­oth­er cape—Cape of the Woods, as it was marked up­on the chart—buried in tall green pines, which de­scend­ed to the mar­gin of the sea.

			I re­mem­bered what Sil­ver had said about the cur­rent that sets north­ward along the whole west coast of Trea­sure Is­land; and see­ing from my po­si­tion that I was al­ready un­der its in­flu­ence, I pre­ferred to leave Haulbow­line Head be­hind me, and re­serve my strength for an at­tempt to land up­on the kindli­er-look­ing Cape of the Woods.

			There was a great, smooth swell up­on the sea. The wind blow­ing steady and gen­tle from the south, there was no con­tra­ri­ety be­tween that and the cur­rent, and the bil­lows rose and fell un­bro­ken.

			Had it been oth­er­wise, I must long ago have per­ished; but as it was, it is sur­pris­ing how eas­i­ly and se­cure­ly my lit­tle and light boat could ride. Of­ten, as I still lay at the bot­tom, and kept no more than an eye above the gun­wale, I would see a big blue sum­mit heav­ing close above me; yet the cor­a­cle would but bounce a lit­tle, dance as if on springs, and sub­side on the oth­er side in­to the trough as light­ly as a bird.

			I be­gan af­ter a lit­tle to grow very bold, and sat up to try my skill at pad­dling. But even a small change in the dis­po­si­tion of the weight will pro­duce vi­o­lent changes in the be­hav­ior of a cor­a­cle. And I had hard­ly moved be­fore the boat, giv­ing up at once her gen­tle, danc­ing move­ment, ran straight down a slope of wa­ter so steep that it made me gid­dy, and struck her nose, with a spout of spray, deep in­to the side of the next wave.

			I was drenched and ter­ri­fied, and fell in­stant­ly back in­to my old po­si­tion, where­upon the cor­a­cle seemed to find her head again, and led me soft­ly as be­fore among the bil­lows. It was plain she was not to be in­ter­fered with, and at that rate, since I could in no way in­flu­ence her course, what hope had I left of reach­ing land?

			I be­gan to be hor­ri­bly fright­ened, but I kept my head, for all that. First, mov­ing with all care, I grad­u­al­ly bailed out the cor­a­cle with my sea cap; then get­ting my eye once more above the gun­wale, I set my­self to study how it was she man­aged to slip so qui­et­ly through the rollers.

			I found each wave, in­stead of the big, smooth, glossy moun­tain it looks from shore, or from a ves­sel’s deck, was for all the world like any range of hills on the dry land, full of peaks and smooth places and val­leys. The cor­a­cle, left to her­self, turn­ing from side to side, thread­ed, so to speak, her way through these low­er parts, and avoid­ed the steep slopes and high­er top­pling sum­mits of the wave.

			“Well, now,” thought I to my­self, “it is plain I must lie where I am, and not dis­turb the bal­ance; but it is plain, al­so, that I can put the pad­dle over the side, and from time to time, in smooth places, give her a shove or two to­wards 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 tree­tops 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 re­flec­tion 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 wa­ter, that I scarce knew whether to be glad or sor­ry at the thought; and, long be­fore I had come to a con­clu­sion, sur­prise had tak­en pos­ses­sion of my mind, and I could do noth­ing but stare and won­der.

			The His­pan­io­la was un­der her main­sail 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 lay­ing a course about north­west, and I pre­sumed the men on board were go­ing round the is­land on their way back to the an­chor­age. Present­ly she be­gan to fetch more and more to the west­ward, so that I thought they had sight­ed me and were go­ing about in chase. At last, how­ev­er, she fell right in­to the wind’s eye, was tak­en dead aback, and stood there awhile help­less, with her sails shiv­er­ing.

			“Clum­sy fel­lows,” said I, “they must still be drunk as owls.” And I thought how Cap­tain Smol­lett would have set them skip­ping.

			Mean­while the schooner grad­u­al­ly fell off, and filled again up­on an­oth­er tack, sailed swift­ly for a minute or so, and brought up once more dead in the wind’s eye. Again and again was this re­peat­ed. To and fro, up and down, north, south, east, and west, the His­pan­io­la sailed by swoops and dash­es, and at each rep­e­ti­tion end­ed as she had be­gun, with idly flap­ping can­vas. It be­came plain to me that no­body was steer­ing. And, if so, where were the men? Ei­ther they were dead drunk, or had de­sert­ed her, I thought, and per­haps if I could get on board, I might re­turn the ves­sel to her cap­tain.

			The cur­rent was bear­ing cor­a­cle and schooner south­ward at an equal rate. As for the lat­ter’s sail­ing, it was so wild and in­ter­mit­tent, and she hung each time so long in irons, that she cer­tain­ly gained noth­ing, if she did not even lose. If I on­ly dared to sit up and pad­dle, I made sure that I could over­haul her. The scheme had an air of ad­ven­ture that in­spired me, and the thought of the wa­ter break­er be­side the fore com­pan­ion dou­bled my grow­ing courage.

			Up I got, was wel­comed al­most in­stant­ly by an­oth­er cloud of spray, but this time stuck to my pur­pose and set my­self with all my strength and cau­tion to pad­dle af­ter the un­steered His­pan­io­la. Once I shipped a sea so heavy that I had to stop and bail, with my heart flut­ter­ing like a bird, but grad­u­al­ly I got in­to the way of the thing and guid­ed my cor­a­cle among the waves, with on­ly now and then a blow up­on her bows and a dash of foam in my face.

			I was now gain­ing rapid­ly on the schooner. I could see the brass glis­ten on the tiller as it banged about, and still no soul ap­peared up­on her decks. I could not choose but sup­pose she was de­sert­ed. If not, the men were ly­ing drunk be­low, where I might bat­ten them down, per­haps, and do what I chose with the ship.

			For some time she had been do­ing the worst thing pos­si­ble for me—stand­ing still. She head­ed near­ly due south, yaw­ing, of course, all the time. Each time she fell off her sails part­ly filled, and these brought her, in a mo­ment, right to the wind again. I have said this was the worst thing pos­si­ble for me; for, help­less as she looked in this sit­u­a­tion, with the can­vas crack­ling like can­non, and the blocks trundling and bang­ing on the deck, she still con­tin­ued to run away from me, not on­ly with the speed of the cur­rent, but by the whole amount of her lee­way, which was nat­u­ral­ly great.

			But now, at last, I had my chance. The breeze fell, for some sec­onds, very low, and the cur­rent grad­u­al­ly turn­ing her, the His­pan­io­la re­volved slow­ly round her cen­ter and at last pre­sent­ed me her stern, with the cab­in win­dow still gap­ing open and the lamp over the ta­ble still burn­ing on in­to the day. The main­sail hung drooped like a ban­ner. She was stock-still but for the cur­rent.

			For the last lit­tle while I had even lost, but now, re­dou­bling my ef­forts, I be­gan once more to over­haul the chase.

			I was not a hun­dred yards from her when the wind came again in a clap; she filled on the port tack and was off again, stoop­ing and skim­ming like a swal­low.

			My first im­pulse was one of de­spair, but my sec­ond was to­wards joy. Round she came, till she was broad­side on to me—round still till she had cov­ered a half, and then two-thirds, and then three-quar­ters of the dis­tance that sep­a­rat­ed us. I could see the waves boil­ing white un­der her fore­foot. Im­mense­ly tall she looked to me from my low sta­tion in the cor­a­cle.

			And then, of a sud­den, I be­gan to com­pre­hend. I had scarce time to think—scarce time to act and save my­self. I was on the sum­mit of one swell when the schooner came stoop­ing over the next. The bowsprit was over my head. I sprang to my feet and leaped, stamp­ing the cor­a­cle un­der wa­ter. With one hand I caught the jib-boom, while my foot was lodged be­tween the stay and the brace, and as I still clung there pant­ing, a dull blow told me that the schooner had charged down up­on and struck the cor­a­cle and that I was left with­out re­treat on the His­pan­io­la.

		
	
		
			
				XXV

				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 head­fore­most on the deck.

			I was on the lee side of the fore­cas­tle, and the main­sail, which was still draw­ing, con­cealed from me a cer­tain por­tion of the af­ter­deck. 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 af­ter­deck.

			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 deck, his face as white, un­der its tan, as a tal­low can­dle.

			For a while the ship kept buck­ing and sidling like a vi­cious horse, the sails fill­ing, now on one tack, now on an­oth­er, and the boom swing­ing to and fro till the mast groaned aloud un­der the strain. Now and again, too, there would come a cloud of light sprays over the bul­wark, and a heavy blow of the ship’s bows against the swell—so much heav­ier weath­er was made of it by this great rigged ship than by my home­made, lop­sid­ed cor­a­cle, now gone to the bot­tom of the sea.

			At ev­ery jump of the schooner, Red-cap slipped to and fro; but—what was ghast­ly to be­hold—nei­ther his at­ti­tude nor his fixed teeth-dis­clos­ing grin was any way dis­turbed by this rough us­age. At ev­ery jump, too, Hands ap­peared still more to sink in­to him­self and set­tle down up­on the deck, his feet slid­ing ev­er the far­ther out, and the whole body cant­ing to­ward the stern, so that his face be­came, lit­tle by lit­tle, hid from me; and at last I could see noth­ing be­yond his ear and the frayed ringlet of one whisker.

			At the same time I ob­served, around both of them, splash­es of dark blood up­on the planks, and be­gan to feel sure that they had killed each oth­er in their drunk­en wrath.

			While I was thus look­ing and won­der­ing, in a calm mo­ment when the ship was still, Is­rael Hands turned part­ly round, and with a low moan, writhed him­self back to the po­si­tion in which I had seen him first. The moan, which told of pain and dead­ly weak­ness, and the way in which his jaw hung open, went right to my heart. But when I re­mem­bered the talk I had over­heard from the ap­ple bar­rel, all pity left me.

			I walked aft un­til I reached the main­mast.

			“Come aboard, Mr. Hands,” I said, iron­i­cal­ly.

			He rolled his eyes round heav­i­ly, but he was too far gone to ex­press sur­prise. All he could do was to ut­ter one word, “Brandy.”

			It oc­curred to me there was no time to lose, and dodg­ing the boom as it once more lurched across the deck, I slipped aft and down the com­pan­ion-stairs in­to the cab­in.

			It was such a scene of con­fu­sion as you can hard­ly fan­cy. All the lock-fast places had been bro­ken open in quest of the chart. The floor was thick with mud, where the ruf­fi­ans had sat down to drink or con­sult af­ter wad­ing in the marsh­es round their camp. The bulk­heads, all paint­ed in clear white, and bead­ed round with gilt, bore a pat­tern of dirty hands. Dozens of emp­ty bot­tles clinked to­geth­er in cor­ners to the rolling of the ship. One of the doc­tor’s med­i­cal books lay open on the ta­ble, half of the leaves gut­ted out, I sup­pose, for pipe-lights. In the midst of all this the lamp still cast a smoky glow, ob­scure and brown as um­ber.

			I went in­to the cel­lar; all the bar­rels were gone, and of the bot­tles a most sur­pris­ing num­ber had been drunk out and thrown away. Cer­tain­ly, since the mutiny be­gan, not a man of them could ev­er have been sober.

			For­ag­ing about I found a bot­tle with some brandy left, for Hands; and for my­self I rout­ed out some bis­cuit, some pick­led fruits, a great bunch of raisins, and a piece of cheese. With these I came on deck, put down my own stock be­hind the rud­der­head, and well out of the coxswain’s reach, went for­ward to the wa­ter-break­er, and had a good, deep drink of wa­ter, and then, and not un­til then, gave Hands the brandy.

			He must have drunk a gill be­fore he took the bot­tle from his mouth.

			“Ay,” said he, “by thun­der, but I want­ed some o’ that!”

			I had sat down al­ready in my own cor­ner and be­gun to eat.

			“Much hurt?” I asked him.

			He grunt­ed, or, rather, I might say, he barked.

			“If that doc­tor was aboard,” he said, “I’d be right enough in a cou­ple of turns; but I don’t have no man­ner of luck, you see, and that’s what’s the mat­ter with me. As for that swab, he’s good and dead, he is,” he added, in­di­cat­ing the man with the red cap. “He warn’t no sea­man, any­how. And where mought you have come from?”

			“Well,” said I, “I’ve come aboard to take pos­ses­sion of this ship, Mr. Hands, and you’ll please re­gard me as your cap­tain un­til fur­ther no­tice.”

			He looked at me sourly enough, but said noth­ing. Some of the col­or had come back in­to his cheeks, though he still looked very sick and still con­tin­ued to slip out and set­tle down as the ship banged about.

			“By the by,” I con­tin­ued, “I can’t have these col­ors, Mr. Hands; and by your leave I’ll strike ’em. Bet­ter none than these.”

			And, again dodg­ing the boom, I ran to the col­or lines, hauled down their cursed black flag, and chucked it over­board.

			“God save the king!” said I, wav­ing my cap; “and there’s an end to Cap­tain Sil­ver.”

			He watched me keen­ly and sly­ly, his chin all the while on his breast.

			“I reck­on,” he said at last—“I reck­on, Cap’n Hawkins, you’ll kind o’ want to get ashore, now. S’pose we talks.”

			“Why, yes,” says I, “with all my heart, Mr. Hands. Say on.” And I went back to my meal with a good ap­petite.

			“This man,” he be­gan, nod­ding fee­bly at the corpse—“O’Brien were his name—a rank Ire­lander—this man and me got the can­vas on her, mean­ing for to sail her back. Well, he’s dead now, he is—as dead as bilge; and who’s to sail this ship, I don’t see. With­out I give you a hint, you ain’t that man, as far’s I can tell. Now, look here, you gives me food and drink, and a old scarf or ankercher to tie my wound up, you do; and I’ll tell you how to sail her; and that’s about square all round, I take it.”

			“I’ll tell you one thing,” says I; “I’m not go­ing back to Cap­tain Kidd’s an­chor­age. I mean to get in­to North In­let, and beach her qui­et­ly there.”

			“To be sure you did,” he cried. “Why, I ain’t sich an in­fer­nal lub­ber, af­ter all. I can see, can’t I? I’ve tried my fling, I have, and I’ve lost, and it’s you has the wind of me. North In­let? Why, I haven’t no ch’ice, not I. I’d help you sail her up to Ex­e­cu­tion Dock, by thun­der! so I would.”

			Well, as it seemed to me, there was some sense in this. We struck our bar­gain on the spot. In three min­utes I had the His­pan­io­la sail­ing eas­i­ly be­fore the wind along the coast of Trea­sure Is­land, with good hopes of turn­ing the north­ern point ere noon, and beat­ing down again as far as North In­let be­fore high wa­ter, when we might beach her safe­ly, and wait till the sub­sid­ing tide per­mit­ted us to land.

			Then I lashed the tiller and went be­low to my own chest, where I got a soft silk hand­ker­chief of my moth­er’s. With this, and with my aid, Hands bound up the great bleed­ing stab he had re­ceived in the thigh, and af­ter he had eat­en a lit­tle and had a swal­low or two more of the brandy, he be­gan to pick up vis­i­bly, sat straighter up, spoke loud­er and clear­er, and looked in ev­ery way an­oth­er man.

			The breeze served us ad­mirably. We skimmed be­fore it like a bird, the coast of the is­land flash­ing by, and the view chang­ing ev­ery minute. Soon we were past the high lands and bowl­ing be­side low, sandy coun­try, sparse­ly dot­ted with dwarf pines, and soon we were be­yond that again, and had turned the cor­ner of the rocky hill that ends the is­land on the north.

			I was great­ly elat­ed with my new com­mand, and pleased with the bright, sun­shiny weath­er and these dif­fer­ent prospects of the coast. I had now plen­ty of wa­ter and good things to eat, and my con­science, which had smit­ten me hard for my de­ser­tion, was qui­et­ed by the great con­quest I had made. I should, I think, have had noth­ing left me to de­sire but for the eyes of the coxswain as they fol­lowed me de­ri­sive­ly about the deck, and the odd smile that ap­peared con­tin­u­al­ly on his face. It was a smile that had in it some­thing both of pain and weak­ness—a hag­gard, old man’s smile; but there was, be­sides that, a grain of de­ri­sion, a shad­ow of treach­ery, in his ex­pres­sion as he crafti­ly watched, and watched, and watched me at my work.

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				Is­rael Hands

			
			The wind, serv­ing us to a de­sire, now hauled in­to the west. We could run so much eas­i­er from the north­east cor­ner of the is­land to the mouth of the North In­let. On­ly, as we had no pow­er to an­chor, and dared not beach her un­til 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 si­lence 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—the 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 such 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 must know that al­ready,” I replied. “O’Brien, there, is in an­oth­er world, and may be watch­ing us.”

			“Ah!” says he. “Well, that’s un­fort’nate—ap­pears as if killing par­ties was a waste of time. How­somev­er, sper­rits don’t reck­on for much, by what I’ve seen. I’ll chance it with the sper­rits, Jim. And now you’ve spoke up free, and I’ll take it kind if you’d step down in­to that there cab­in and get me a—well, a—shiv­er my tim­bers! I can’t hit the name on’t. Well, you get me a bot­tle of wine, Jim—this here brandy’s too strong for my head.”

			Now the coxswain’s hes­i­ta­tion seemed to be un­nat­u­ral; and as for the no­tion of his pre­fer­ring wine to brandy, I en­tire­ly dis­be­lieved it. The whole sto­ry was a pre­text. He want­ed me to leave the deck—so much was plain, but with what pur­pose I could in no way imag­ine. His eyes nev­er met mine; they kept wan­der­ing to and fro, up and down, now with a look to the sky, now with a flit­ting glance up­on the dead O’Brien. All the time he kept smil­ing and putting his tongue out in the most guilty, em­bar­rassed man­ner, so that a child could have told that he was bent on some de­cep­tion. I was prompt with my an­swer, how­ev­er, for I saw where my ad­van­tage lay, and that with a fel­low so dense­ly stupid I could eas­i­ly con­ceal my sus­pi­cions to the end.

			“Some wine?” I said. “Far bet­ter. Will you have white or red?”

			“Well, I reck­on it’s about the blessed same to me, ship­mate,” he replied; “so it’s strong, and plen­ty of it, what’s the odds?”

			“All right,” I an­swered. “I’ll bring you port, Mr. Hands. But I’ll have to dig for it.”

			With that I scut­tled down the com­pan­ion with all the noise I could, slipped off my shoes, ran qui­et­ly along the sparred gallery, mount­ed the fore­cas­tle lad­der and popped my head out of the fore com­pan­ion. I knew he would not ex­pect to see me there, yet I took ev­ery pre­cau­tion pos­si­ble, and cer­tain­ly the worst of my sus­pi­cions proved too true.

			He had risen from his po­si­tion to his hands and knees, and though his leg ob­vi­ous­ly hurt him pret­ty sharply when he moved—for I could hear him sti­fle a groan—yet it was at a good, rat­tling rate that he trailed him­self across the deck. In half a minute he had reached the port scup­pers, and picked out of a coil of rope a long knife, or rather a short dirk, dis­col­ored to the hilt with blood. He looked up­on it for a mo­ment, thrust­ing forth his un­der jaw, tried the point up­on his hand, and then hasti­ly con­ceal­ing it in the bo­som of his jack­et, trun­dled back again in­to his old place against the bul­wark.

			This was all that I re­quired to know. Is­rael could move about; he was now armed, and if he had been at so much trou­ble to get rid of me, it was plain that I was meant to be the vic­tim. What he would do af­ter­ward—whether he would try to crawl right across the is­land from North In­let to the camp among the swamps, or whether he would fire Long Tom, trust­ing that his own com­rades might come first to help him, was, of course, more than I could say.

			Yet I felt sure that I could trust him in one point, since in that our in­ter­ests jumped to­geth­er, and that was in the dis­po­si­tion of the schooner. We both de­sired to have her strand­ed safe enough, in a shel­tered place, and so that when the time came, she could be got off again with as lit­tle la­bor and dan­ger as might be; and un­til that was done I con­sid­ered that my life would cer­tain­ly be spared.

			While I was thus turn­ing the busi­ness over in my mind I had not been idle with my body. I had stolen back to the cab­in, slipped once more in­to my shoes and laid my hand at ran­dom on a bot­tle of wine, and now with this for an ex­cuse, I made my reap­pear­ance on the deck.

			Hands lay as I had left him, all fall­en to­geth­er in a bun­dle, and with his eye­lids low­ered as though he were too weak to bear the light. He looked up, how­ev­er, at my com­ing, knocked the neck off the bot­tle like a man who had done the same thing of­ten, and took a good swig, with his fa­vorite toast of “Here’s luck!” Then he lay qui­et for a lit­tle, and then, pulling out a stick of to­bac­co, begged me to cut him a quid.

			“Cut me a junk o’ that,” says he, “for I haven’t no knife, and hard­ly strength enough, so be as I had. Ah, Jim, Jim, I reck­on I’ve missed stays! Cut me a quid as’ll like­ly be the last, lad; for I’m for my long home, and no mis­take.”

			“Well,” said I, “I’ll cut you some to­bac­co, but if I was you and thought my­self so bad­ly, I would go to my prayers, like a Chris­tian man.”

			“Why?” said he. “Now you tell me why.”

			“Why?” I cried. “You were ask­ing me just now about the dead. You’ve bro­ken your trust; you’ve lived in sin and lies and blood; there’s a man you killed ly­ing at your feet this mo­ment; and you ask me why! For God’s mer­cy, Mr. Hands, that’s why.”

			I spoke with a lit­tle heat, think­ing of the bloody dirk he had hid­den in his pock­et, and de­signed, in his ill thoughts, to end me with. He, for his part, took a great draught of the wine and spoke with the most un­usu­al solem­ni­ty.

			“For thir­ty year,” he said, “I’ve sailed the seas and seen good and bad, bet­ter and worse, fair weath­er and foul, pro­vi­sions run­ning out, knives go­ing, and what­not. Well, now I tell you, I nev­er seen good come o’ good­ness yet. Him as strikes first is my fan­cy; dead men don’t bite; them’s my views—amen, so be it. And now, you look here,” he added, sud­den­ly chang­ing his tone, “we’ve had about enough of this fool­ery. The tide’s made good enough by now. You just take my or­ders, Cap’n Hawkins, and we’ll sail slap in and be done with it.”

			All told, we had scarce two miles to run, but the nav­i­ga­tion was del­i­cate, the en­trance to this north­ern an­chor­age was not on­ly nar­row and shoal, but lay east and west, so that the schooner must be nice­ly han­dled to be got in. I think I was a good, prompt sub­al­tern, and I am very sure that Hands was an ex­cel­lent pi­lot; for we went about and about, and dodged in, shav­ing the banks, with a cer­tain­ty and a neat­ness that were a plea­sure to be­hold.

			Scarce­ly had we passed the head be­fore the land closed around us. The shores of North In­let were as thick­ly wood­ed as those of the south­ern an­chor­age, but the space was longer and nar­row­er, and more like, what in truth it was, the es­tu­ary of a riv­er. Right be­fore us, at the south­ern end, we saw the wreck of a ship in the last stages of di­lap­i­da­tion. It had been a great ves­sel of three masts, but had lain so long 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 an­chor­age was calm.

			“Now,” said Hands, “look there; there’s a pet bit for to beach a ship in. Fine flat sand, nev­er a catspaw, 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 o’ 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 ma­neu­vers had some­what 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 for­got the per­il that hung over my head, and stood cran­ing over the star­board bul­warks and watch­ing the rip­ples spread­ing wide be­fore the bows. I might have fall­en with­out a strug­gle for my life, had not a sud­den dis­qui­etude seized up­on me and made me turn my head. Per­haps I had heard a creak or seen his shad­ow mov­ing with the tail of my eye; per­haps it was an in­stinct like a cat’s; but, sure enough, when I looked round, there was Hands, al­ready half­way to­ward me, with the dirk in his right hand.

			We must both have cried out aloud when our eyes met, but while mine was the shrill cry of ter­ror, his was a roar of fury like a charg­ing bull’s. At the same in­stant he threw him­self for­ward and I leaped side­ways to­ward the bows. As I did so I let go of the tiller, which sprung sharp to lee­ward; and I think this saved my life, for it struck Hands across the chest, and stopped him, for the mo­ment, dead.

			Be­fore he could re­cov­er I was safe out of the cor­ner where he had me trapped, with all the deck to dodge about. Just for­ward of the main­mast I stopped, drew a pis­tol from my pock­et, took a cool aim, though he had al­ready turned and was once more com­ing di­rect­ly af­ter me, and drew the trig­ger. The ham­mer fell, but there fol­lowed nei­ther flash nor sound; the prim­ing was use­less with sea wa­ter. I cursed my­self for my ne­glect. Why had not I, long be­fore, reprimed and reload­ed my on­ly weapons? Then I should not have been as now, a mere flee­ing sheep be­fore this butch­er.

			Wound­ed as he was, it was won­der­ful how fast he could move, his griz­zled hair tum­bling over his face and his face it­self as red as a red en­sign with his haste and fury. I had no time to try my oth­er pis­tol, nor, in­deed, much in­cli­na­tion, for I was sure it would be use­less. One thing I saw plain­ly: I must not sim­ply re­treat be­fore him, or he would speed­i­ly hold me boxed in­to the bows, as a mo­ment since he had so near­ly boxed me in the stern. Once so caught, and nine or ten inch­es of the blood­stained dirk would be my last ex­pe­ri­ence on this side of eter­ni­ty. I placed my palms against the main­mast, which was of a good­ish big­ness, and wait­ed, ev­ery nerve up­on the stretch.

			See­ing that I meant to dodge he al­so paused, and a mo­ment or two passed in feints on his part and cor­re­spond­ing move­ments up­on mine. It was such a game as I had of­ten played at home about the rocks of Black Hill Cove; but nev­er be­fore, you may be sure, with such a wild­ly beat­ing heart as now. Still, as I say it, it was a boy’s game, and I thought I could hold my own at it against an el­der­ly sea­man with a wound­ed thigh. In­deed, my courage had be­gun to rise so high that I al­lowed my­self a few dart­ing thoughts on what would be the end of the af­fair; and while I saw cer­tain­ly that I could spin it out for long, I saw no hope of any ul­ti­mate es­cape.

			Well, while things stood thus, sud­den­ly the His­pan­io­la struck, stag­gered, ground for an in­stant in the sand, and then, swift as a blow, cant­ed over to the port side, till the deck stood at an an­gle of forty-five de­grees, and about a pun­cheon of wa­ter splashed in­to the scup­per holes, and lay in a pool be­tween the deck and bul­wark.

			We were both of us cap­sized in a sec­ond, and both of us rolled, al­most to­geth­er, in­to the scup­pers, the dead Red-cap, with his arms still spread out, tum­bling stiffly af­ter us. So near were we, in­deed, that my head came against the coxswain’s foot with a crack that made my teeth rat­tle. Blow and all, I was the first afoot again, for Hands had got in­volved with the dead body. The sud­den cant­ing of the ship had made the deck no place for run­ning on; I had to find some new way of es­cape, and that up­on the in­stant, for my foe was al­most touch­ing me. Quick as thought, I sprang in­to the mizzen shrouds, rat­tled up hand over hand, and did not draw a breath till I was seat­ed on the crosstrees.

			I had been saved by be­ing prompt; the dirk had struck not half a foot be­low me as I pur­sued my up­ward flight; and there stood Is­rael Hands with his mouth open and his face up­turned to mine, a per­fect stat­ue of sur­prise and dis­ap­point­ment.

			Now that I had a mo­ment to my­self, I lost no time in chang­ing the prim­ing of my pis­tol, and then, hav­ing one ready for ser­vice, and to make as­sur­ance dou­bly sure, I pro­ceed­ed to draw the load of the oth­er, and recharge it afresh from the be­gin­ning.

			My new em­ploy­ment struck Hands all of a heap; he be­gan to see the dice go­ing against him, and af­ter an ob­vi­ous hes­i­ta­tion, he al­so hauled him­self heav­i­ly in­to the shrouds, and, with the dirk in his teeth, be­gan slow­ly and painful­ly to mount. It cost him no end of time and groans to haul his wound­ed leg be­hind him; and I had qui­et­ly fin­ished my ar­range­ments be­fore he was much more than a third of the way up. 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 could see by the work­ings of his face that he was try­ing to think, and the process was so slow and la­bo­ri­ous that, in my new­found se­cu­ri­ty, I laughed aloud. At last, with a swal­low or two, he spoke, his face still wear­ing the same ex­pres­sion of ex­treme per­plex­i­ty. In or­der to speak he had to take the dag­ger from his mouth, but, in all else, he re­mained un­moved.

			“Jim,” says he, “I reck­on we’re fouled, you and me, and we’ll have to sign ar­ti­cles. I’d have had you but for that there lurch; but I don’t have no luck, not I; and I reck­on I’ll have to strike, which comes hard, you see, for a mas­ter mariner to a ship’s younker like you, Jim.”

			I was drink­ing in his words and smil­ing away, as con­ceit­ed as a cock up­on a walk, when, all in a breath, 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 I was pinned by the shoul­der to the mast. In the hor­rid pain and sur­prise of the mo­ment—I scarce can say it was by my own vo­li­tion, and I am sure it was with­out a con­scious aim—both my pis­tols went off, and both es­caped out of my hands. They did not fall alone; with a choked cry the coxswain loosed his grasp up­on the shrouds, and plunged head first in­to the wa­ter.

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				“Pieces of Eight”

			
			Ow­ing to the cant of the ves­sel, the masts hung far out over the wa­ter, and from my perch on the crosstrees I had noth­ing be­low me but the sur­face of the bay. Hands, who was not so far up, was, in con­se­quence, near­er to the ship, and fell be­tween me and the bul­warks. He rose once to the sur­face in a lath­er of foam and blood, and then sank again for good. As the wa­ter set­tled, I could see him ly­ing hud­dled to­geth­er on the clean, bright sand in the shad­ow of the ves­sel’s sides. A fish or two whipped past his body. Some­times, by the quiv­er­ing of the wa­ter, he ap­peared to move a lit­tle, as if he were try­ing to rise. But he was dead enough, for all that, be­ing both shot and drowned, and was food for fish in the very place where he had de­signed my slaugh­ter.

			I was no soon­er cer­tain of this than I be­gan to feel sick, faint, and ter­ri­fied. The hot blood was run­ning over my back and chest. The dirk, where it had pinned my shoul­der to the mast, seemed to burn like a hot iron; yet it was not so much these re­al suf­fer­ings that dis­tressed me, for these, it seemed to me, I could bear with­out a mur­mur; it was the hor­ror I had up­on my mind of fall­ing from the crosstree in­to that still, green wa­ter be­side the body of the coxswain.

			I clung with both hands till my nails ached, and I shut my eyes as if to cov­er up the per­il. Grad­u­al­ly my mind came back again, my puls­es qui­et­ed down to a more nat­u­ral time, and I was once more in pos­ses­sion of my­self.

			It was my first thought to pluck forth the dirk; but ei­ther it stuck too hard or my nerve failed me, and I de­sist­ed with a vi­o­lent shud­der. Odd­ly enough, that very shud­der did the busi­ness. The knife, in fact, had come the near­est in the world to miss­ing me al­to­geth­er; it held me by a mere pinch of skin, and this the shud­der tore away. The blood ran down the faster, to be sure, but I was my own mas­ter again, and on­ly tacked to the mast by my coat and shirt.

			These last I broke through with a sud­den jerk, and then re­gained the deck by the star­board shrouds. For noth­ing in the world would I have again ven­tured, shak­en as I was, up­on the over­hang­ing port shrouds, from which Is­rael had so late­ly fall­en.

			I went be­low and did what I could for my wound; it pained me a good deal, and still bled freely, but it was nei­ther deep nor dan­ger­ous, nor did it great­ly gall me when I used my arm. Then I looked around me, and as the ship was now, in a sense, my own, I be­gan to think of clear­ing it from its last pas­sen­ger—the dead man, O’Brien.

			He had pitched, as I have said, against the bul­warks, where he lay like some hor­rid, un­gain­ly sort of pup­pet; life-size, in­deed, but how dif­fer­ent from life’s col­or or life’s come­li­ness! In that po­si­tion, I could eas­i­ly have my way with him, and as the habit of trag­i­cal ad­ven­tures had worn off al­most all my ter­ror for the dead, I took him by the waist as if he had been a sack of bran, and, with one good heave, tum­bled him over­board. He went in with a sound­ing plunge; the red cap came off, and re­mained float­ing on the sur­face; and as soon as the splash sub­sid­ed, I could see him and Is­rael ly­ing side by side, both wa­ver­ing with the tremu­lous move­ment of the wa­ter. O’Brien, though still quite a young man, was very bald. There he lay with that bald head across the knees of the man who killed him, and the quick fish­es steer­ing to and fro over both.

			I was now alone up­on the ship; the tide had just turned. The sun was with­in so few de­grees of set­ting that al­ready the shad­ow of the pines up­on the west­ern shore be­gan to reach right across the an­chor­age and fall in pat­terns on the deck. The evening breeze had sprung up, and though it was well ward­ed off by the hill with the two peaks up­on the east, the cordage had be­gun to sing a lit­tle soft­ly to it­self and the idle sails to rat­tle to and fro.

			I be­gan to see a dan­ger to the ship. The jibs I speed­i­ly doused and brought tum­bling to the deck, but the main­sail was a hard­er mat­ter. Of course, when the schooner cant­ed over, the boom had swung out­board, and the cap of it and a foot or two of sail hung even un­der wa­ter. I thought this made it still more dan­ger­ous, yet the strain was so heavy that I half feared to med­dle. At last I got my knife and cut the hal­yards. The peak dropped in­stant­ly, a great bel­ly of loose can­vas float­ed broad up­on the wa­ter; and since, pull as I liked, I could not budge the down­haul, that was the ex­tent of what I could ac­com­plish. For the rest, the His­pan­io­la must trust to luck, like my­self.

			By this time the whole an­chor­age had fall­en in­to shad­ow—the last rays, I re­mem­ber, fall­ing through a glade of the wood, and shin­ing bright as jew­els on the flow­ery man­tle of the wreck. It be­gan to be chill, the tide was rapid­ly fleet­ing sea­ward, the schooner set­tling more and more on her beam-ends.

			I scram­bled for­ward and looked over. It seemed shal­low enough, and hold­ing the cut hawser in both hands for a last se­cu­ri­ty, I let my­self drop soft­ly over­board. The wa­ter scarce­ly reached my waist; the sand was firm and cov­ered with rip­ple-marks, and I wad­ed ashore in great spir­its, leav­ing the His­pan­io­la on her side, with her main­sail trail­ing wide up­on the sur­face of the bay. About the same time the sun went fair­ly down, and the breeze whis­tled low in the dusk among the toss­ing pines.

			At least, and at last, I was off the sea, nor had I re­turned thence emp­ty-hand­ed. There lay the schooner, clear at last from buc­ca­neers and ready for our own men to board and get to sea again. I had noth­ing near­er my fan­cy than to get home to the stock­ade and boast of my achieve­ments. Pos­si­bly I might be blamed a bit for my tru­antry, but the re­cap­ture of the His­pan­io­la was a clinch­ing an­swer, and I hoped that even Cap­tain Smol­lett would con­fess I had not lost my time.

			So think­ing, and in fa­mous spir­its, I be­gan to set my face home­ward for the block­house and my com­pan­ions. I re­mem­bered that the most east­er­ly of the rivers which drain in­to Cap­tain Kidd’s an­chor­age ran from the two-peaked hill up­on my left; and I bent my course in that di­rec­tion that I might pass the stream while it was small. The wood was pret­ty open, and keep­ing along the low­er spurs, I had 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, keep­ing 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 eye of Sil­ver him­self 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 to­ward 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 re­mained 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 tri­fle war­i­ly. It would have been a poor end of my ad­ven­tures to get shot down by my own par­ty in mis­take.

			The moon was climb­ing high­er and high­er; its light be­gan 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 col­or 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 smol­der­ing.

			For the life of me I could not think what it might be.

			At last I came right down up­on the bor­ders of the clear­ing. The west­ern end was al­ready steeped in moon­shine; the rest, and the block­house it­self, still lay in a black shad­ow, 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, con­trast­ing 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, to­ward the cor­ner of the house. As I drew near­er, my heart was sud­den­ly and great­ly light­ened. It was not a pleas­ant noise in it­self, and I have of­ten com­plained of it at oth­er times, but just then it was like mu­sic to hear my friends snor­ing to­geth­er so loud and peace­ful in their sleep. The sea-cry of the watch, that beau­ti­ful “All’s well,” nev­er fell more re­as­sur­ing­ly on my ear.

			In the mean­time there was no doubt of one thing; they kept an in­fa­mous bad watch. If it had been Sil­ver and his lads that were now creep­ing in on them, not a soul would have seen day­break. That was what it was, thought I, to have the cap­tain wound­ed; and again I blamed my­self sharply for leav­ing them in that dan­ger with so few to mount guard.

			By this time I had got to the door and stood up. All was dark with­in, so that I could dis­tin­guish noth­ing by the eye. As for sounds, there was the steady drone of the snor­ers, and a small oc­ca­sion­al noise, a flick­er­ing or peck­ing that I could in no way ac­count for.

			With my arms be­fore me I walked steadi­ly in. I should lie down in my own place (I thought, with a silent chuck­le) and en­joy their faces when they found me in the morn­ing. My foot struck some­thing yield­ing—it was a sleep­er’s leg, and he turned and groaned, but with­out awak­ing.

			And then, all of a sud­den, a shrill voice broke forth out of the dark­ness:

			“Pieces of eight! pieces of eight! pieces of eight! pieces of eight! pieces of eight!” and so forth, with­out pause or change, like the clack­ing of a tiny mill.

			Sil­ver’s green par­rot, Cap­tain Flint! It was she whom I had heard peck­ing at a piece of bark; it was she, keep­ing bet­ter watch than any hu­man be­ing, who thus an­nounced my ar­rival with her weari­some re­frain.

			I had no time left me to re­cov­er. At the sharp clip­ping tone of the par­rot, the sleep­ers awoke and sprang up, and with a mighty oath the voice of Sil­ver cried:

			“Who goes?”

			I turned to run, struck vi­o­lent­ly against one per­son, re­coiled, and ran full in­to the arms of a sec­ond, who, for his part, closed up­on and held me tight.

			“Bring a torch, Dick,” said Sil­ver, when my cap­ture was thus as­sured.

			And one of the men left the log-house, and present­ly re­turned with a light­ed brand.
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				XXVIII

				In the En­e­my’s Camp

			
			The red glare of the torch light­ing up the in­te­ri­or of the block­house showed me the worst of my ap­pre­hen­sions 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 drunk­en­ness. The sixth had on­ly risen up­on his el­bow; he was dead­ly pale, and the blood­stained ban­dage round his head told that he had re­cent­ly been wound­ed, and still more re­cent­ly dressed. I re­mem­bered the man who had been shot and 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 his fine broad­cloth suit in which he had ful­filled his mis­sion, but it was bit­ter­ly the worse for wear, daubed with clay and torn with sharp briers of the wood.

			“So,” said he, “here’s Jim Hawkins, shiv­er my tim­bers! dropped in, like, eh? Well, come, I take that friend­ly.”

			And there­upon he sat down across the brandy-cask, and be­gan to fill a pipe.

			“Give me the loan of a link, Dick,” said he; and then, when he had a good light, “That’ll do, my lad,” he added, “stick the glim in the wood heap; and you, gen­tle­men, bring your­selves to!—you needn’t stand up for Mr. Hawkins; he’ll ex­cuse you, you may lay to that. And so, Jim”—stop­ping the to­bac­co—“here you are, and quite a pleas­ant sur­prise for poor old John. I see you were smart when first I set my eyes on you, but this here gets away from me clean, it do.”

			To all this, as may be well sup­posed, I made no an­swer. They had set me with my back against the wall, and I stood there, look­ing Sil­ver in the face, pluck­i­ly enough, I hope, to all out­ward ap­pear­ance, but with black de­spair in my heart.

			Sil­ver took a whiff or two of his pipe with great com­po­sure, and then ran on again:

			“Now, you see, Jim, so be as you are here,” says he, “I’ll give you a piece of my mind. I’ve al­ways liked you, I have, for a lad of spir­it, and the picter of my own self when I was young and hand­some. I al­ways want­ed you to jine and take your share, and die a gen­tle­man, and now, my cock, you’ve got to. Cap’n Smol­lett’s a fine sea­man, as I’ll own up to any day, but stiff on dis­ci­pline. ‘Dooty is dooty,’ says he, and right he is. Just you keep clear of the cap’n. The doc­tor him­self is gone dead again you—‘un­grate­ful scamp’ was what he said; and the short and long of the whole sto­ry is about here: You can’t go back to your own lot, for they won’t 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,” con­tin­ued Sil­ver, “though there you are, and you may lay to it. I’m all for ar­gy­ment; I nev­er seen good come out o’ threat­en­ing. If you like the ser­vice, well, you’ll jine; and if you don’t, Jim, why, you’re free to an­swer no—free and wel­come, 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: “Yes­ter­day morn­ing, Mr. Hawkins,” said he, “in the dog­watch, down came Doc­tor Livesey with a flag of truce. Says he: ‘Cap’n Sil­ver, you’re sold out. Ship’s gone!’ Well, maybe we’d been tak­ing a glass, and a song to help it round. I won’t say no. Least­ways, none of us had looked out. We looked out, and, by thun­der! the old ship was gone. I nev­er seen a pack o’ fools look fishi­er; and you may lay to that, if I tells you that I looked the fishi­est. ‘Well,’ says the doc­tor, ‘let’s bar­gain.’ We bar­gained, him and I, and here we are; stores, brandy, block­house, the fire­wood you was thought­ful enough to cut, and, in a man­ner of speak­ing, the whole blessed boat, from crosstrees to keel­son. As for them, they’ve tramped; I don’t know where’s they are.”

			He drew again qui­et­ly at his pipe.

			“And lest you should take it in­to that head of yours,” he went on, “that you was in­clud­ed in the treaty, here’s the last word that was said: ‘How many are you,’ says I, ‘to leave?’ ‘Four,’ says he—‘four, and one of us wound­ed. As for that boy, I don’t know where he is, con­found him,’ says he, ‘nor I don’t much care. We’re about sick of him.’ These was his words.”

			“Is that all?” I asked.

			“Well, it’s all you’re to hear, my son,” re­turned Sil­ver.

			“And now I am to choose?”

			“And now you are to choose, and you may lay to that,” said Sil­ver.

			“Well,” said I, “I am not such a fool but I know pret­ty well what I have to look for. Let the worst come to the worst, it’s lit­tle I care. I’ve seen too many die since I fell in with you. But there’s a thing or two I have to tell you,” I said, and by this time I was quite ex­cit­ed; “and the first is this: Here you are, in a bad way; ship lost, trea­sure lost, men lost; your whole busi­ness gone to wreck; and if you want to know who did it—it was I! I was in the ap­ple bar­rel the night we sight­ed land, and I heard you, John, and you, Dick John­son, and Hands, who is now at the bot­tom of the sea, and told ev­ery word you said be­fore the hour was out. And as for the schooner, it was I who cut her ca­ble, and it was I who killed the men you had aboard of her, and it was I who brought her where you’ll nev­er see her more, not one of you. The laugh’s on my side; I’ve had the top of this busi­ness from the first; I no more fear you than I fear a fly. Kill me, if you please, or spare me. But one thing I’ll say, and no more; if you spare me, by­gones are by­gones, and when you fel­lows are in court for pira­cy, I’ll save you all I can. It is for you to choose. Kill an­oth­er and do your­selves no good, or spare me and keep a wit­ness to save you from the gal­lows.”

			I stopped, for, I tell you, I was out of breath, and, to my won­der, not a man of them moved, but all sat star­ing at me like as many sheep. And while they were still star­ing I broke out again:

			“And now, Mr. Sil­ver,” I said, “I be­lieve you’re the best man here, and if things go to the worst, I’ll take it kind of you to let the doc­tor know the way I took it.”

			“I’ll bear it in mind,” said Sil­ver, with an ac­cent so cu­ri­ous that I could not, for the life of me, de­cide whether he were laugh­ing at my re­quest or had been fa­vor­ably af­fect­ed by my courage.

			“I’ll put one to that,” cried the old ma­hogany-faced sea­man—Mor­gan by name—whom I had seen in Long John’s pub­lic-house up­on the quays of Bris­tol. “It was him that knowed Black Dog.”

			“Well, and see here,” added the sea-cook, “I’ll put an­oth­er again to that, by thun­der! for it was this same boy that faked the chart from Bil­ly Bones. First and last we’ve split up­on Jim Hawkins!”

			“Then here goes!” said Mor­gan, with an oath.

			And he sprang up, draw­ing his knife as if he had been twen­ty.

			“Avast, there!” cried Sil­ver. “Who are you, Tom Mor­gan? Maybe you thought you were cap­tain here, per­haps. By the pow­ers, but I’ll teach you bet­ter! Cross me and you’ll go where many a good man’s gone be­fore you, first and last, these thir­ty year back—some to the yardarm, shiv­er my sides! and some by the board, and all to feed the fish­es. There’s nev­er a man looked me be­tween the eyes and seen a good day a’ter­ward, Tom Mor­gan, you may lay to that.”

			Mor­gan paused, but a hoarse mur­mur rose from the oth­ers.

			“Tom’s right,” said one.

			“I stood haz­ing long enough from one,” added an­oth­er. “I’ll be hanged if I’ll be hazed by you, John Sil­ver.”

			“Did any of you gen­tle­men want to have it out with me?” roared Sil­ver, bend­ing far for­ward from his po­si­tion on the keg, with his pipe still glow­ing in his right hand. “Put a name on what you’re at; you ain’t dumb, I reck­on. Him that wants shall get it. Have I lived this many years to have a son of a rum pun­cheon cock his hat athwart my hawser at the lat­ter end of it? You know the way; you’re all gen­tle­men o’ for­tune, by your ac­count. Well, I’m ready. Take a cut­lass, him that dares, and I’ll see the col­or of his in­side, crutch and all, be­fore that pipe’s emp­ty.”

			Not a man stirred; not a man an­swered.

			“That’s your sort, is it?” he added, re­turn­ing his pipe to his mouth. “Well, you’re a gay lot to look at, any­way. Not worth much to fight, you ain’t. P’r’aps you can un­der­stand King George’s Eng­lish. I’m cap’n here by ’lec­tion. I’m cap’n here be­cause I’m the best man by a long sea-mile. You won’t fight, as gen­tle­men o’ for­tune should; then, by thun­der, you’ll obey, and you may lay to it! I like that boy, now; I nev­er seen a bet­ter boy than that. He’s more a man than any pair of rats of you in this here house, and what I say is this: Let me see him that’ll lay a hand on him—that’s what I say, and you may lay to it.”

			There was a long pause af­ter this. I stood straight up against the wall, my heart still go­ing like a sledge­ham­mer, but with a ray of hope now shin­ing in my bo­som. Sil­ver leant back against the wall, his arms crossed, his pipe in the cor­ner of his mouth, as calm as though he had been in church; yet his eye kept wan­der­ing furtive­ly, and he kept the tail of it on his un­ruly fol­low­ers. They, on their part, drew grad­u­al­ly to­geth­er to­ward the far end of the block­house, and the low hiss of their whis­per­ing sound­ed in my ears con­tin­u­ous­ly, like a stream. One af­ter an­oth­er they would look up, and the red light of the torch would fall for a sec­ond on their ner­vous faces; but it was not to­ward me, it was to­ward Sil­ver that they turned their eyes.

			“You seem to have a lot to say,” re­marked Sil­ver, spit­ting far in­to the air. “Pipe up and let me hear it, or lay to.”

			“Ax your par­don, sir,” re­turned one of the men; “you’re pret­ty free with some of the rules, maybe you’ll kind­ly keep an eye up­on the rest. This crew’s dis­sat­is­fied; this crew don’t val­ly bul­ly­ing a mar­lin­spike; this crew has its rights like oth­er crews, I’ll make so free as that; and by your own rules I take it we can talk to­geth­er. I ax your par­don, sir, ac­knowl­edg­ing you for to be capt­ing at this present, but I claim my right and steps out­side for a coun­cil.”

			And with an elab­o­rate sea-salute this fel­low, a long, ill-look­ing, yel­low-eyed man of five-and-thir­ty, stepped cool­ly to­ward the door and dis­ap­peared out of the house. One af­ter an­oth­er the rest fol­lowed his ex­am­ple, each mak­ing a salute as he passed, each adding some apol­o­gy. “Ac­cord­ing to rules,” said one. “Foc’s’le coun­cil,” said Mor­gan. And so with one re­mark or an­oth­er, all marched out and left Sil­ver and me alone with the torch.

			The sea-cook in­stant­ly re­moved his pipe.

			“Now, look you here, Jim Hawkins,” he said in a steady whis­per that was no more than au­di­ble, “you’re with­in half a plank of death, and, what’s a long sight worse, of tor­ture. They’re go­ing to throw me off. But you mark, I stand by you through thick and thin. I didn’t mean to; no, not till you spoke up. I was about des­per­ate to lose that much blunt, and be hanged in­to the bar­gain. But I see you was the right sort. I says to my­self: You stand by Hawkins, John, and Hawkins’ll stand by you. You’re his last card, and by the liv­ing thun­der, John, he’s yours! Back to back, says I. You save your wit­ness and he’ll save your neck!”

			I be­gan dim­ly to un­der­stand.

			“You mean all’s lost?” I asked.

			“Ay, by gum, I do!” he an­swered. “Ship gone, neck gone—that’s the size of it. Once I looked in­to that bay, Jim Hawkins, and seen no schooner—well, I’m tough, but I gave out. As for that lot and their coun­cil, mark me, they’re out­right fools and cow­ards. I’ll save your life—if so be as I can—from them. But see here, Jim—tit for tat—you save Long John from swing­ing.”

			I was be­wil­dered; it seemed a thing so hope­less he was ask­ing—he, the old buc­ca­neer, the ring­leader through­out.

			“What I can do, that I’ll do,” I said.

			“It’s a bar­gain!” cried Long John. “You speak up plucky, and by thun­der, I’ve a chance.”

			He hob­bled to the torch, where it stood propped among the fire­wood, and took a fresh light to his pipe.

			“Un­der­stand me, Jim,” he said, re­turn­ing. “I’ve a head on my shoul­ders, I have. I’m on squire’s side now. I know you’ve got that ship safe some­wheres. How you done it I don’t know, but safe it is. I guess Hands and O’Brien turned soft. I nev­er much be­lieved in nei­ther of them. Now you mark me. I ask no ques­tions, nor I won’t let oth­ers. I know when a game’s up, I do; and I know a lad that’s stanch. Ah, you that’s young—you and me might have done a pow­er of good to­geth­er!”

			He drew some co­gnac from the cask in­to a tin can­nikin.

			“Will you taste, mess­mate?” he asked, and when I had re­fused, “Well, I’ll take a drain my­self, Jim,” said he. “I need a caulk­er, for there’s trou­ble on hand. And, talk­ing o’ trou­ble, why did that doc­tor give me the chart, Jim?”

			My face ex­pressed a won­der so un­af­fect­ed that he saw the need­less­ness of fur­ther ques­tions.

			“Ah, well, he did, though,” said he. “And there’s some­thing un­der that, no doubt—some­thing, sure­ly, un­der that, Jim—bad or good.”

			And he took an­oth­er swal­low of the brandy, shak­ing his great fair head like a man who looks for­ward to the worst.

		
	
		
			
				XXIX

				The Black Spot Again

			
			The coun­cil of the buc­ca­neers had last­ed some time, when one of them reen­tered the house, and with a rep­e­ti­tion of the same salute, which had in my eyes an iron­i­cal air, begged for a mo­ment’s loan of the torch. Sil­ver briefly agreed, and this emis­sary re­tired again, leav­ing us to­geth­er in the dark.

			“There’s a breeze com­ing, Jim,” said Sil­ver, who had by this time adopt­ed quite a friend­ly and fa­mil­iar tone.

			I turned to the loop­hole near­est me and looked out. The em­bers of the great fire had so far burned them­selves out, and now glowed so low and duski­ly, that I un­der­stood why these con­spir­a­tors de­sired a torch. About half­way down the slope to the stock­ade they were col­lect­ed in a group; one held the light; an­oth­er was on his knees in their midst, and I saw the blade of an open knife shine in his hand with vary­ing col­ors, in the moon and torch­light. The rest were all some­what stoop­ing, as though watch­ing the ma­neu­vers of this last. I could just make out that he had a book as well as a knife in his hand; and was still won­der­ing how any­thing so in­con­gru­ous had come in their pos­ses­sion, when the kneel­ing fig­ure rose once more to his feet, and the whole par­ty be­gan to move to­geth­er to­ward the house.

			“Here they come,” said I; and I re­turned to my for­mer po­si­tion, for it seemed be­neath my dig­ni­ty that they should find me watch­ing them.

			“Well, let ’em come, lad—let ’em come,” said Sil­ver, cheer­i­ly. “I’ve still a shot in my lock­er.”

			The door opened, and the five men, stand­ing hud­dled to­geth­er just in­side, pushed one of their num­ber for­ward. In any oth­er cir­cum­stances it would have been com­i­cal to see his slow ad­vance, hes­i­tat­ing as he set down each foot, but hold­ing his closed right hand in front of him.

			“Step up, lad,” cried Sil­ver. “I won’t eat you. Hand it over, lub­ber. I know the rules, I do; I won’t hurt a de­py­ta­tion.”

			Thus en­cour­aged the buc­ca­neer stepped forth more briskly, and hav­ing passed some­thing to Sil­ver, from hand to hand, slipped yet more smart­ly back again to his com­pan­ions.

			The sea-cook looked at what had been giv­en him.

			“The black spot! I thought so,” he ob­served. “Where might you have got the pa­per? Why, hel­lo! look here, now; this ain’t lucky! You’ve gone and cut this out of a Bible. What fool’s cut a Bible?”

			“Ah, there,” said Mor­gan, “there! Wot did I say? No good’ll come o’ that, I said.”

			“Well, you’ve about fixed it now, among you,” con­tin­ued Sil­ver. “You’ll all swing now, I reck­on. What soft-head­ed lub­ber had a Bible?”

			“It was Dick,” said one.

			“Dick, was it? Then Dick can get to prayers,” said Sil­ver. “He’s seen his slice of luck, has Dick, and you may lay to that.”

			But here the long man with the yel­low eyes struck in.

			“Be­lay that talk, John Sil­ver,” he said. “This crew has tipped you the black spot in full coun­cil, as in dooty bound; just you turn it over, as in dooty bound, and see what’s wrote there. Then you can talk.”

			“Thanky, George,” replied the sea-cook. “You al­ways was brisk for busi­ness, and has the rules by heart, George, as I’m pleased to see. Well, what is it, any­way? Ah! ‘De­posed’—that’s it, is it? Very pret­ty wrote, to be sure; like print, I swear. Your hand o’ write, George? Why, you was get­tin’ quite a leadin’ man in this here crew. You’ll be cap’n next, I shouldn’t won­der. Just oblige me with that torch again, will you? this pipe don’t draw.”

			“Come, now,” said George, “you don’t fool this crew no more. You’re a fun­ny man, by your ac­count; but you’re over now, and you’ll maybe step down off that bar­rel, and help vote.”

			“I thought you said you knowed the rules,” re­turned Sil­ver, con­temp­tu­ous­ly. “Least­ways, if you don’t, I do; and I wait here—and I’m still your cap’n, mind—till you outs with your griev­ances, and I re­ply; in the mean­time, your black spot ain’t worth a bis­cuit. Af­ter that we’ll see.”

			“Oh,” replied George, “you don’t be un­der no kind of ap­pre­hen­sion; we’re all square, we are. First, you’ve made a hash of this cruise—you’ll be a bold man to say no to that. Sec­ond, you let the en­e­my out o’ this here trap for noth­ing. Why did they want out? I dun­no, but it’s pret­ty plain they want­ed it. Third, you wouldn’t let us go at them up­on the march. Oh, we see through you, John Sil­ver; you want to play booty, that’s what’s wrong with you. And then, fourth, there’s this here boy.”

			“Is that all?” asked Sil­ver, qui­et­ly.

			“Enough, too,” re­tort­ed George. “We’ll all swing and sun-dry for your bungling.”

			“Well, now, look here, I’ll an­swer these four p’ints; one af­ter an­oth­er I’ll an­swer ’em. I made a hash o’ this cruise, did I? Well, now, you all know what I want­ed; and you all know, if that had been done, that we’d ’a’ been aboard the His­pan­io­la this night as ev­er was, ev­ery man of us alive, and fit, and full of good plum-duff, and the trea­sure in the hold of her, by thun­der! Well, who crossed me? Who forced my hand, as was the law­ful cap’n? Who tipped me the black spot the day we land­ed, and be­gan this dance? Ah, it’s a fine dance—I’m with you there—and looks mighty like a horn­pipe in a rope’s end at Ex­e­cu­tion Dock by Lon­don town, it does. But who done it? Why, it was An­der­son, and Hands, and you, George Mer­ry! And you’re the last above board of that same med­dling crew; and you have the Davy Jones in­so­lence to up and stand for cap’n over me—you, that sunk the lot of us! By the pow­ers! but this tops the stiffest yarn to noth­ing.”

			Sil­ver paused, and I could see by the faces of George and his late com­rades that these words had not been said in vain.

			“That’s for num­ber one,” cried the ac­cused, wip­ing the sweat from his brow, for he had been talk­ing with a ve­he­mence that shook the house. “Why, I give you my word, I’m sick to speak to you. You’ve nei­ther sense nor mem­o­ry, and I leave it to fan­cy where your moth­ers was that let you come to sea. Sea! Gen­tle­men o’ for­tune! I reck­on tai­lors is your trade.”

			“Go on, John,” said Mor­gan. “Speak up to the oth­ers.”

			“Ah, the oth­ers!” re­turned John. “They’re a nice lot, ain’t they? You say this cruise is bun­gled. Ah! by gum, if you could un­der­stand how bad it’s bun­gled, you would see! We’re that near the gib­bet that my neck’s stiff with think­ing on it. You’ve seen ’em, maybe, hanged in chains, birds about ’em, sea­men p’int­ing ’em out as they go down with the tide. ‘Who’s that?’ says one. ‘That! Why, that’s John Sil­ver. I knowed him well,’ says an­oth­er. And you can hear the chains a-jan­gle as you go about and reach for the oth­er buoy. Now, that’s about where we are, ev­ery moth­er’s son of us, thanks to him, and Hands, and An­der­son, and oth­er ru­ina­tion fools of you. And if you want to know about num­ber four, and that boy, why, shiv­er my tim­bers! isn’t he a hostage? Are we a-go­ing to waste a hostage? No, not us; he might be our last chance, and I shouldn’t won­der. Kill that boy? not me, mates! And num­ber three? Ah, well, there’s a deal to say to num­ber three. Maybe you don’t count it noth­ing to have a re­al col­lege doc­tor come to see you ev­ery day—you, John, with your head broke—or you, George Mer­ry, that had the ague shakes up­on you not six hours agone, and has your eyes the col­or of lemon peel to this same mo­ment on the clock? And maybe, per­haps, you didn’t know there was a con­sort com­ing, ei­ther? But there is, and not so long till then; and we’ll see who’ll be glad to have a hostage when it comes to that. And as for num­ber two, and why I made a bar­gain—well, you come crawl­ing on your knees to me to make it—on your knees you came, you was that down­heart­ed—and you’d have starved, too, if I hadn’t—but that’s a tri­fle! you look there—that’s why!”

			And he cast down up­on the floor a pa­per that I in­stant­ly rec­og­nized—none oth­er than the chart on yel­low pa­per, with the three red cross­es, that I had found in the oil­cloth at the bot­tom of the cap­tain’s chest. Why the doc­tor had giv­en it to him was more than I could fan­cy.

			But if it were in­ex­pli­ca­ble to me, the ap­pear­ance of the chart was in­cred­i­ble to the sur­viv­ing mu­ti­neers. They leaped up­on it like cats up­on a mouse. It went from hand to hand, one tear­ing it from an­oth­er; and by the oaths and the cries and the child­ish laugh­ter with which they ac­com­pa­nied their ex­am­i­na­tion, you would have thought, not on­ly they were fin­ger­ing the very gold, but were at sea with it, be­sides, in safe­ty.

			“Yes,” said one, “that’s Flint, sure enough. J. F., and a score be­low, with a close hitch to it, so he done ev­er.”

			“Mighty pret­ty,” said George. “But how are we to get away with it, and us no ship?”

			Sil­ver sud­den­ly sprang up, and sup­port­ing him­self with a hand against the wall: “Now, I give you warn­ing, George,” he cried. “One more word of your sauce, and I’ll call you down and fight you. How? Why, how do I know? You had ought to tell me that—you and the rest, that lost me my schooner, with your in­ter­fer­ence, burn you! But not you, you can’t; you ain’t got the in­ven­tion of a cock­roach. But civ­il you can speak, and shall, George Mer­ry, you may lay to that.”

			“That’s fair enow,” said the old man Mor­gan.

			“Fair! I reck­on so,” said the sea-cook. “You lost the ship; I found the trea­sure. Who’s the bet­ter man at that? And now I re­sign, by thun­der! Elect whom you please to be your cap’n now; I’m done with it.”

			“Sil­ver!” they cried. “Bar­be­cue for­ev­er! Bar­be­cue for cap’n!”

			“So that’s the toon, is it?” cried the cook. “George, I reck­on you’ll have to wait an­oth­er turn, friend, and lucky for you as I’m not a re­venge­ful man. But that was nev­er my way. And now, ship­mates, this black spot? ’Tain’t much good now, is it? Dick’s crossed his luck and spoiled his Bible, and that’s about all.”

			“It’ll do to kiss the book on still, won’t it?” growled Dick, who was ev­i­dent­ly un­easy at the curse he had brought up­on him­self.

			“A Bible with a bit cut out!” re­turned Sil­ver, de­ri­sive­ly. “Not it. It don’t bind no more’n a bal­lad-book.”

			“Don’t it, though?” cried Dick, with a sort of joy. “Well, I reck­on that’s worth hav­ing, too.”

			“Here, Jim—here’s a cur’os­i­ty for you,” said Sil­ver, and he tossed me the pa­per.

			It was a round about the size of a crown piece. One side was blank, for it had been the last leaf; the oth­er con­tained a verse or two of Rev­e­la­tion—these words among the rest, which struck sharply home up­on my mind: “With­out are dogs and mur­der­ers.” The print­ed side had been black­ened with wood ash, which al­ready be­gan to come off and soil my fin­gers; on the blank side had been writ­ten with the same ma­te­ri­al the one word “De­posed.” I have that cu­rios­i­ty be­side me at this mo­ment; but not a trace of writ­ing now re­mains be­yond a sin­gle scratch, such as a man might make with his thumb­nail.

			That was the end of the night’s busi­ness. Soon af­ter, with a drink all round, we lay down to sleep, and the out­side of Sil­ver’s vengeance was to put George Mer­ry up for sen­tinel, and threat­en him with death if he should prove un­faith­ful.

			It was long ere I could close an eye, and heav­en knows I had mat­ter enough for thought in the man whom I had slain that af­ter­noon, in my own most per­ilous po­si­tion, and, above all, in the re­mark­able game that I saw Sil­ver now en­gaged up­on—keep­ing the mu­ti­neers to­geth­er with one hand, and grasp­ing, with the oth­er, af­ter ev­ery means, pos­si­ble and im­pos­si­ble, to make his peace and save his mis­er­able life. He him­self slept peace­ful­ly, and snored aloud; yet my heart was sore for him, wicked as he was, to think on the dark per­ils that en­vi­roned, and the shame­ful gib­bet that await­ed him.

		
	
		
			
				XXX

				On Pa­role

			
			I was wak­ened—in­deed, we were all wak­ened, for I could see even the sen­tinel shake him­self to­geth­er from where he had fall­en against the door­post—by a clear, hearty voice hail­ing us from the mar­gin of the wood:

			“Block­house, ahoy!” it cried. “Here’s the doc­tor.”

			And the doc­tor it was. Al­though I was glad to hear the sound, yet my glad­ness was not with­out ad­mix­ture. I re­mem­bered with con­fu­sion my in­sub­or­di­nate and stealthy con­duct; and when I saw where it had brought me—among what com­pan­ions and sur­round­ed by what dan­gers—I felt ashamed to look him in the face.

			He must have risen in the dark, for the day had hard­ly come; and when I ran to a loop­hole and looked out, I saw him stand­ing, like Sil­ver once be­fore, up to the mid-leg in creep­ing va­por.

			“You, doc­tor! Top o’ the morn­ing to you, sir!” cried Sil­ver, broad awake and beam­ing with good na­ture in a mo­ment. “Bright and ear­ly, to be sure; and it’s the ear­ly bird, as the say­ing goes, that gets the ra­tions. George, shake up your tim­bers, son, and help Doc­tor Livesey over the ship’s side. All a-doin’ well, your pa­tients was—all well and mer­ry.”

			So he pat­tered on, stand­ing on the hill­top, with his crutch un­der his el­bow, and one hand up­on the side of the log-house—quite the old John in voice, man­ner, and ex­pres­sion.

			“We’ve quite a sur­prise for you, too, sir,” he con­tin­ued. “We’ve a lit­tle stranger here—he! he! A noo board­er and lodger, sir, and look­ing fit and taut as a fid­dle; slep’ like a su­per­car­go, he did, right along­side of John—stem to stem we was, all night.”

			Doc­tor Livesey was by this time across the stock­ade and pret­ty near the cook, and I could hear the al­ter­ation in his voice as he said:

			“Not Jim?”

			“The very same Jim as ev­er was,” says Sil­ver.

			The doc­tor stopped out­right, al­though he did not speak, and it was some sec­onds be­fore he seemed able to move on.

			“Well, well,” he said at last, “du­ty first and plea­sure af­ter­wards, as you might have said your­self, Sil­ver. Let us over­haul these pa­tients of yours.”

			A mo­ment af­ter­wards he had en­tered the block­house, and, with one grim nod to me, pro­ceed­ed with his work among the sick. He seemed un­der no ap­pre­hen­sion, though he must have known that his life, among these treach­er­ous demons, de­pend­ed on a hair, and he rat­tled on to his pa­tients as if he were pay­ing an or­di­nary pro­fes­sion­al vis­it in a qui­et Eng­lish fam­i­ly. His man­ner, I sup­pose, re­act­ed on the men, for they be­haved to him as if noth­ing had oc­curred—as if he were still ship’s doc­tor, and they still faith­ful hands be­fore the mast.

			“You’re do­ing well, my friend,” he said to the fel­low with the ban­daged head, “and if ev­er any per­son had a close shave, it was you; your head must be as hard as iron. Well, George, how goes it? You’re a pret­ty col­or, cer­tain­ly; why, your liv­er, man, is up­side down. Did you take that medicine? Did he take that medicine, men?”

			“Ay, ay, sir, he took it sure enough,” re­turned Mor­gan.

			“Be­cause, you see, since I am mu­ti­neers’ doc­tor, or prison doc­tor, as I pre­fer to call it,” says Doc­tor Livesey, in his pleas­an­test way, “I make it a point of hon­or not to lose a man for King George (God bless him!) and the gal­lows.”

			The rogues looked at each oth­er, but swal­lowed the home-thrust in si­lence.

			“Dick don’t feel well, sir,” said one.

			“Don’t he?” replied the doc­tor. “Well, step up here, Dick, and let me see your tongue. No, I should be sur­prised if he did; the man’s tongue is fit to fright­en the French. An­oth­er fever.”

			“Ah, there,” said Mor­gan, “that comed of sp’il­ing Bibles.”

			“That comed—as you call it—of be­ing ar­rant ass­es,” re­tort­ed the doc­tor, “and not hav­ing sense enough to know hon­est air from poi­son, and the dry land from a vile, pes­tif­er­ous slough. I think it most prob­a­ble—though, of course, it’s on­ly an opin­ion—that you’ll all have the deuce to pay be­fore you get that malar­ia out of your sys­tems. Camp in a bog, would you? Sil­ver, I’m sur­prised at you. You’re less of a fool than many, take you all round; but you don’t ap­pear to me to have the rudi­ments of a no­tion of the rules of health.

			“Well,” he added, af­ter he had dosed them round, and they had tak­en his pre­scrip­tions, with re­al­ly laugh­able hu­mil­i­ty, more like char­i­ty school­child­ren than blood-guilty mu­ti­neers and pi­rates, “well, that’s done for to­day. And now I should wish to have a talk with that boy, please.”

			And he nod­ded his head in my di­rec­tion care­less­ly.

			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 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 hon­or as a young gen­tle­man—for a young gen­tle­man you are, al­though poor born—your word of hon­or 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 doc­tor 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 him a huge pre­pon­der­ance on their minds. He called them all the fools and dolts you can imag­ine, said it was nec­es­sary I should talk to the doc­tor, flut­tered the chart in their faces, asked them if they could af­ford to break the treaty the very day they were bound a-trea­sure-hunt­ing.

			“No, by thun­der!” he cried, “it’s us must break the treaty when the time comes; and till then I’ll gam­mon that doc­tor, if I have to ile his boots with brandy.”

			And then he bade them get the fire lit, and stalked out up­on his crutch, with his hand on my shoul­der, leav­ing them in a dis­ar­ray, and si­lenced by his vol­u­bil­i­ty rather than con­vinced.

			“Slow, lad, slow,” he said. “They might round up­on us in a twin­kle of an eye if we was seen to hur­ry.”

			Very de­lib­er­ate­ly, then, did we ad­vance across the sand to where the doc­tor await­ed us on the oth­er side of the stock­ade, and as soon as we were with­in easy speak­ing dis­tance, Sil­ver stopped.

			“You’ll make a note of this here al­so, doc­tor,” said he, “and the boy’ll tell you how I saved his life, and were de­posed for it, too, and you may lay to that. Doc­tor, when a man’s steer­ing as near to the wind as me—play­ing chuck-far­thing with the last breath in his body, like—you wouldn’t think it too much, may­hap, to give him one good word! You’ll please bear in mind it’s not my life on­ly now—it’s that boy’s in­to the bar­gain; and you’ll speak me fair, doc­tor, and give me a bit o’ hope to go on, for the sake of mer­cy.”

			Sil­ver was a changed man, once he was out there and had his back to his friends and the block­house; his cheeks seemed to have fall­en in, his voice trem­bled; nev­er was a soul more dead in earnest.

			“Why, John, you’re not afraid?” asked Doc­tor Livesey.

			“Doc­tor, I’m no cow­ard; no, not I—not so much!” and he snapped his fin­gers. “If I was I wouldn’t say it. But I’ll own up fair­ly, I’ve the shakes up­on me for the gal­lows. You’re a good man and a true; I nev­er seen a bet­ter man! And you’ll not for­get what I done good, not any more than you’ll for­get the bad, I know. And I step aside—see here—and leave you and Jim alone. And you’ll put that down for me, too, for it’s a long stretch, is that!”

			So say­ing, he stepped back a lit­tle way till he was out of earshot, and there sat down up­on a tree-stump and be­gan to whis­tle, spin­ning round now and again up­on his seat so as to com­mand a sight, some­times of me and the doc­tor, and some­times of his un­ruly ruf­fi­ans as they went to and fro in the sand, be­tween the fire—which they were busy rekin­dling—and the house, from which they brought forth pork and bread to make the break­fast.

			“So, Jim,” said the doc­tor, sad­ly, “here you are. As you have brewed, so shall you drink, my boy. Heav­en knows I can­not find it in my heart to blame you; but this much I will say, be it kind or un­kind: when Cap­tain Smol­lett was well you dared not have gone off, and when he was ill, and couldn’t help it by George, it was down­right cow­ard­ly!”

			I will own that I here be­gan to weep. “Doc­tor,” I said, “you might spare me. I have blamed my­self enough; my life’s for­feit any­way, and I should have been dead now if Sil­ver hadn’t stood for me; and, doc­tor, be­lieve this, I can die—and I dare say I de­serve it—but what I fear is tor­ture. If they come to tor­ture me—”

			“Jim,” the doc­tor in­ter­rupt­ed, and his voice was quite changed, “Jim, I can’t have this. Whip over, and we’ll run for it.”

			“Doc­tor,” said I, “I passed my word.”

			“I know, I know,” he cried. “We can’t help that, Jim, now. I’ll take it on my shoul­ders, ho­lus-bo­lus, blame and shame, my boy; but stay here, I can­not let you. Jump! One jump and you’re out, and we’ll run for it like an­telopes.”

			“No,” I replied, “you know right well you wouldn’t do the thing your­self; nei­ther you, nor squire, nor cap­tain, and no more will I. Sil­ver trust­ed me; I passed my word, and back I go. But, doc­tor, you did not let me fin­ish. If they come to tor­ture me, I might let slip a word of where the ship is; for I got the ship, part by luck and part by risk­ing, and she lies in North In­let, on the south­ern beach, and just be­low high wa­ter. At half-tide she must be high and dry.”

			“The ship!” ex­claimed the doc­tor.

			Rapid­ly I de­scribed to him my ad­ven­tures, and he heard me out in si­lence.

			“There’s a kind of fate in this,” he ob­served, when I had done. “Ev­ery step it’s you that save our lives, and do you sup­pose by any chance that we are go­ing to let you lose yours? That would be a poor re­turn, my boy. You found out the plot; you found Ben Gunn—the best deed that ev­er you did, or will do, though you live to nine­ty. Oh, by Jupiter! and talk­ing of Ben Gunn, why, this is the mis­chief in per­son. Sil­ver!” he cried, “Sil­ver! I’ll give you a piece of ad­vice,” he con­tin­ued, as the cook drew near again; “don’t you be in any great hur­ry af­ter that trea­sure.”

			“Why, sir, I do my pos­si­ble, which that ain’t,” said Sil­ver. “I can on­ly, ask­ing your par­don, save my life and the boy’s by seek­ing for that trea­sure; and you may lay to that.”

			“Well, Sil­ver,” replied the doc­tor, “if that is so, I’ll go one step far­ther; look out for squalls when you find it!”

			“Sir,” said Sil­ver, “as be­tween man and man, that’s too much and too lit­tle. What you’re af­ter, why you left the block­house, why you’ve giv­en me that there chart, I don’t know, now, do I? and yet I done your bid­ding with my eyes shut and nev­er a word of hope! But no, this here’s too much. If you won’t tell me what you mean plain out, just say so, and I’ll leave the helm.”

			“No,” said the doc­tor, mus­ing­ly, “I’ve no right to say more; it’s not my se­cret, you see, Sil­ver, or, I give you my word, I’d tell it you. But I’ll go as far with you as I dare go, and a step be­yond, for I’ll have my wig sort­ed by the cap­tain, or I’m mis­tak­en! And first, I’ll give you a bit of hope. Sil­ver, if we both get out alive out of this wolf-trap, I’ll do my best to save you, short of per­jury.”

			Sil­ver’s face was ra­di­ant. “You couldn’t say more, I am sure, sir, not if you was my moth­er,” he cried.

			“Well, that’s my first con­ces­sion,” added the doc­tor. “My sec­ond is a piece of ad­vice. Keep the boy close be­side you, and when you need help, hal­loo. I’m off to seek it for you, and that it­self will show you if I speak at ran­dom. Good­bye, Jim.”

			And Doc­tor Livesey shook hands with me through the stock­ade, nod­ded to Sil­ver, and set off at a brisk pace in­to the wood.

		
	
		
			
				XXXI

				The Trea­sure-Hunt—Flint’s Point­er

			
			“Jim,” said Sil­ver, when we were alone, “if I saved your life, you saved mine, and I’ll not for­get it. I seen the doc­tor wav­ing you to run for it—with the tail of my eye, I did—and I seen you say no, as plain as hear­ing. Jim, that’s one to you. This is the first glint of hope I had since the at­tack failed, and I owe it to you. And now, Jim, we’re to go in for this here trea­sure-hunt­ing, with sealed or­ders, too, and I don’t like it; and you and me must stick close, back to back like, and we’ll save our necks in spite o’ fate and for­tune.”

			Just then a man hailed us from the fire that break­fast was ready, and we were soon seat­ed here and there about the sand over bis­cuit and fried junk. They had light­ed a fire fit to roast an ox; and it was now grown so hot that they could on­ly ap­proach it from the wind­ward, and even there not with­out pre­cau­tion. In the same waste­ful spir­it, they had cooked, I sup­pose, three times more than we could eat; and one of them, with an emp­ty laugh, threw what was left in­to the fire, which blazed and roared again over this un­usu­al fu­el. I nev­er in my life saw men so care­less of the mor­row; hand to mouth is the on­ly word that can de­scribe their way of do­ing; and what with wast­ed food and sleep­ing sen­tries, though they were bold enough for a brush and be done with it, I could see their en­tire un­fit­ness for any­thing like a pro­longed cam­paign.

			Even Sil­ver, eat­ing away, with Cap­tain Flint up­on his shoul­der, had not a word of blame for their reck­less­ness. And this the more sur­prised me, for I thought he had nev­er showed him­self so cun­ning as he did then.

			“Ay, mates,” said he, “it’s lucky you have Bar­be­cue to think for you with this here head. I got what I want­ed, I did. Sure enough, they have the ship. Where they have it, I don’t know yet; but once we hit the trea­sure, we’ll have to jump about and find out. And then, mates, us that has the boats, I reck­on, has the up­per hand.”

			Thus he kept run­ning on, with his mouth full of the hot ba­con; thus he re­stored their hope and con­fi­dence, and, I more than sus­pect, re­paired his own at the same time.

			“As for hostage,” he con­tin­ued, “that’s his last talk, I guess, with them he loves so dear. I’ve got my piece o’ news, and thanky to him for that; but it’s over and done. I’ll take him in a line when we go trea­sure-hunt­ing, for we’ll keep him like so much gold, in case of ac­ci­dents, you mark, and in the mean­time. Once we got the ship and trea­sure both, and off to sea like jol­ly com­pan­ions, why, then we’ll talk Mr. Hawkins over, we will, and we’ll give him his share, to be sure, for all his kind­ness.”

			It was no won­der the men were in a good hu­mor now. For my part, I was hor­ri­bly cast down. Should the scheme he had now sketched prove fea­si­ble, Sil­ver, al­ready dou­bly a traitor, would not hes­i­tate to adopt it. He had still a foot in ei­ther camp, and there was no doubt he would pre­fer wealth and free­dom with the pi­rates to a bare es­cape from hang­ing, which was the best he had to hope on our side.

			Nay, and even if things so fell out that he was forced to keep his faith with Doc­tor Livesey, even then what dan­ger lay be­fore us! What a mo­ment that would be when the sus­pi­cions of his fol­low­ers turned to cer­tain­ty, and he and I should have to fight for dear life—he, a crip­ple, and I, a boy—against five strong and ac­tive sea­men!

			Add to this dou­ble ap­pre­hen­sion the mys­tery that still hung over the be­hav­ior of my friends; their un­ex­plained de­ser­tion of the stock­ade; their in­ex­pli­ca­ble ces­sion of the chart; or, hard­er still to un­der­stand, the doc­tor’s last warn­ing to Sil­ver, “Look out for squalls when you find it”; and you will read­i­ly be­lieve how lit­tle taste I found in my break­fast, and with how un­easy a heart I set forth be­hind my cap­tors on the quest for trea­sure.

			We made a cu­ri­ous fig­ure, had any­one been there to see us; all in soiled sailor clothes, and all but me armed to the teeth. Sil­ver had two guns slung about him, one be­fore and one be­hind—be­sides the great cut­lass at his waist, and a pis­tol in each pock­et of his square-tailed coat. To com­plete his strange ap­pear­ance, Cap­tain Flint sat perched up­on his shoul­der and gab­bled odds and ends of pur­pose­less sea-talk. I had a line about my waist, and fol­lowed obe­di­ent­ly af­ter the sea-cook, who held the loose end of the rope, now in his free hand, now be­tween his pow­er­ful teeth. For all the world, I was led like a danc­ing bear.

			The oth­er men were var­i­ous­ly bur­dened; some car­ry­ing picks and shov­els—for that had been the very first nec­es­sary they brought ashore from the His­pan­io­la—oth­ers laden with pork, bread, and brandy for the mid­day meal. All the stores, I ob­served, came from our stock, and I could see the truth of Sil­ver’s words the night be­fore. Had he not struck a bar­gain with the doc­tor, he and his mu­ti­neers, de­sert­ed by the ship, must have been driv­en to sub­sist on clear wa­ter, and the pro­ceeds of their hunt­ing. Wa­ter would have been lit­tle to their taste; a sailor is not usu­al­ly a good shot; and, be­sides all that, when they were so short of eat­a­bles, it was not like­ly they would be very flush of pow­der.

			Well, thus equipped, we all set out—even the fel­low with the bro­ken head, who should cer­tain­ly have kept in shad­ow—and strag­gled, one af­ter an­oth­er, to the beach, where the two gigs await­ed us. Even these bore trace of the drunk­en fol­ly of the pi­rates, one in a bro­ken thwart, and both in their mud­died and un­bailed con­di­tion. Both were to be car­ried along with us, for the sake of safe­ty; and so, with our num­bers di­vid­ed be­tween them, we set forth up­on the bo­som of the an­chor­age.

			As we pulled over, there was some dis­cus­sion on the chart. The red cross was, of course, far too large to be a guide; and the terms of the note on the back, as you will hear, ad­mit­ted of some am­bi­gu­i­ty. They ran, the read­er may re­mem­ber, thus:

			
				“Tall tree, Spy-glass shoul­der, bear­ing a point to the N. of N. N. E.

				“Skele­ton Is­land E. S. E. and by E.

				“Ten feet.”

			

			A tall tree was thus the prin­ci­pal mark. Now, right be­fore 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 to­ward the south in­to the rough, cliffy em­i­nence called the Mizzen­mast 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 neigh­bors, 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 fa­vorite of his own ere we were half­way 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, marsh 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-scent­ed 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 of the pines, and the first min­gled their spice with the aro­ma of the oth­ers. The air, be­sides, was fresh and stir­ring, and this, un­der the sheer sun­beams, was a won­der­ful re­fresh­ment to our sens­es.

			The par­ty spread it­self abroad, in a fan shape, shout­ing and leap­ing to and fro. About the cen­ter, and a good way be­hind the rest, Sil­ver and I fol­lowed—I teth­ered by my rope, he plow­ing, with deep pants, among the slid­ing grav­el. From time to time, in­deed, I had to lend him a hand, or he must have missed his foot­ing and fall­en back­ward down the hill.

			We had thus pro­ceed­ed for about half a mile, and were ap­proach­ing the brow of the plateau, when the man up­on the far­thest left be­gan to cry aloud, as if in ter­ror. Shout af­ter shout came from him, and the oth­ers be­gan to run in his di­rec­tion.

			“He can’t ’a’ found the trea­sure,” said old Mor­gan, hur­ry­ing past us from the right, “for that’s clean atop.”

			In­deed, as we found when we al­so reached the spot, it was some­thing very dif­fer­ent. At the foot of a pret­ty big pine, and in­volved in a green creep­er, which had even part­ly lift­ed some of the small­er bones, a hu­man skele­ton lay, with a few shreds of cloth­ing, on the ground. I be­lieve a chill struck for a mo­ment to ev­ery heart.

			“He was a sea­man,” said George Mer­ry, who, bold­er than the rest, had gone up close, and was ex­am­in­ing the rags of cloth­ing. “Least­ways, this is good sea-cloth.”

			“Ay, ay,” said Sil­ver, “like enough; you wouldn’t look to find a bish­op here, I reck­on. But what sort of a way is that for bones to lie? ’Tain’t in natur’.”

			In­deed, on a sec­ond glance, it seemed im­pos­si­ble to fan­cy that the body was in a nat­u­ral po­si­tion. But for some dis­ar­ray (the work, per­haps, of the birds that had fed up­on him, or of the slow-grow­ing creep­er that had grad­u­al­ly en­veloped his re­mains) 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.

			“I’ve tak­en a no­tion in­to my old num­skull,” ob­served Sil­ver. “Here’s the com­pass; there’s the tip-top p’int of Skele­ton Is­land, stickin’ out like a tooth. Just take a bear­ing, will you, along the line of them bones.”

			It was done. The body point­ed straight in the di­rec­tion of the is­land, and the com­pass read du­ly E. S. E. by E.

			“I thought so,” cried the cook; “this here is a p’in­ter. Right up there is our line for the Pole Star and the jol­ly dol­lars. But, by thun­der! if it don’t make me cold in­side to think of Flint. This is one of his jokes, and no mis­take. Him and these six was alone here; he killed ’em, ev­ery man; and this one he hauled here and laid down by com­pass, shiv­er my tim­bers! They’re long bones, and the hair’s been yel­low. Ay, that would be Al­lardyce. You mind Al­lardyce, Tom Mor­gan?”

			“Ay, ay,” re­turned Mor­gan, “I mind him; he owed me mon­ey, he did, and took my knife ashore with him.”

			“Speak­ing of knives,” said an­oth­er, “why don’t we find his’n ly­ing round? Flint warn’t the man to pick a sea­man’s pock­et; and the birds, I guess, would leave it be.”

			“By the pow­ers and that’s true!” cried Sil­ver.

			“There ain’t a thing left here,” said Mer­ry, still feel­ing round among the bones; “not a cop­per doit nor a bac­cy box. It don’t look nat’ral to me.”

			“No, by gum, it don’t,” agreed Sil­ver; “not nat’ral, nor not nice, says you. Great guns, mess­mates, but if Flint was liv­ing this would be a hot spot for you and me! Six they were, and six are we; and bones is what they are now.”

			“I saw him dead with these here dead­lights,” said Mor­gan. “Bil­ly took me in. There he laid, with pen­ny-pieces on his eyes.”

			“Dead—ay, sure enough he’s dead and gone be­low,” said the fel­low with the ban­dage; “but if ev­er sper­rit walked it would be Flint’s. Dear heart, but he died bad, did Flint!”

			“Ay, that he did,” ob­served an­oth­er; “now he raged and now he hollered for the rum, and now he sang. ‘Fif­teen Men’ were his on­ly song, mates; and I tell you true, I nev­er right­ly liked to hear it since. It was main hot and the windy was open, and I hear that old song comin’ out as clear as clear—and the death-haul on the man al­ready.”

			“Come, come,” said Sil­ver, “stow this talk. He’s dead, and he don’t walk, that I know; least­ways he won’t walk by day, and you may lay to that. Care killed a cat. Fetch ahead for the dou­bloons.”

			We start­ed, cer­tain­ly, but in spite of the hot sun and the star­ing day­light, the pi­rates no longer ran sep­a­rate and shout­ing through the wood, but kept side by side and spoke with bat­ed breath. The ter­ror of the dead buc­ca­neer had fall­en on their spir­its.

		
	
		
			
				XXXII

				The Trea­sure-Hunt—The Voice Among the Trees

			
			Part­ly from the damp­ing in­flu­ence of this alarm, part­ly to rest Sil­ver and the sick folk, the whole par­ty sat down as soon as they had gained the brow of the as­cent.

			The plateau be­ing some­what tilt­ed to­ward the west, this spot on which we had paused com­mand­ed a wide prospect on ei­ther hand. Be­fore us, over the tree­tops, we be­held the Cape of the Woods fringed with surf; be­hind, we not on­ly looked down up­on the an­chor­age and Skele­ton Is­land, but saw—clear across the spit and the east­ern low­lands—a great field of open sea up­on the east. Sheer above us rose the Spy-glass, here dot­ted with sin­gle pines, there black with precipices. There was no sound but that of the dis­tant break­ers mount­ing from all around, and the chirp of count­less in­sects in the brush. Not a man, not a sail up­on the sea; the very large­ness of the view in­creased the sense of soli­tude.

			Sil­ver, as he sat, took cer­tain bear­ings with his com­pass.

			“There are three ‘tall trees,’ ” said he, “about in the right line from Skele­ton Is­land. ‘Spy-glass Shoul­der,’ I take it, means that low­er p’int there. It’s child’s play to find the stuff now. I’ve half a mind to dine first.”

			“I don’t feel sharp,” growled Mor­gan. “Thinkin’ o’ Flint—I think it were—as done me.”

			“Ah, well, my son, you praise your stars he’s dead,” said Sil­ver.

			“He was an ug­ly dev­il,” cried a third pi­rate, with a shud­der; “that blue in the face, too!”

			“That was how the rum took him,” added Mer­ry. “Blue! well I reck­on he was blue. That’s a true word.”

			Ev­er since they had found the skele­ton and got up­on this train of thought, they had spo­ken low­er and low­er, and they had al­most got to whis­per­ing by now, so that the sound of their talk hard­ly in­ter­rupt­ed the si­lence of the wood. All of a sud­den, out of the mid­dle of the trees in 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 rum!”
				

			

			I nev­er have seen men more dread­ful­ly af­fect­ed than the pi­rates. The col­or went from their six faces like en­chant­ment; some leaped to their feet, some clawed hold of oth­ers; Mor­gan grov­eled on the ground.

			“It’s Flint, by ———!” cried Mer­ry.

			The song had stopped as sud­den­ly as it be­gan—bro­ken off, you would have said, in the mid­dle of a note, as though some­one had laid his hand up­on the singer’s mouth. Com­ing so far through the clear, sun­ny at­mos­phere among the green tree­tops, I thought it had sound­ed air­i­ly and sweet­ly, and the ef­fect on my com­pan­ions was the stranger.

			“Come,” said Sil­ver, strug­gling with his ashen lips to get the word out, “that won’t do. Stand by to go about. This is a rum start, and I can’t name the voice, but it’s some­one sky­lark­ing—some­one that’s flesh and blood, and you may lay to that.”

			His courage had come back as he spoke, and some of the col­or to his face along with it. Al­ready the oth­ers had be­gun to lend an ear to this en­cour­age­ment, and were com­ing a lit­tle to them­selves, when the same voice broke out again—not this time singing, but in a faint, dis­tant hail, that echoed yet fainter among the clefts of the Spy-glass.

			“Dar­by M’Graw,” it wailed—for that is the word that best de­scribes the sound—“Dar­by M’Graw! Dar­by M’Graw!” again and again and again; and then ris­ing a lit­tle high­er, and with an oath that I leave out: “Fetch aft the rum, Dar­by!”

			The buc­ca­neers re­mained root­ed to the ground, their eyes start­ing from their heads. Long af­ter the voice had died away they still stared in si­lence, dread­ful­ly, be­fore them.

			“That fix­es it!” gasped one. “Let’s go.”

			“They was his last words,” moaned Mor­gan, “his last words above­board.”

			Dick had his Bible out and was pray­ing vol­ubly. He had been well brought up, had Dick, be­fore he came to sea and fell among bad com­pan­ions.

			Still, Sil­ver was un­con­quered. I could hear his teeth rat­tle in his head, but he had not yet sur­ren­dered.

			“No­body in this here is­land ev­er heard of Dar­by,” he mut­tered; “not one but us that’s here.” And then, mak­ing a great ef­fort: “Ship­mates,” he cried, “I’m here to get that stuff, and I’ll not be beat by man nor dev­il. I nev­er was feared of Flint in his life, and, by the pow­ers, I’ll face him dead. There’s sev­en hun­dred thou­sand pound not a quar­ter of a mile from here. When did ev­er a gen­tle­man o’ for­tune show his stern to that much dol­lars for a boozy old sea­man with a blue mug—and him dead, too?”

			But there was no sign of reawak­en­ing courage in his fol­low­ers; rather, in­deed, of grow­ing ter­ror at the ir­rev­er­ence of his words.

			“Be­lay there, John!” said Mer­ry. “Don’t you cross a sper­rit.”

			And the rest were all too ter­ri­fied to re­ply. They would have run away sev­er­al­ly had they dared, but fear kept them to­geth­er, and kept them close by John, as if his dar­ing helped them. He, on his part, had pret­ty well fought his weak­ness down.

			“Sper­rit? Well, maybe,” he said. “But there’s one thing not clear to me. There was an echo. Now, no man ev­er seen a sper­rit with a shad­ow. Well, then, what’s he do­ing with an echo to him, I should like to know? That ain’t in natur’, sure­ly.”

			This ar­gu­ment seemed weak enough to me. But you can nev­er tell what will af­fect the su­per­sti­tious, and, to my won­der, George Mer­ry was great­ly re­lieved.

			“Well, that’s so,” he said. “You’ve a head up­on your shoul­ders, John, and no mis­take. ’Bout ship, mates! This here crew is on a wrong tack, I do be­lieve. And come to think on it, it was like Flint’s voice, I grant you, but not just so clear away like it, af­ter all. It was lik­er some­body else’s voice now—it was lik­er—”

			“By the pow­ers, Ben Gunn!” roared Sil­ver.

			“Ay, and so it were,” cried Mor­gan, spring­ing on his knees. “Ben Gunn it were!”

			“It don’t make much odds, do it, now?” asked Dick. “Ben Gunn’s not here in the body, any more’n Flint.”

			But the old­er hands greet­ed this re­mark with scorn.

			“Why, no­body minds Ben Gunn,” cried Mer­ry; “dead or alive, no­body minds him!”

			It was ex­tra­or­di­nary how their spir­its had re­turned, and how the nat­u­ral col­or had re­vived in their faces. Soon they were chat­ting to­geth­er, with in­ter­vals of lis­ten­ing; and not long af­ter, hear­ing no fur­ther sound, they shoul­dered the tools and set forth again, Mer­ry walk­ing first with Sil­ver’s com­pass to keep them on the right line with Skele­ton Is­land. He had said the truth; dead or alive, no­body mind­ed Ben Gunn.

			Dick alone still held his Bible, and looked around him as he went, with fear­ful glances; but he found no sym­pa­thy, and Sil­ver even joked him on his pre­cau­tions.

			“I told you,” said he, “I told you you had sp’iled your Bible. If it ain’t no good to swear by, what do you sup­pose a sper­rit would give for it? Not that!” and he snapped his big fin­gers, halt­ing a mo­ment on his crutch.

			But Dick was not to be com­fort­ed; in­deed, it was soon plain to me that the lad was fall­ing sick; has­tened by heat, ex­haus­tion, and the shock of his alarm, the fever, pre­dict­ed by Doc­tor Livesey, was ev­i­dent­ly grow­ing swift­ly high­er.

			It was fine open walk­ing here, up­on the sum­mit; our way lay a lit­tle down­hill, for, as I have said, the plateau tilt­ed to­ward the west. The pines, great and small, grew wide apart; and even be­tween the clumps of nut­meg and aza­lea, wide open spa­ces baked in the hot sun­shine. Strik­ing, as we did, pret­ty near north­west across the is­land, we drew, on the one hand, ev­er near­er un­der the shoul­ders of the Spy-glass, and on the oth­er, looked ev­er wider over that west­ern bay where I had once tossed and trem­bled in the cor­a­cle.

			The first of the tall trees was reached, and by the bear­ing, proved the wrong one. So with the sec­ond. The third rose near­ly two hun­dred feet in­to the air above a clump of un­der­wood; a gi­ant of a veg­etable, with a red col­umn as big as a cot­tage, and a wide shad­ow around in which a com­pa­ny could have ma­neu­vered. It was con­spic­u­ous far to sea, both on the east and west, and might have been en­tered as a sail­ing mark up­on the chart.

			But it was not its size that now im­pressed my com­pan­ions; it was the knowl­edge that sev­en hun­dred thou­sand pounds in gold lay some­where buried be­low its spread­ing shad­ow. The thought of the mon­ey, as they drew near­er, swal­lowed up their pre­vi­ous ter­rors. Their eyes burned in their heads; their feet grew speed­i­er and lighter; their whole soul was bound up in that for­tune, that whole life­time of ex­trav­a­gance and plea­sure, that lay wait­ing there for each of them.

			Sil­ver hob­bled, grunt­ing, on his crutch; his nos­trils stood out and quiv­ered; he cursed like a mad­man when the flies set­tled on his hot and shiny coun­te­nance; he plucked fu­ri­ous­ly at the line that held me to him, and, from time to time, turned his eyes up­on me with a dead­ly look. Cer­tain­ly he took no pains to hide his thoughts; and cer­tain­ly I read them like print. In the im­me­di­ate near­ness of the gold, all else had been for­got­ten; his prom­ise and the doc­tor’s warn­ing were both things of the past; and I could not doubt that he hoped to seize up­on the trea­sure, find and board the His­pan­io­la un­der cov­er of night, cut ev­ery hon­est throat about that is­land, and sail away as he had at first in­tend­ed, laden with crimes and rich­es.

			Shak­en as I was with these alarms, it was hard for me to keep up with the rapid pace of the trea­sure-hunters. Now and again I stum­bled, and it was then that Sil­ver plucked so rough­ly at the rope and launched at me his mur­der­ous glances. Dick, who had dropped be­hind us, and now brought up the rear, was bab­bling to him­self both prayers and curs­es, as his fever kept ris­ing. This al­so added to my wretched­ness, and, to crown all, I was haunt­ed by the thought of the tragedy that had once been act­ed on that plateau, when that un­god­ly buc­ca­neer with the blue face—he who had died at Sa­van­nah, singing and shout­ing for drink—had there, with his own hand, cut down his six ac­com­plices. This grove, that was now so peace­ful, must then have rung with cries, I thought; and even with the thought I could be­lieve I heard it ring­ing still.

			We were now at the mar­gin of the thick­et.

			“Huz­za, mates, al­to­geth­er!” shout­ed Mer­ry, and the fore­most broke in­to a run.

			And sud­den­ly, not ten yards far­ther, we be­held them stop. A low cry arose. Sil­ver dou­bled his pace, dig­ging away with the foot of his crutch like one pos­sessed, and next mo­ment 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 bot­tom. 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 Wal­rus—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!

		
	
		
			
				XXXIII

				The Fall of a Chief­tain

			
			There nev­er was such an over­turn in this world. Each of these six men was as though he had been struck. But with Sil­ver the blow passed al­most in­stant­ly. Ev­ery thought of his soul had been set full-stretch, like a rac­er, on that mon­ey; well, he was brought up in a sin­gle sec­ond, dead; and he kept his head, found his tem­per, and changed his plan be­fore the oth­ers had had time to re­al­ize the dis­ap­point­ment.

			“Jim,” he whis­pered, “take that, and stand by for trou­ble.”

			And he passed me a dou­ble-bar­reled pis­tol.

			At the same time he be­gan qui­et­ly mov­ing north­ward, and in a few steps had put the hol­low be­tween us two and the oth­er five. Then he looked at me and nod­ded, as much as to say: “Here is a nar­row cor­ner,” as, in­deed, I thought it was. His looks were now quite friend­ly, and I was so re­volt­ed at these con­stant changes that I could not for­bear whis­per­ing: “So you’ve changed sides again.”

			There was no time left for him to an­swer in. The buc­ca­neers, with oaths and cries, be­gan to leap, one af­ter an­oth­er, in­to the pit, and to dig with their fin­gers, throw­ing the boards aside as they did so. Mor­gan found a piece of gold. He held it up with a per­fect spout of oaths. It was a two-guinea piece, and it went from hand to hand among them for a quar­ter of a minute.

			“Two guineas!” roared Mer­ry, shak­ing it at Sil­ver. “That’s your sev­en hun­dred thou­sand pounds, is it? You’re the man for bar­gains, ain’t you? You’re him that nev­er bun­gled noth­ing, you wood­en-head­ed lub­ber!”

			“Dig away, boys,” said Sil­ver, with the coolest in­so­lence; “you’ll find some pignuts, and I shouldn’t won­der.”

			“Pignuts!” re­peat­ed Mer­ry, in a scream. “Mates, do you hear that? I tell you now, that man there knew it all along. Look in the face of him, and you’ll see it wrote there.”

			“Ah, Mer­ry,” re­marked Sil­ver, “stand­ing for cap’n again? You’re a push­ing lad, to be sure.”

			But this time ev­ery­one was en­tire­ly in Mer­ry’s fa­vor. They be­gan to scram­ble out of the ex­ca­va­tion, dart­ing fu­ri­ous glances be­hind them. One thing I ob­served, which looked well for us; they all got out up­on the op­po­site side from Sil­ver.

			Well, there we stood, two on one side, five on the oth­er, the pit be­tween us, and no­body screwed up high enough to of­fer the first blow. Sil­ver nev­er moved; he watched them, very up­right on his crutch, and looked as cool as ev­er I saw him. He was brave, and no mis­take.

			At last, Mer­ry seemed to think a speech might help mat­ters.

			“Mates,” says he, “there’s two of them alone there; one’s the old crip­ple that brought us all here and blun­dered us down to this; the oth­er’s that cub that I mean to have the heart of. Now, mates—”

			He was rais­ing his arm and his voice, and plain­ly meant to lead a charge. But just then—crack! crack! crack!—three mus­ket-shots flashed out of the thick­et. Mer­ry tum­bled head­fore­most in­to the ex­ca­va­tion; the man with the ban­dage spun round like a tee­to­tum, and fell all his length up­on his side, where he lay dead, but still twitch­ing; and the oth­er three turned and ran for it with all their might.

			Be­fore you could wink Long John had fired two bar­rels of a pis­tol in­to the strug­gling Mer­ry; and as the man rolled up his eyes at him in the last agony, “George,” said he, “I reck­on I set­tled you.”

			At the same mo­ment the doc­tor, Gray, and Ben Gunn joined us, with smok­ing mus­kets, from among the nut­meg-trees.

			“For­ward!” cried the doc­tor. “Dou­ble quick, my lads. We must head ’em off the boats.”

			And we set off at a great pace, some­times plung­ing through the bush­es to the chest.

			I tell you, but Sil­ver was anx­ious to keep up with us. The work that man went through, leap­ing on his crutch till the mus­cles of his chest were fit to burst, was work no sound man ev­er equaled; and so thinks the doc­tor. As it was, he was al­ready thir­ty yards be­hind us, and on the verge of stran­gling, when we reached the brow of the slope.

			“Doc­tor,” he hailed, “see there! no hur­ry!”

			Sure enough there was no hur­ry. In a more open part of the plateau we could see the three sur­vivors still run­ning in the same di­rec­tion as they had start­ed, right for Mizzen­mast Hill. We were al­ready be­tween them and the boats, and so we four sat down to breathe, while Long John, mop­ping his face, came slow­ly up with us.

			“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 pick­ax­es de­sert­ed, 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 pick­ax 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 north­east 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 of mov­ing in safe­ty from the stock­ade to the two-point­ed hill, there to be clear of malar­ia and keep a guard up­on the mon­ey.

			“As for you, Jim,” he said, “it went against my heart, but I did what I thought best for those who had stood by their du­ty; and if you were not one of these, whose fault was it?”

			That morn­ing, find­ing that I was to be in­volved in the hor­rid dis­ap­point­ment he had pre­pared for the mu­ti­neers, he had run all the way to the cave, and, leav­ing squire to guard the cap­tain, had tak­en Gray and the ma­roon, and start­ed, mak­ing the di­ag­o­nal across the is­land, to be at hand be­side the pine. Soon, how­ev­er, he saw that our par­ty had the start of him; and Ben Gunn, be­ing fleet of foot, had been dis­patched in front to do his best alone. Then it had oc­curred to him to work up­on the su­per­sti­tions of his for­mer ship­mates; and he was so far suc­cess­ful that Gray and the doc­tor had come up and were al­ready am­bushed be­fore the ar­rival of the trea­sure-hunters.

			“Ah,” said Sil­ver, “it was for­tu­nate for me that I had Hawkins here. You would have let old John be cut to bits, and nev­er giv­en it a thought, doc­tor.”

			“Not a thought,” replied Doc­tor Livesey, cheer­i­ly.

			And by this time we had reached the gigs. The doc­tor, with the pick­ax, de­mol­ished one of them, and then we all got aboard the oth­er, and set out to go round by the sea for North In­let.

			This was a run of eight or nine miles. Sil­ver, though he was al­most killed al­ready with fa­tigue, was set to an oar, like the rest of us, and we were soon skim­ming swift­ly over a smooth sea. Soon we passed out of the straits and dou­bled the south­east 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 In­let, 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 an­chor­age, 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 main­sail. 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, re­turned 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 cor­dial 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 im­pos­tor—a mon­strous im­pos­tor, 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 mill­stones.”

			“Thank you kind­ly, sir,” replied Long John, again salut­ing.

			“I dare you to thank me!” cried the squire. “It is a gross dere­lic­tion of my du­ty. Stand back!”

			And there­upon we all en­tered the cave. It was a large, airy place, with a lit­tle spring and a pool of clear wa­ter, over­hung with ferns. The floor was sand. Be­fore a big fire lay Cap­tain Smol­lett; and in a far cor­ner, on­ly duski­ly flick­ered over by the blaze, I be­held 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 from the His­pan­io­la. How many it had cost in the amass­ing, what blood and sor­row, what good ships scut­tled on the deep, what brave men walk­ing the plank blind­fold, what shot of can­non, what shame and lies and cru­el­ty, per­haps no man alive could tell. Yet there were still three up­on that is­land—Sil­ver, and old Mor­gan, and Ben Gunn—who had each tak­en his share in these crimes, as each had hoped in vain to share in the re­ward.

			“Come in, Jim,” said the cap­tain. “You’re a good boy in your line, Jim; but I don’t think you and me’ll go to sea again. You’re too much of the born fa­vorite for me. Is that you, John Sil­ver? What brings you here, man?”

			“Come back to my dooty, sir,” re­turned Sil­ver.

			“Ah!” said the cap­tain, and that was all he said.

			What a sup­per I had of it that night, with all my friends around me; and what a meal it was, with Ben Gunn’s salt­ed goat, and some del­i­ca­cies and a bot­tle of old wine from the His­pan­io­la. Nev­er, I am sure, were peo­ple gay­er or hap­pi­er. And there was Sil­ver, sit­ting back al­most out of the fire­light, but eat­ing hearti­ly, prompt to spring for­ward when any­thing was want­ed, even join­ing qui­et­ly in our laugh­ter—the same bland, po­lite, ob­se­quious sea­man of the voy­age out.

		
	
		
			
				XXXIV

				And Last

			
			The next morn­ing we fell ear­ly to work, for the trans­porta­tion of this great mass of gold near a mile by land to the beach, and thence three miles by boat to the His­pan­io­la, was a con­sid­er­able task for so small a num­ber of work­men. The three fel­lows still abroad up­on the is­land did not great­ly trou­ble us; a sin­gle sen­try on the shoul­der of the hill was suf­fi­cient to in­sure us against any sud­den on­slaught, and we thought, be­sides, they had had more than enough of fight­ing.

			There­fore the work was pushed on briskly. Gray and Ben Gunn came and went with the boat, while the rest dur­ing their ab­sences piled trea­sure on the beach. Two of the bars, slung in a rope’s end, made a good load for a grown man—one that he was glad to walk slow­ly with. For my part, as I was not much use at car­ry­ing, I was kept busy all day in the cave, pack­ing the mint­ed mon­ey in­to bread-bags.

			It was a strange col­lec­tion, like Bil­ly Bones’s hoard for the di­ver­si­ty of coinage, but so much larg­er and so much more var­ied that I think I nev­er had more plea­sure than in sort­ing them. Eng­lish, French, Span­ish, Por­tuguese, Georges, and Louis­es, dou­bloons and dou­ble guineas and moidores and se­quins, the pic­tures of all the kings of Eu­rope for the last hun­dred years, strange ori­en­tal pieces stamped with what looked like wisps of string or bits of spi­der’s web, round pieces and square pieces, and pieces bored through the mid­dle, as if to wear them round your neck—near­ly ev­ery 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 stoop­ing and my fin­gers with sort­ing them out.

			Day af­ter day this work went on; by ev­ery evening a for­tune 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 mu­ti­neers!”

			“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 at try­ing to in­gra­ti­ate him­self 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 some­thing to thank him for; al­though for that mat­ter, I sup­pose, I had rea­son to think even worse of him than any­body else, for I had seen him med­i­tat­ing a fresh treach­ery up­on the plateau. Ac­cord­ing­ly, it was pret­ty gruffly that the doc­tor an­swered him.

			“Drunk or rav­ing,” said he.

			“Right you were, sir,” replied Sil­ver; “and pre­cious lit­tle odds which, to you and me.”

			“I sup­pose you would hard­ly ask me to call you a hu­mane man,” re­turned the doc­tor, with a sneer, “and so my feel­ings may sur­prise you, Mas­ter Sil­ver. But if I were sure they were rav­ing—as I am moral­ly cer­tain one, at least, of them is down with fever—I should leave this camp, and, at what­ev­er risk to my own car­cass, take them the as­sis­tance of my skill.”

			“Ask your par­don, sir, you would be very wrong,” quoth Sil­ver. “You would lose your pre­cious life, and you may lay to that. I’m on your side now, hand and glove; and I shouldn’t wish for to see the par­ty weak­ened, let alone your­self, see­ing as I know what I owes you. But these men down there, they couldn’t keep their word—no, not sup­pos­ing they wished to—and what’s more, they couldn’t be­lieve as you could.”

			“No,” said the doc­tor. “You’re the man to keep your word, we know that.”

			Well, that was about the last news we had of the three pi­rates. On­ly once we heard a gun­shot a great way off, and sup­posed them to be hunt­ing. A coun­cil was held and it was de­cid­ed that we must desert them on the is­land—to the huge glee, I must say, of Ben Gunn, and with the strong ap­proval of Gray. We left a good stock of pow­der and shot, the bulk of the salt goat, a few medicines and some oth­er nec­es­saries, tools, cloth­ing, a spare sail, a fath­om or two of rope, and, by the par­tic­u­lar de­sire of the doc­tor, a hand­some present of to­bac­co.

			That was about our last do­ing on the is­land. Be­fore that we had got the trea­sure stowed and had shipped enough wa­ter and the re­main­der of the goat meat, in case of any dis­tress; and at last, one fine morn­ing, we weighed an­chor, which was about all that we could man­age, and stood out of North In­let, the same col­ors fly­ing that the cap­tain had flown and fought un­der at the pal­isade.

			The three fel­lows must have been watch­ing us clos­er than we thought for, as we soon had proved. For, com­ing through the nar­rows we had to lie very near the south­ern point, and there we saw all three of them kneel­ing to­geth­er on a spit of sand with their arms raised in sup­pli­ca­tion. It went to all our hearts, I think, to leave them in that wretch­ed state, but we could not risk an­oth­er mutiny, and to take them home for the gib­bet would have been a cru­el sort of kind­ness. The doc­tor hailed them and told them of the stores we had left, and where they were to find them, but they con­tin­ued to call us by name and ap­peal to us for God’s sake to be mer­ci­ful and not leave them to die in such a place.

			At last, see­ing the ship still bore on her course, and was now swift­ly draw­ing out of earshot, one of them—I know not which it was—leaped to his feet with a hoarse cry, whipped his mus­ket to his shoul­der, and sent a shot whistling over Sil­ver’s head and through the main­sail.

			Af­ter that we kept un­der cov­er of the bul­warks, and when next I looked out they had dis­ap­peared from the spit, and the spit it­self had al­most melt­ed out of sight in the grow­ing dis­tance. That was, at least, the end of that; and be­fore noon, to my in­ex­press­ible joy, the high­est rock of Trea­sure Is­land had sunk in­to the blue round of sea.

			We were so short of men that ev­ery­one on board had to bear a hand—on­ly the cap­tain ly­ing on a mat­tress in the stern and giv­ing his or­ders, for though great­ly re­cov­ered he was still in want of qui­et. We laid her head for the near­est port in Span­ish Amer­i­ca, for we could not risk the voy­age home with­out fresh hands; and as it was, what with baf­fling winds and a cou­ple of fresh gales, we were all worn out be­fore we reached it.

			It was just at sun­down when we cast an­chor in a most beau­ti­ful land­locked gulf, and were im­me­di­ate­ly sur­round­ed by shore boats full of ne­groes and Mex­i­can In­di­ans and half-bloods, sell­ing fruits and veg­eta­bles, and of­fer­ing to dive for bits of mon­ey. The sight of so many good­hu­mored faces (es­pe­cial­ly the blacks), the taste of the trop­i­cal fruits, and above all, the lights that be­gan to shine in the town, made a most charm­ing con­trast to our dark and bloody so­journ on the is­land; and the doc­tor and the squire, tak­ing me along with them, went ashore to pass the ear­ly part of the night. Here they met the cap­tain of an Eng­lish man-of-war, fell in talk with him, went on board his ship, and in short, had so agree­able a time that day was break­ing when we came along­side the His­pan­io­la.

			Ben Gunn was on deck alone, and as soon as we came on board he be­gan, with won­der­ful con­tor­tions, to make us a con­fes­sion. Sil­ver was gone. The ma­roon had con­nived at his es­cape in a shore boat some hours ago, and he now as­sured us he had on­ly done so to pre­serve our lives, which would cer­tain­ly have been for­feit­ed 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 bulk­head 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 the 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 Smol­lett 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 nine­teen 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 fa­vorite, though some­thing 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 sea­far­ing 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!”

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. The mu­ti­neers were soon on­ly eight in num­ber, for the man shot by Mr. Trelawney on board the schooner died that same evening of his wound. But this was, of course, not known till af­ter by the faith­ful par­ty.
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