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WELCOME
 

Welcome all and a huge congratulations on joining  
South Wirral High School.

Just a quick note about this booklet: 

At no point are you to get worried if you cannot do some of the tasks or find 
the text hard to understand, yes, this booklet will be challenging but all we 

ask is that you do your very best. 
 

You can access the full text from the transition page on the school website.  
 
You can listen to the audio book (link also on transtion page):  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_y4FuHiZTSY 

This link is for Chapter 1, the chapters automatically load up.   

You can also watch a 6-minute summary video which will help too:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CtEb8MQOzoI



CHAPTER 1 - THE BLACK DOG
In this chapter we are introduced to Jim Hawkins our protagonist (main character) and 
Billy Bones (the catalyst for the whole story. You may recognise some of the words from 
Pirates of the Caribbean. 
Read the extract from Chapter 1 – remember you can read along with the audio book (link 
on welcome page)

 SQUIRE TRELAWNEY, Dr. 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 sabre 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 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.” 
How that personage haunted my dreams, I need scarcely tell you. On stormy nights, when the 
wind shook the four corners of the house and the surf roared along the cove and up the cliffs, 
I would see him in a thousand forms, and with a thousand diabolical expressions. Now the leg 
would be cut off at the knee, now at the hip; now he was a monstrous kind of a creature who 
had never had but the one leg, and that in the middle of his body. To see him leap and run and 
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 
neighbours joining in for dear life, with the fear of death upon them, and each singing louder 
than the other to avoid remark. For in these fits he was the most overriding companion ever 
known; he would slap his hand on the table for silence all round; he would fly up in a passion 
of anger at a question, or sometimes because none was put, and so he judged the company was 
not 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 sea-dog” and a “real old salt” and such 
like names, and saying there was the sort of man that made England terrible at sea. 

Glossary:  sittyated – situated, grog-shop – pub, berth – bed (word they used at sea), 
parlour – room.



1. Who is our narrator?
 
 

2. Why do you think Jim Hawkins has been made to write this whole adventure down? 
 

 
3. Jim includes words such as ‘sittyated’, ‘grog shop’, what or who might this make you 
immediate assume this man is? 
 
 
 
 
4.  Read this part of the extract again: 
 
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.
 
Can you fill the table below with quotes from the extract above which match the ideas 
about Billy Bones? Challenge: Can you add more than one? 
 

Billy Bones is a man who has been at sea for 
a very long time.

Billy Bones has probably seen a lot of 
fighting and battles at sea.

Billy Bones is a frail man, who is not well.



CHAPTER 3 - THE BLACK SPOT
Jim and Billy become friends (although Billy scares him a bit). Billy is constantly on 
the watch out for someone and pays Jim to keep an eye out too. One-night Billy has an 
unwelcomed visitor – Black Dog and they end up having a terrible fight, Black Dog runs 
away and leaves Billy weaker than ever. 
Read the extract from Chapter 3 – remember you can read along with the audio book (link 
on welcome page)

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

Poor Billy Bones! Killed by Blind Pew and the Black Spot!  
 
Imagine you were a newspaper reporter who knows Billy Bones will as he is always telling 
a tale, and now you have just witnessed his death! Write a newspaper report which: 

 • Explain who Billy Bones is
 • Details the moments before and of his death
 • Cast your thought on why he was visited, what Pew may want and how did Billy   
 actually die? 

There is a newspaper layout on the next page.  

Remember:
Headline, paragraphs, quotations from other witnesses your best spelling and punctuation. 



The Bristol Bugle

Image: Artist impression of the death of Billy Bones 
– Captain staying at the Benbow Inn.



CHAPTER 4 - THE SEA-CHEST
Just after the death of Billy Bones, Jim tells his mother everything; he has been given a key 
to a chest in Billy’s room. He and his mother go to the chest immediately to see what is in 
it… all the time being aware the Pew will return. 

Read the extract from Chapter 4 – remember you can read along with the audio book (link 
on welcome page)

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 rose 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 canikin, 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 had 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 harbour-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 these 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 half-way 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 half-way 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.”  

We leave Jim and his mother there for now, waiting for the Pirates to arrive!
List all the treasures found in Billy’s chest: 

Challenge: Can you find out what some of these items are? I recognise some words from 
‘The Goonies’ film. 



PART 2 CHAPTER 11 - THE APPLE BARREL 
Jim and his mother managed to escape; Pew was killed in an accident – trampled by horses. 
Jim went to Dr Livesey who took him to see some of his friends in Bristol. 
They hire a ship that will be sailed by Captain Smollett, a kind man. They were going to 
follow the map! 
Jim befriends the ship’s cook ‘Silver’ who isn’t all he seems! One-night Jim overhears Long-
John Silver talking to the rest of the crew (who it appears are all pirates) about mutiny and 
taking over the ship!  Make sure you listen to/read the story up to this point. 

Imagine you are Jim hiding in the barrel, you have just heard someone you trust discussing 
getting the map from you and taking over the ship… write an account of what happened.
Write about:
Why you were in the apple barrel?
How did you feel when you thought you would get caught?
Did those feelings change when you heard the pirates plan?
What are you going to do now? 
 
  My ideas:



  What I heard in the apple barrel…



PART 3
CHAPTER 15 – THE MAN OF THE ISLAND 

I will not spoil the story however, after A LOT of drama Jim arrives at the island, although 
he knows things will get worse before better, he did not expect this meeting… 
 
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 no wise tell. It seemed dark and shaggy; more I knew not. 
But the terror of this new apparition brought me to a stand. 
I was now, it seemed, cut off upon both sides; behind me the murderers, before me this 
lurking nondescript. And 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 defenceless, courage glowed again in my heart and I set my face 
resolutely for this man of the island and walked briskly towards 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 burnt 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 ship’s 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 
accoutrement. 



“Three years!” I cried. “Were you shipwrecked?” 
“Nay, mate,” said he; “marooned.” 
I had heard the word, and I knew it stood for a 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.” 
 
Poor Ben Gunn, three years marooned on an island not knowing if he would ever leave 
or see another person again! 

Imagine you have been marooned on an island and luckily you have many skills of 
survival, map out on this island map where you would: set up camp, keep watch, find 
food, attempt to farm food and anything else you would like to plan. 



Using your map as inspiration write two diary entries, imagining you have been marooned. 
You may wish to:
Explain how you got there
What were your initial reactions?
How did you survive your first night?
Anything else you wish to add…

Marooned: Day 1 
 
 

Marooned: Day 15



 
THE END OF IT!

We have only taken you so far with this book, now it is time for the greatest 
challenge! You need to finish this story on your own, you may wish to watch 

the film, complete the audio book or even complete reading it. The challenge 
is to not choose the easy option for you, push yourself…

When you have completed the story write your review on the next page.





MY BEST PIECE OF EXTENDED WRITING
It could be from any topic or subject but should be about one page long 



MY BEST PIECE OF ARTWORK
If it is too large to stick in, you could take a photograph and stick that in




