
Treasure Island Part I: Review these excerpts from the novel and write an essay response to the prompt below. 
 
From Treasure Island by Robert Louis Stevenson, Chapter 1 

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

          "Fifteen men on the dead man's chest— 
             Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!" 

in the high, old tottering voice that seemed to have been tuned and broken at the capstan bars. Then he rapped on the door with 
a bit of stick like a handspike that he carried, and when my father appeared, called roughly for a glass of rum. This, when it was 
brought to him, he drank slowly, like a connoisseur, lingering on the taste and still looking about him at the cliffs and up at our 
signboard. 

"This is a handy cove," says he at length; "and a pleasant sittyated grog-shop. Much company, mate?" 
My father told him no, very little company, the more was the pity. 
"Well, then," said he, "this is the berth for me. Here you, matey," he cried to the man who trundled the barrow; "bring up 

alongside and help up my chest. I'll stay here a bit," he continued. "I'm a plain man; rum and bacon and eggs is what I want, and 
that head up there for to watch ships off. What you mought call me? You mought call me captain. Oh, I see what you're at—
there"; and he threw down three or four gold pieces on the threshold. "You can tell me when I've worked through that," says he, 
looking as fierce as a commander. 

And indeed bad as his clothes were and coarsely as he spoke, he had none of the appearance of a man who sailed before the 
mast, but seemed like a mate or skipper accustomed to be obeyed or to strike. The man who came with the barrow told us the mail 
had set him down the morning before at the Royal George, that he had inquired what inns there were along the coast, and hearing 
ours well spoken of, I suppose, and described as lonely, had chosen it from the others for his place of residence. And that was all 
we could learn of our guest. 

He was a very silent man by custom. All day he hung round the cove or upon the cliffs with a brass telescope; all evening he 
sat in a corner of the parlour next the fire and drank rum and water very strong. Mostly he would not speak when spoken to, only 
look up sudden and fierce and blow through his nose like a fog-horn; and we and the people who came about our house soon 
learned to let him be. Every day when he came back from his stroll he would ask if any seafaring men had gone by along the road. 
At first we thought it was the want of company of his own kind that made him ask this question, but at last we began to see he was 
desirous to avoid them. When a seaman did put up at the Admiral Benbow (as now and then some did, making by the coast road 
for Bristol) he would look in at him through the curtained door before he entered the parlour; and he was always sure to be as 
silent as a mouse when any such was present. For me, at least, there was no secret about the matter, for I was, in a way, a sharer in 
his alarms. He had taken me aside one day and promised me a silver fourpenny on the first of every month if I would only keep 
my "weather-eye open for a seafaring man with one leg" and let him know the moment he appeared. Often enough when the first 
of the month came round and I applied to him for my wage, he would only blow through his nose at me and stare me down, but 
before the week was out he was sure to think better of it, bring me my four-penny piece, and repeat his orders to look out for "the 
seafaring man with one leg." 
 
From Treasure Island by Robert Louis Stevenson, Chapter 6 

The servant led us down a matted passage and showed us at the end into a great library, all lined with bookcases and busts upon 
the top of them, where the squire and Dr. 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," says he, very stately and condescending. 
"Good evening, Dance," says 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, Dr. 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 sidetable, 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 Dr. 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 top-sails 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 hot-headed 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 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."  
 

[Dr. Livesey and Squire Trelawney examine the captain’s papers, including a map to the treasure.] 
 

That was all; but brief as it was, and to me incomprehensible, it filled the squire and Dr. 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 favourable 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." 
 
 

Prompt: Using textual evidence from the passages above, write a multi-paragraph essay in which you compare 
the old sea captain (i.e. Billy Bones) to Squire Trelawney.  Remember that compare means to show likenesses as 
well as differences. Your comparison may address any aspect(s) of characterization: 1) physical appearance, 2) 
speech and actions, 3) the character’s inner thoughts, 4) others’ opinions of the character. 


