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Chapter 1

Splish … splash ….

I opened my eyes. I was lounging in a very comfy beach chair on the shore of a beautiful tropical island.

The sun was blazing, breezes were blowing through tall palm trees, warm waves were tickling every single one of my toes.

“Ahhhh …” I sighed loudly, shifting up for a better view. On a blanket next to me was my best-friend-even-though-she’s-a-girl, Francine (Frankie) Lang.

“Frankie, this is truly the life,” I said. “Just the waves, the sun, the sand. No bushy-eyebrowed, assignment-giving English teacher Mr. Wexler—”

“No bun-haired, flower-dressed, book-loving librarian Mrs. Figglehopper—” Frankie added.

“Just the whole beautiful beachy extravaganza!” I finished, popping open the cooler and munching a bunch of crunchy chips. “What I mean is, whoever created vacations has my vote to win the official Devin Bundy coolness award, don’t you think?”

“Think? Not unless I have to,” she said with a chuckle. “And speaking of coolness, how cool is it to wear a jacket and tie when you go surfing?”

“Not very,” I said.

“How about a long dress?”

“Even worse.”

“Then we have a severe dress-code alert, Devin. Because somebody’s surfing the surf on a surf board—and they’re all dressed up!”

Standing for a better look, I noticed two people riding a big fat surfboard over a giant wave. In front was a guy with bushy eyebrows and a frowny face, his hair flying up in little wisps. Behind him was a woman in a totally unsurferlike flowery dress and tightly bunned hair.

“That’s not somebody,” I said. “It’s Mr. Wexler! And Mrs. Figglehopper! Our teacher! And our librarian! But what are they doing here?”

Before Frankie could answer, the giant wave surged. It got huger and huger until it towered over the beach like a tidal wave.

“Holy cow!” I cried. “They’re coming right for me!”

“Run for the hills!” Frankie shouted.

“But there are no hills! And I can’t run! My feet are stuck in the sand—wipeout!”

The giant wave slammed into me and threw me down—wham!—

Right out of my desk—

And onto the floor—

Of Mr. Wexler’s English class.

To the sound of everyone laughing.

“Owww!” I groaned. Sitting up, I saw Frankie sprawled on the floor next to me.

“You were sleeping too?” I asked.

She rubbed her eyes and nodded. “Dude, you totally busted my dream when you fell out of your desk. I was at the mall. Shoes were free. What was it for you? Since you screamed ‘wipeout,’ I guess it was the beach dream again?”

I nodded. “The cooler was chock-full of chips.”

Frankie sighed. “Waking up is so cruel.”

“At least everyone’s laughing,” I said.

“Um … not everyone.”

Frankie was right. Mr. Wexler wasn’t laughing.

“Frankie and Devin—!” our teacher growled as he stormed down the aisle, his head wobbling on his neck.

I knew that head wobble. It was all about him being disappointed in Frankie and me. It was because Frankie and I weren’t the best students in the sixth grade at Palmdale Middle School.

We were not even close to being the best students.

It’s just that Frankie and I are not too good at the reading thing. All those words. All those pages. Not only that, people expect you to read every single one of them or it doesn’t count. More later; here comes Mr. Wexler.

“So, my two wonder students,” he said, glaring down at us, “may I presume you were dreaming again?”

Frankie helped me up. “Sorry, sir,” she said. “I guess we drifted off to sleep.”

“And off our chairs,” I said.

“You’re always drifting off,” Mr. Wexler said. “How do you expect to report on your character?”

“Oh, I’m not sure you’d want to hear about my character,” said Frankie. “I haven’t really formed it yet.”

I nodded. “My mom said she hoped I’d develop a character some day. But I’m not so sure.”

“No, no,” said the teacher. “That’s not what I mean. You’re both supposed to choose characters from the book we’re reading and do a report on those characters.”

“The book we’re reading?” said Frankie. “Why is it always books in this class? Books, books, books!”

“It’s called English class, Francine,” Mr. Wexler said, his eyebrows fusing into a single hedge over his eyes. “We read books. And today we’re reading the great classic adventure book by Robert Louis Stevenson, Treasure Island. You were supposed to go to the library last week and check out a copy—”

“Last week?” I said. “Weren’t we on vacation last week?”

The man positively grunted at that. “No, but maybe your minds were on vacation while the rest of us were hard at work reading Treasure Island.”

It didn’t look good for us. Mr. Wexler didn’t look so good, either. The little veins on his neck had become big veins, and he was turning several shades of red.

Luckily, Frankie came to the rescue. “I have an idea, Mr. Wexler,” she said brightly. “How about Devin and I go to the library now and get copies of this book you’re talking about, read it tonight, then do our reports first thing tomorrow morning!”

I wiped my forehead. “Phew! Good save from Frankie. Can we, Mr. Wexler? Can we, please, huh?”

Mr. Wexler squinted first at Frankie, then at me. His mouth made all sorts of interesting sounds, but none of them sounded like words. Finally, he breathed out.

“All right. But I’m only doing this because for some freakish reason you have actually gotten good grades in here before. Frankie, you do a report on Jim Hawkins. Devin, you take the character of Long John Silver. They are both major characters in Treasure Island. Read the book tonight and give your reports tomorrow.”

“We’ll do it,” said Frankie. “After all, Mr. Wexler, you just said we get good grades if we want to, right?”

He continued narrowing his eyes at us. “The question is, do you want to? Understanding the characters is the key to the real treasure of this book. Now, scoot to the library and check out a copy! You have three minutes. Go!”

We went. Down one hallway, then the next, then the next, until we pulled up right outside the library. Just before Frankie tugged open the doors, I stopped her.

“Wait,” I said. “Let’s think about this. Every time we go in here, something weird happens. You know what I mean.”

Frankie nodded, giving a slight shudder. She was thinking what I was thinking. We actually have gotten a couple of good grades in English, and it was because of what happens in Mrs. Figglehopper’s library. But if I told you what happens—what really happens—you’d say it was impossible.

Very impossible.

In fact, that’s exactly what Frankie and I call what happens in that library.

The Very Impossible Thing.

I looked at her. She looked at me. We both wondered if it would happen again.

“Time’s running out,” she said. “Tick, tock.”

“Okay,” I said, “but don’t say I didn’t warn us.”

Gulping loudly, we pulled the library doors open and barged right in.

And smushed our faces into a solid wall of cardboard boxes.
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“Ow!” I groaned, bouncing back into the hall and clutching my poor nose. “What gives?”

“Not my forehead, for sure,” said Frankie, rubbing her eyebrows as she scanned the boxes blocking our way. “This looks like moving day. Devin, do you think the library’s moving away because we don’t use it enough?”

I blinked. “I don’t know, but Mr. Wexler gave us only three minutes to get the book, so we’d better find out. I see a little space between some of the boxes. Follow me.”

I slipped between two tall columns of cartons and entered what turned out to be a zigzagging maze of boxes. First we went right, then left, then right again.

“How can we find the book in all this?” I said.

“Mrs. Figglehopper will know,” said Frankie.

“Sure, but first we need to find her. Mrs. Figglehopper!”

Now, let me tell you, Mrs. Figglehopper has never met a book she didn’t like. She’s all about books. Big books, small books, all books. But especially classic books.

It’s like Mrs. Figglehopper and Mr. Wexler are the one-two punch of classic books. He assigns them and she just happens to have shelfloads of them in her library.

Talk about a plot? It’s a conspiracy!

“Mrs. Figglehopper?” Frankie called.

“Hello? Hello!” called a voice from somewhere in the maze. We recognized it right away as the voice of the librarian herself. “Who’s there?

“Me!” I replied.

“And me!” said Frankie

“Me and me who?” Mrs. Figglehopper called over the walls of boxes. It sounded like she was getting closer.

“Us and us! Frankie and Devin!” I said. “We need a book. A classic book.”

Just then, her head popped up above the wall of boxes. “Oh, there you are! I’m in the middle of reorganizing my collection of books. Thus, all the boxes.”

“We thought you were moving,” I said.

“Ha! Never!” said the librarian, finally slipping between the boxes and into view. She had a clipboard with a yellow pad on it. “Now, what brings you here today?”

“Mr. Wexler sent us to find a book,” said Frankie. “It’s called Treasure Island—”

The lady’s eyes beamed. “I love that book! It’s a story about pirates and a quest for buried treasure!”

“I like treasure,” I said. “Well, I would if I ever found any.”

“You will if you read the book!” Mrs. Figglehopper said. “Robert Louis Stevenson forever changed the way adventure stories are written. They are adventures, but it’s his characters that you remember.”

“We have to do reports on characters,” said Frankie.

“Then Treasure Island is the book for you,” she said. “I have one copy left. It’s in a carton marked ‘CLASSICS,’ in the workroom. Over there.”

She pointed over a tall stack of boxes.

I looked. “I can’t even see the workroom. All I see is one thing. Boxes and boxes.”

“Devin, that’s two things,” said Frankie.

Mrs. Figglehopper laughed. “Here, let me draw you a map.” She drew a big square on her pad, then a zigzagging line across it to a big X.

“Ooh, a treasure map,” said Frankie.

The librarian beamed. “I think of books as treasures. Sometimes you have to hunt for the right one. But the reward is that much greater! So, happy hunting!”

An instant later, Mrs. Figglehopper was gone.

“I like treasure hunts,” said Frankie, setting off into the maze.

“Me, too,” I said, taking a sharp left by a box marked Sea Creatures. “Except that there’s not really a treasure at the end of this hunt. There’s only staying up all night reading, then writing a book report.”

After turning enough times to make my head spin, we finally found the workroom. Frankie held up the little map. “The X means it’s right over … there!”

And there it was. The carton marked CLASSICS.

But that isn’t all that was there. Right behind the carton, we spotted something else.

“The zapper gates,” I whispered.

“The zapper gates,” Frankie whispered back.

I was reminded of the Very Impossible Thing.

The zapper gates was Mrs. Figglehopper’s name for an old set of security gates she kept in the workroom. They’re the kind that are supposed to go zzzt-zzzt when a book isn’t properly checked out. Mrs. Figglehopper kept them in the workroom because she said they were busted beyond repair.

But Frankie and I knew those gates were far from busted. In fact, we found out the hard way that if a book goes between them, a bright blue light flashes out and the wall behind the gates cracks open and the book goes in and then you go in and you get shook up like you’re in a blender, and then—plop!—there you are.

Right in chapter one of the book!

With all the characters, and settings, and everything!

How do I know? I know, because The Very Impossible Thing has happened to Frankie and me.

And each time it happens, we get all twisted and stretched and knocked around, and the next thing we know, we’re in a classic book. And the only way out is—you guessed it—to read our way to the end.

Nodding toward the gates, Frankie asked, “Do you think it could ever happen again?”

“Part of me still thinks we dreamed the whole thing.”

But I had to admit that being dropped into a book wasn’t all bad. By the time we got to the end, we knew that book backward and forward. We turned that into a bunch of surprise good grades on Mr. Wexler’s tests, which totally freaked his eyebrows.

“Let’s just get the book,” said Frankie.

I pulled off the lid of the carton. Digging to the bottom, I found a book with gold letters set on a blue cover.

“Treasure Island,” I said. “Got it.” I flipped open the book, and something green fluttered out.

“A bookmark,” Frankie said. She picked it up.

It was a feather, a bright green bird feather.

“Where do you suppose she got this?” I asked.

Frankie sniffed the feather, then handed it to me. “People keep stuff given to them by special friends—”

I stared at her. “You mean … like a … boyfriend?”

She nodded. “Maybe—”

“Well—eeewww!” I tossed back the feather.

“I don’t want it!” she shrieked. She flung it at me.

“Get the boyfriend thing off me!” I threw it back.

She dodged it. “Take it away!”

She tossed it, then I tossed it, then she tossed it, then I tossed it, then it happened.

The feather—Mrs. Figglehopper’s precious green boyfriend-feather bookmark—suddenly twirled up in the air out of reach, then shot straight down like a dart.

“It’s heading for the gates!” I cried. “It’s—”

Kkkkk! The room flashed with bright blue light.

Suddenly—crrrakkk!—the whole wall behind the gates began to crack open. Smoke poured out into the workroom. The light and the smoke surrounded us and we were pulled toward the crack—right into the smoky light and darkness.

“It’s happening again!” Frankie yelled. “Help!”

“Me also!” I shouted.

Then—thumpety-thumpety—we were pulled through the crack and sent rolling across a wooden floor. I just got a glimpse of a room full of dark old furniture and dirty glass windows when—wham!—we slammed hard into a table.

Stinky liquid spilled across the table, over us, onto the floor, and onto a pair of big huge boots.

When we stopped rolling, I noticed that the big huge boots belonged to a big huge man. He was dressed in a dirty blue coat that dragged on the floor. He had a deep scar on one bearded cheek, and a nasty scowl on his lips.

“Um, sorry, dude—” I began.

But the guy burst up from the table and began screaming words that sounded very inappropriate.

As if that wasn’t bad enough, he pulled out the longest, shiniest, sharpest sword ever made, and shook it in the air over our heads.

That’s when I freaked.

“Ahhhhhhh!”
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And I kept on freaking. “Ahhhhhh—ahhh!”

“So!” the man roared, continuing to swish his sword over our heads. “You’ve come to hunt me down, have ye? Well, you fish-eyed, goose-legged lubbers, I’ll chop and I’ll whack and I’ll cut and I’ll—”

“Whoa, guy!” I cried. “Most people wait till they know us to get rid of us!”

“Yeah,” said Frankie, clutching my arm. “It’s way too early for slicing and dicing. It’s not even lunchtime. So how about you put Mr. Pointy down? Please, mister big dude—”

The man stopped chewing up the air and stared at us, blinking his red eyes. “Pah! I see by your strange clothes and strange talk that you be not from around here!”

“We sure be not,” said Frankie, unclutching me. “And, by the way, where is here, anyway?”

“Here?” he snarled. “Why, England, of course!

With a mighty grip, he lifted us both off the floor and leaned his stubbly face close. “Call me Captain, if you like. Others do. But tell me, you haven’t seen an ugly seafaring man with one leg, have you?”

“Not even one with the usual number,” I said.

“Good!” he snorted. “Tell me if you spy anyone with a single leg. Or somebody with bad teeth. Or someone who can’t see.”

“Man,” I said, “your friends need some spare parts.”

“Friends?” he cried. “Pah! They are coming to do me harm! And that reminds me of a song!”

The guy then decided to sing. If you can call his combination of yelling and groaning singing.

“Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest—
 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!”

On hitting that last note, he slid his cutlass back into his belt, slumped in his chair, took a long swig from his bottle of stinky liquid, and dropped his head on the table with a resounding thud.

Frankie and I stood trembling until we heard the guy begin to snore. It sounded like someone sawing wood.

“Interesting guy,” she said. “Nice character, really. I think we’d better stay on his good side.”

“I’m not sure he has a good side,” I replied. “You see that scar? He’s nasty from every angle. He scares me.”

Frankie chuckled. “I heard. You scream like a baby, you know.”

“So would you if he threatened to part your hair all the way to your feet! I just hope his name’s not John or Jim—”

“Did somebody call me?”

We turned to see a fresh-faced teenaged boy come into the room carrying a tray. “I’m Jim Hawkins,” he said. “We don’t get many people coming this way. Are you two new guests here?”

Frankie’s eyes lit up. “Guests?” she said, shooting a glance at me. “That’s one way to put it—”

“Another way to put it is that we’re really here to find treasure,” I said. “You know, the kind that pirates like to bury? According to the title of this story, it’s supposed to be on an island. You haven’t seen an island around here, have you? Lots of palm trees, lots of buried treasure? Maybe a nice beach, with sand to relax on?”

Jim frowned and gave me a quizzical look, as if I had suddenly started babbling. I knew what that look meant.

The clueless factor.

You see, there are rules about being dropped into books. The real book characters never really get why or how we’re suddenly in there with them. It sort of confuses them.

Also, they give us total frowns when we start talking about being in their story. You see, for them, it’s not a story, it’s their life. Frankie and I had learned that you have to be respectful of that, or things go a bit haywire.

It’s just that sometimes I forget.

Seeing poor Jim doing the whole frowny-face bit, Frankie stepped in to save the day. “What Devin means is that we’re new to the area. We’d like to spend time on an island, but we’re not clear on exactly where we are.”

Jim’s face perked up. “Oh, I see! You are at my family’s inn. The Admiral Benbow Inn. It’s been here on the western coast of England for fifty years, since 1704.”

I did some addition in the air with my finger. “Which puts us now in … 1754? I guess that means no TV.”

“Or much else,” said Frankie. “We’re way back in time.”

Jim frowned. “Well, speaking of time, it’ll be 1755 before I know it. I’d better clean up.”

Then, while I helped him collect empty bottles and dirty glasses on his tray, and Frankie tried to find our place in the book, Jim told us how his father was very sick and how he was helping his mother run the inn.

“Dr. Livesey comes from the village every day,” Jim said. “But it’s not going well. Father’s very ill.”

Frankie looked up from the book. “Sorry about that, Jim. And I suppose while you were helping out one day this moldy old sea captain here just appeared at your door acting as if he’s hiding and stuff?”

“That’s exactly right!” said Jim, his eyes wide. “He’s afraid of meeting his former shipmates. You should stay out of his way. He’s got a very bad temper.”

“And a very big sword,” I said. “Yeah, we noticed.”

Jim filled his tray, then leaned close. “The captain’s got a big wooden chest in his room. Once my mother was dusting it, and he nearly drew his sword on her. He’s afraid his old shipmates will find the chest.”

“Especially shipmates without the usual number of eyes and legs and teeth,” I said. I glanced at Frankie. “Hmm. A big wooden chest, eh?”

She shared my look. We huddled for an instant.

“Sounds like a good place to hide secret stuff,” Frankie said. “Devin, maybe Mrs. Figglehopper’s special bookmark is in the captain’s chest. And maybe the treasure, too!”

I grinned. “Already, I feel like taking a look-see.”

But we didn’t get the chance right away. The door of the inn swung open and in came a tall man in a dark coat, who Jim called Dr. Livesey. He greeted us kindly, but then came some awful coughing noises from upstairs, and he followed Jim to his father’s room.

“Poor Jim,” said Frankie. “He’s worried about his dad. I hope the old guy doesn’t, you know, um, die—”

“Die?” roared the captain suddenly, lifting his head. “That reminds me of a song!” He began singing again. “Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest—”

I looked at Frankie. “Nice, cheery tune. Don’t care much for the words, though.”

“If it’s cheer you want,” the captain bellowed, “why the one thing that cheers buccaneers like me, their cutlasses flying and clashing as they battle, is treasure! Wicked deeds are done for the love of treasure!”

I had a sudden thought. “Say, there, Captain, if you’ve seen so much treasure, have you ever seen any precious feathers, maybe?”

“Feathers?” he said. “Why, that reminds me of a song! Fifteen men—”

“Quiet!” roared a voice from the top of the stairs. It was Dr. Livesey again. His face bore a sudden dark expression. “Jim’s father is dying,” he said. “Be respectful and quiet. And that means, no more singing!”

The captain snarled at the doctor, then his head dropped to the table once more. Dr. Livesey glanced at the man, and left the inn without a word.

Frankie looked at me. “Jim’s dad isn’t doing well. Maybe we should go to him—”

Before we could even make a move to the stairs—wham!—the door burst open again, and a tattered man with a mouthful of no teeth stumbled in.

“It’s the no-teeth guy!” Frankie whispered.

“He really shouldn’t smile,” I said.

The man’s black eyes scanned the room, widening when they saw the captain. “Billy Bones!” he cried.

The captain raised his heavy head, gasped, then rocketed to his feet. “Black Dog!”

“We want it, Billy. My mates and me, we want it.”

The captain shook his head. “You’ll not get it!”

“Wait a second,” I said. “Get what?”

“The treasure!” said No-Teeth.

“Treasure?” I said. “As in … treasure?”

“Stand aside, boy!” the captain roared. He pushed me away, drew his blade, and leaped at Black Dog.

Clang! Crash! Ooomph! Yeow!

The captain chased Black Dog around the room, doing that cutlass-swishing-and-slicing thing he practiced on us, but he actually connected a few times. Black Dog yelled, kicked a chair in front of the captain, and slipped out the door, screaming as he fled into the night.

“Pah!” the captain snorted, huffing and puffing. “So much for him!” He slumped into his favorite chair, drank almost an entire bottle of stinky liquid, started singing about that old dead man’s chest again, and—thud—hit the table for the thousandth time.

“It’s all those bottles of rum he keeps yo-hoing about,” said Frankie. “They’re not good for him.”

“But him sleeping is good for us,” I said. “If this guy Black Dog thinks the captain has treasure, I’ll bet it has something to do with that big old wooden chest. Maybe we’ll find Mrs. Figglehopper’s precious feather bookmark there, too!”

“And maybe,” said Frankie, grinning at me, “some actual gold. Shopping spree, here I come! Lead on, Dev.”
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Me and my pal crept up the creaky stairs to the pirate’s room. The place was—no surprise—a mess!

The bed was unmade, there were remains of old meals on the table, and empty bottles were scattered everywhere.

“I guess room-cleaning isn’t high on the pirate to-do list,” I said. “It looks like an animal lives here.”

Using her foot, Frankie kicked at a pile of rotten-looking clothes. A gleam of polished wood shone out.

“Dude, the big old pirate chest!” I gasped. “Now we can check to see if he’s hiding the feather you lost.”

“I lost?” said Frankie. “You mean, that you lost.”

“That’s what I said. That you lost.”

Frankie narrowed her eyes at me. “I don’t want to argue with you, Devin. Let’s just peek in the chest. We’ll forget all about how losing the feather was your fault.”

“Your fault!”

“Yours.”

“Yours.”

“Devin, stop it!”

“No, you stop it!”

Suddenly—thomp-thomp-thomp!—the stairway shook, the hallway floor thundered with the pounding of boots. Then—blam!—the door was flung open.

And the captain stood in the hall, his eyes blazing.

“What! What!” he boomed. “Into my chest, are you!”

“We didn’t see anything!” I said, jumping to my feet.

But the pirate’s rage was terrible. He sprang into the room, drew his cutlass, and rushed at us.

Seconds before I became a Devin deli sandwich, he froze in his tracks. His eyes flashed. “No, no—listen!”

A faint sound was coming from the road outside the inn. Tap, tap, tap.

The pirate shuddered with terror. “They’re coming! It’s my chest they want. The lubbers are coming for me!”

“Lubbers?” asked Frankie.

“Old Captain Flint’s crew, what’s left of them. I was first mate of Captain Flint, that ice-hearted buccaneer of death. I’m the only one who knows the place. He gave it to me in Savannah when he was dying—”

“The place? What place?” Frankie asked.

“Excuse me,” I interrupted, “but what’s this ‘it’ everybody keeps talking about? Are we talking actual buried treasure?”

“Treasure? Aye …” the captain murmured. “And now they’ll tip the old black spot on me. The spot!”

“What’s the old black spot?” asked Frankie.

“It’s a call,” said the man, his voice growing fainter, almost to a whisper. “It’s a summons ….”

Tap, tap, tap.

No sooner had we heard this noise, than the front door burst open yet again.

“Jim’s wrong about this place,” I said. “It’s very popular—”

Leaving the captain upstairs, we raced down to see a yellow-faced man, skinny and stooped over. He was dressed like our pirate, but was about half his size. He also smelled pretty bad. And he was plainly blind, for he tapped his way into the room using a crooked stick.

Even though he couldn’t see, his hand suddenly reached out and grabbed Frankie by the arm as if he’d known she was there.

“Oww,” she said. “You’re hurting me.”

“Take me to Billy Bones!” said the blind stranger.

At the mention of his name, our favorite pirate clomped down the stairs and into the room.

Seeing the blind man there, all at once, the color drained from his face.

“Pew!” he said.

“I’ll say!” I said. “Pirates don’t wash much, do they?”

“No, no, that’s the blind man’s name. Thomas Pew,” said the captain, his voice hoarse with fear.

“Hold out your hand, Billy Bones!” said the blind man.

Like a robot, Billy stepped forward, scraping his boots on the floor as if he didn’t want to go, but had to.

Pew stuffed a small sheet of paper into the pirate’s hand, which closed on it instantly.

“Now that’s done,” said the blind man. He suddenly let go of Frankie and with awesome speed skipped out of the Inn and back to the road where his stick went tap-tap-tapping away into the distance.

Captain Billy slowly unclenched his fist and looked at the paper in his palm. “Ten o’clock! They will come for me then. It’s so soon, so soo—soo—soon!”

With that, he put his hand to his throat, made a small gargling noise, staggered once, and crumpled to the floor.

Totally dead.
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I was quaking all over when Jim rushed into the room, his eyes red, his cheeks wet.

“My father …” he said, “my father just died…”

“That makes two,” said Frankie, the book trembling in her hands. “I’m sorry, Jim. Take a look.”

Despite his grief, Jim knelt next to Billy Bones. The pirate didn’t move a muscle.

“He just keeled over,” I said. “What killed him?”

“My father died in peace,” said Jim Hawkins. “But this is something else. You can see it in his eyes. The captain died of fright. He was scared … to death.”

“Oh, great. Just what I’m feeling now,” I mumbled. “What should we do?”

Jim’s mother burst into the room, still crying about Mr. Hawkins. When she saw Billy Bones lying there, she knew. “So they came for him, finally. Well, there is no help for the old pirate now.”

Jim took up a little round piece of paper from the floor. On one side it said, “You have till ten o’clock.”

The other side was all black.

“The black spot,” I said. “Now, that’s fairly creepy.”

Mrs. Hawkins wiped her cheeks. “It’s a call to us, too,” she said. “The others will come for what he was hiding in that chest. But before they come, I want what the captain owes us, not a penny more. Children, we must open the box—”

Leaving the captain there, we all went up to his room and knelt around the big wooden chest. Mrs. Hawkins took hold of the heavy lid and threw it back.

It was not crammed with treasure.

On top lay a suit of clothes, folded nicely.

“So neatness is on the pirate to-do list,” said Frankie.

Beneath the clothes was a bunch of small stuff—two pouches of tobacco, a couple of shiny pistols, a small bar of silver, an old watch, beach shells, some trinkets, and souvenirs of a traveling life—and, at the bottom, a bundle tied up in leather and a little cloth pouch that jingled when we took it out.

“Doesn’t exactly sound like feathers,” I mumbled.

“Or lots of money, either,” said Mrs. Hawkins, opening the pouch. “I’ll just take what we’re due.” She spilled out the coins into her palm. They were of all shapes and sizes and amounts, from many different countries around the world.

“Look, Dev,” said Frankie. “Actual treasure!”

“I’m looking,” I said.

Jim just shook his head. “So, Captain Bones really was a pirate. He must have gotten these from foreign ships he plundered.”

“It’s great-looking stuff,” I said. “But it really isn’t all that much treasure. Why was he so nuts about this chest? And why do his old boat chums want to—”

I froze. In the silent, frosty air I heard a sound that pretty much stopped my heart.

Tap, tap, tap.

“The blind guy!” I gasped. “He’s coming back!”

Then we heard noises at the windows in the back of the inn.

“He’s not alone,” said Frankie. “They’re all around us!”

Jim dashed to the front window. “There are ten of them on the road. They have guns and swords.”

“Down with the door!” a rough voice cried out.

Whump! Whump! The timbers of the old inn shook.

“Quickly now,” said Jim, helping his mother up. “Out the side window and onto the roof!”

Mrs. Hawkins trembled. “But your poor father—”

Whump! The doors quaked.

“We have to stay alive, mother,” said Jim. “Let’s go!”

“What about the chest?” Frankie asked. “What are the pirates after?”

“Nothing that I can see,” said Jim. “Except perhaps this.” He snatched up the leather pouch from the bottom of the box and stuffed it into his shirt. “Come on, everyone, follow me—”

With a finger to his lips, and his hand on his mother’s arm, Jim darted out of the room and down the hall to the end of the building. There, he opened a small window and climbed onto a slanted roof. Reaching back through, he helped his mother out. Frankie and I followed after. As quietly as we could, we crawled across the roof to the edge and dropped to the ground.

We heard the call, “Pew! They’ve robbed the chest!”

“Is it there?” cried the blind man. “Is it there?”

“The money’s there,” the first called back.

“Curse the money!” cried Pew. “I need Flint’s pouch!”

“They took it!”

“You fools!” the blind man growled. “You’d be as rich as kings if you could find the pouch, and yet you stand there! Find them! Find them—and get me Captain Flint’s treasure pouch!”

Just then, we heard the sound of horses, lots of them. “Pirates on horses?” I said. “Now, we’re doomed!”

“Not pirates,” said Jim’s mother. “Our neighbors!”

It was their neighbors, a ragtag bunch of regular guys coming to the rescue. We cheered as they swung their rakes and shovels and knocked the pirates down.

“Yahoo, the cavalry comes in the nick of time!” I said.

In the battle Pew didn’t make out so well. He fled when he heard the horses, but made a mistake and fled toward the horses. Not a good move. He got totally trampled.

The other pirates took to their heels, chased by the neighbors all the way down to a little cove where a ship was waiting for them. We watched from above as the buccaneers scurried aboard the ship and sailed it out of the cove before anyone could stop them.

“I don’t think we’ve seen the last of them,” I said.

“Anyway, we got the pouch!” Frankie said.

Jim removed the leather pouch from his shirt and stared at it. “Let’s find Dr. Livesey,” he said. “He’s staying at the local squire’s house. He’ll know what to do.”

“Go, go,” urged Jim’s mom. “I’ll stay with our good friends here. You go and find out what this pouch is all about. Hurry!”

The neighbors agreed to take care of Jim’s mom while Frankie, Jim, and I ran through the English countryside to find Dr. Livesey.


Chapter 6

Squire Trelawney’s big house stood in the middle of what looked like a park, but was really just the guy’s front yard.

When we barged in, we found Dr. Livesey nestled in a thick leather chair looking bored, while Squire Trelawney, a pale, thin man, was posing in front of his fireplace, saying, “I have this jacket in three colors!”

I held up my hand. “Sorry, but we have to break up this fashion show—”

“Jim, children!” said the doctor, jumping from his chair. “What brings you here so late at night?”

“The blind guy!” Frankie blurted out.

“A blind man brought you here?” said the squire, his eyes bugging out. “How amazing! I’ve never known blind men to lead people anywhere!”

If the squire seemed a little light in the head, the doctor was the total opposite, all business.

“Never mind about that,” he said firmly. “Sit down and tell us what happened.” We did both.

I told the story about the blind man and the black spot, including a pretty exciting bit where I made the tap-tap-tap sound. Frankie added the part about the raid on the Admiral Benbow inn, and Jim finished off by handing over the leather pouch he had taken from the pirate’s chest.

“We’re pretty sure this is what the buccaneers were after,” said Frankie. “They were supermad when they couldn’t find it.”

Carefully, the doctor opened the pouch. Inside were two things—a book and a sealed paper.

“Now we find out what these dark-hearted buccaneers were after,” the doctor said. “The book first.”

On the first page, there were only some small blotches of writing, like when you try out a new pen. But the inside pages were chock-full of dates and amounts of money and the names of ships and islands and other places. It went on for many pages.

“Humf! I wouldn’t want to read that book,” said the squire with a big frown. “That book has no story at all.”

“No story?” said the doctor. “Ha! It tells a fascinating story. This is Billy Bones’s account book. The entries on these pages stand for the names of ships or towns that he and his wretched Captain Flint plundered. And the money is what Billy Bones took away for himself.”

“Oh! I’ve heard of Flint,” said the squire. “He was the bloodthirstiest buccaneer who ever sailed in those … er … things that sail—”

“Ships?” said the doctor.

“Those!” affirmed the squire. “They say that Blackbeard was a mere child compared to Flint. Legend has it that his treasure is in the hundreds of thousands of pounds—quite a fortune of riches, I say!”

“Quite so,” said the doctor. “And now, for the paper.”

Because the paper was folded and sealed with wax in several places, the doctor took his time opening it.

When he finally did, we all gasped.

“It’s a map!” said the squire.

On the paper was drawn the squiggly shape of an island, with notes about where it was located. The hills and bays and inlets of the island were named, along with info about how to get a ship to the place.

“Astounding!” said the doctor. “Notice the three crosses in red ink on the map. Two on the north part of the island, one in the southwest. And written next to the third are the words ‘bulk of treasure here.’”

“An island of treasure!” said the squire. “I say, let’s call it—Island of Treasure!”

Frankie rolled her eyes and held up the book. “Um, how about, Treasure Island?”

“Ooh!” said the squire. “I like that better! Treasure Island. Well, I mean to say, after all, what are we doing here when there is huge treasure to be won? For that’s what this map is, you know! Directions to the most marvelous treasure ever amassed by a buccaneer!”

“Yes, perhaps,” said the doctor, “but—”

The squire began jumping around like a nut. “No, no, it’s all decided. Tomorrow I start for Bristol. That’s right! And in three weeks—no, two weeks—ten days—ha! one day—well, perhaps not one day—I shall outfit the best one of those … those … wooden … water … things ….”

“Ships?” I said.

“One of those!” the squire went on. “With lots of those white cloth things that, you know, fill up with wind—”

“Sails?” said Frankie.

“Exactly!” said the squire, beaming. “And the very best bunch of people who know how to move the ship—”

The doctor sighed. “The crew?”

“The crew! And Hawkins shall be cabin boy! And his friends, Frankie and Devin, shall come! And you, doctor, shall be the ship’s … medical … fixing person—”

The doctor rubbed his forehead. “The doctor?”

“Yes, yes! And all in a week! Well, ten days! All right, two weeks! But I shall be the admiral of our voyage! I shall give apples to all the crew. They will love me for it. We’ll have favorable winds! We have the map! We shall find the treasure, the huge, huge treasure—”

“Squire Trelawney!” said the doctor finally. “Can you hold your tongue for just a moment?”

“Actually, I can!” said the squire. And he showed us how, by pinching it between his thumb and forefinger.

But this was not what the doctor meant.

“Squire!” Dr. Livesey shook his head. “What I mean is that you seem, Squire, to say everything that comes into your head without really thinking about it!”

“Well, what’s it in my head for?” the squire asked. “If it’s there, I think I should say it, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t,” said the doctor, starting to pace the room. “We are not the only men who know of this map. The buccaneers who attacked the inn know of it. Others may, as well. They are desperate, dangerous cutthroats who will stop at nothing to have this treasure. We must proceed with caution. And that means not blabbing!”

The squire hung his head. “I shall certainly try.”

For the next few days, all sorts of preparations were made. Jim, Frankie, and I stayed at the doctor’s place. It was strange to be there, but already there was a sense of mission about what we were doing. A secret mission. And all of us were thinking the same thing about it.

We kept wondering what it would be like to have colossal amounts of money.

“Frankie,” I said, “do you really think there’s treasure on that island? Real buried treasure?”

“It does seem awesome, doesn’t it?” she said. “But hey, we’ve seen pirates, we’ve seen the map. The name of the book is Treasure Island. So, it could be possible.”

I felt myself shiver with excitement. “But do you think we’ll be able to keep any of the treasure?”

She thought about that for a while. “That would be most amazing. I’d head straight for the mall.”

“I’d fill in my CD collection,” I said. “And maybe buy a book for Mrs. Figglehopper’s library!”

“She’d like that, Dev,” Frankie said with a smile.

“Maybe a bunch of books, so they’d have to call it the Frankie and Devin Memorial Library.”

“Um, I think they only call it Memorial if you’re … you know … not around anymore?”

I shuddered. “Never mind that part, then. And thanks for reminding me of what those nasty pirates tried to do to us to get that map. Maybe we better concentrate on getting back what shouldn’t be in this story. Which is Mrs. Figglehopper’s boyfriend bookmark.”

Frankie nodded. “Good idea. Maybe if I read a few pages I can discover if there are any spare feathers lying around the story. Or any leftover treasure. Quiet, please.”

When Frankie does something, she does it right.

In just a few minutes of her reading, the scene changed, and we were in Bristol, a big city on the left side of England.

It was there, for the first time since the story began, that I saw the huge Atlantic Ocean. Right away, I knew it was the ocean that we’d be sailing on.

To find pirate treasure.


Chapter 7
 
The morning sun was just hitting Bristol’s large dock area when Jim, Dr. Livesey, Frankie, and I walked down to see the big old boats bouncing in the water.

The biggest of all were tall sailing ships with fat wooden hulls, tall masts rigged with thick rope, and big bunches of white canvas sails ready to be unfurled.

Frankie nudged me. “This is pretty awesome, you know? I mean, we’re going to sea in one of these big boats to search for buried pirate treasure. Is that most excellent, or what?”

“Pretty cool,” I said, “but possibly pretty dangerous, too. Take a look at the local seafaring types.”

As we passed one ship, we saw sailors scurrying like spiders over the thick rope of the rigging that stretched from the deck to the top of the tall masts. High atop another ship, there were men singing rough songs about dying at sea. Not happy stuff. The smell of tar and oil and low tide mixed with a strong smell of salt. Lots of nautical guys stomped past us on the dock. They gave us the eye, while they went along smoking pipes that reeked. Many of the men had beards, pigtails, bandannas, and dirty metal rings dangling in their ears.

Every one of them looked scary. And, like Billy Bones and his friends, none of them smelled too good.

“I hope the squire found a good crew,” said Jim.

“One that uses deodorant,” I said. “I can see why they named that blind pirate Pew. I mean, whoa, people. Ever hear of showers?”

“Even if they’re not clean,” said Frankie, “I hope the crew is honest and nice.”

“We’ll find out,” said Dr. Livesey, stopping suddenly. “Here’s where we’re meeting the squire!”

We were outside a place called the Spyglass Tavern, which was a low, wooden house just across from the docks. Filled with sea types chatting and chewing, the Spyglass seemed to be the major hangout of the sailors around there. It was like an eighteenth-century Starbucks.

We found Squire Trelawney inside, sporting a brand-new purple jacket. “Welcome, my friends!” he said as he led us to a small corner table. “I have found the finest boat in all of Bristol. It’s called the Hispaniola!”

“Good work,” said the doctor after we all sat down. “And what about the crew? How did you get them?”

“I had the easiest time getting a crew,” the squire said. “Once they got wind of what we were sailing for—treasure, I mean—everyone wanted to join!”

The doctor just about blew a gasket. “Treasure! You—you—egad, man, that was supposed to be a secret!”

“Oh,” said the squire, frowning. “I knew I forgot something. I thought it was my new buckle boots. Well, not to worry. I found the best cook. In fact, he’s the cook of this very tavern, but someone who has spent a great many years at sea. He knew a whole slew of good seafaring men to staff our ship. He helped me choose the finest of them. Quite the fellow, he is! His name is Long John Silver—”

I blinked. “Long John Silver? Frankie, that’s the guy Mr. Wexler gave me to report on! Squire, when do we meet this guy?”

“Arrh-arrh!” came a low voice behind us. “Ye meet him right now, mateys!”

We turned, and there stood a tall, muscly guy in a long red coat dotted with brass buttons. On his head he wore a wide-brimmed navy officer’s hat. He stood there leaning over us. Actually, he was leaning over everybody, because he had only one leg.

That’s right. His left leg was nowhere in sight, and in place of it he leaned on a crutch that was tucked under his left shoulder.

“Whoa!” I said. “Frankie, he has only one—”

“Devin!” Frankie pinched me. “Zip it!”

I did zip it. And while I did, of course, I was totally freaking out, thinking that this was the guy that old Billy Bones told us to keep our eyes peeled for.

The doctor stood up. “Mr. Silver, sir?”

“Aye, aye!” said the man. “That be my name, to be sure! Long John Silver, they call me. And you must be the good Dr. Livesey!”

He gave us all a salute and smiled a warm smile. “I lost me leg fighting in His Majesty’s Royal Navy—fighting against pirates, I might add. Now, I do all my fighting against onions and potatoes, arrh-arrh! Well, now, this one here must be Jim Hawkins, cabin boy?”

Jim rose and shook the man’s hand. “Pleased to meet you, sir. These are my friends, Frankie and Devin.”

“Devin! Devin! Frankie! Frankie!” shrieked a voice.

Suddenly there was fluttering sound in the room, and a large bird flew over the tables.

It settled right on Silver’s shoulder.

I gasped. It was a parrot. A totally green parrot. With totally green feathers. All over it. Very green ones. Lots.

“Devin! Devin!” the thing cawed in my face.

My mouth was hanging open, or I would have said something like, “Back off, beakhead!” But I didn’t.

Long John Silver just laughed heartily. “This here bird be my little friend. Flint, I calls him—”

“After the famous evil pirate?” asked Jim.

“It be a little joke of mine,” said Silver. “For I fought in the Navy against Flint. Arrh, if Flint likes you, then shiver me timbers and haul me by the keel, we’ll all be fine friends, I tell ye!”

He was making with the total pirate talk, that’s for sure, but none of the other people seemed worried that he might be the guy Billy Bones said was after the map. After all, maybe in the eighteenth century, guys with one leg were a dime a dozen. Or maybe a nickel.

“And so we are friends!” said the squire, jumping from his chair and shaking his fist in the air. “And now, my mates, we sail tomorrow to find—!”

“Squire, careful ….” the doctor said.

But the squire’s head was shaking and his face was quivering, and he shook all over until he couldn’t stop.

Finally he blurted it out. “We sail—to find treasure!”

“Treasure! Treasure!” squealed the parrot.

“Arrh, arrh,” said Long John Silver, his rough lips breaking into a strange little smile.


Chapter 8
 
The squire actually did a good job in picking the boat.

The Hispaniola was pretty fancy. It was big and wide and had lots of nice white sails all up and down it.

By the time Frankie, Jim, and I had collected on the docks, the crew was nearly finished lugging on the supplies: containers of fresh water, cartons of fruits and vegetables, sacks of flour, bundles of meat, barrels of gunpowder, and lots of guns (in case we ran into pirates).

When we boarded, Long John Silver, with his bird Flint on his shoulder, was waiting at the top of the plank, shaking our hands and introducing us to the crew he helped the squire pick.

They sure were a rough-looking bunch, but they seemed to be working hard, and they were extra polite to Frankie.

“Being the only girl on the ship is strange,” she said. “But it has its rewards.”

“No kidding,” I said. “You get your own room.”

“It’s called a cabin,” said Jim.

“It’s called nice,” I said. “I have the narrowest bunk bed you ever saw. Which I know I’ll fall out of at the first sign of a storm. Probably smush my nose again.”

While Jim went to find the doctor and the squire, Frankie and I watched Long John Silver bark out orders to the crew.

“He seems to have a lot of power for a guy whose job is to toss salad,” I said. “Too bad we can’t skip ahead of where the story actually is. I mean, I don’t want to risk a meltdown, but I’d sure like to know more about him. Not to mention that bird of his.”

Frankie nodded. “I hear you. But you know what happens when we skip ahead. I still hurt from last time.”

She was right. If we flip ahead of where the story is, even if it’s only a page or two, it’s like cheating. Lightning flashes, thunder booms, and pretty soon a big black rip tears across the sky, as if we’re on a page being torn in half.

Let me tell you, it’s no fun.

“Still,” Frankie went on, “Silver doesn’t really act too much like a pirate. Except for the one leg and the parrot and the ‘arrh, arrh,’ he’s not a total Halloween costume pirate. He doesn’t have an eye patch, for instance, and his teeth are mostly still there. Plus, he seems smart, and he sure is polite. That’s not piratey.”

“I guess.…”

At that moment, Jim came bounding down from the upper deck, grumbling about something.

“What’s up?” I asked. “Your bunk bed is small, too?”

He shook his head. “As nice as Long John Silver is—a wonderful cook, a great storyteller, an old Navy man—the captain of the ship, Captain Smollett, is a different story.”

From his position at the steering wheel in the back of the boat, the captain was yelling out his own orders to the men, shouting, stomping, and fuming all over the place.

“What a grouch!” said Frankie. “What’s with him?”

In just about no time, we found out. As soon as we left port and rolled out on the high seas, Captain Smollett stormed over to Dr. Livesey and the rest of us.

“I need to see you all in my cabin—now!” he roared, practically blowing us all off the boat and into the water.

“The guy has some issues,” I whispered to Frankie.

“He definitely needs anger therapy,” she said.

“Quiet, you two, and go to my cabin! Now!”

We quaked in our sneakers. The doctor and the squire exchanged looks. Jim shrugged. But we all followed the captain down to his cabin in the back of the boat. He kicked open the door and slammed it shut behind us.

“Sit!” the captain commanded. We sat.

“Well,” said Squire Trelawney, perched on the edge of his seat so that his clothes wouldn’t wrinkle. “What seems to be the problem—”

“What isn’t the problem?” the captain huffed. “I don’t like this voyage, I don’t like the men, I don’t like the supplies, and I don’t much like any of you!”

The squire trembled.

Dr. Livesey coughed politely. “Er, yes, well, captain … can you tell us why?”

Captain Smollett snorted violently. “I was hired to sail on a secret mission. Some secret! Every man on this ship knows exactly why we’re here! To seek treasure! Even Long John Silver’s little parrot knows more than I do!”

“More than you! More than you!” squawked the parrot from outside the cabin. Captain Smollett kicked the door and we heard the parrot flutter away briskly.

“You see?” the captain boomed. “Everyone knows you have a map of an island, and that there are crosses on the map where a huge pirate treasure is buried! Someone blabbed!”

“No I didn’t!” said the squire, trying to look innocent.

“It doesn’t even matter now,” snarled the captain. “This crew is a bad lot. I don’t trust any of them!”

“But they are Silver’s friends,” said the doctor.

“As for Silver,” said the captain, “well, I haven’t made my mind up about him yet. He says he lost his leg fighting in the British Navy. Maybe he did. But I want all the gunpowder and guns put in the storage room next to our cabins. I want the weapons near us. Just in case.”

“In other words, you fear a mutiny?” said the doctor.

“I love a mutiny!” I said. “They show the movie during the day and it costs half price. What’s not to love?”

Frankie shook her head. “That’s a matinee, Devin.”

“A mutiny is when angry sailors take over the ship,” said Jim. “They take over the ship from the people who run the ship. In other words … from us.”

I gulped. “Yikes. There are twenty-six in the crew besides us. We’re way outnumbered if they take over.”

“Now you understand,” said the captain. “Be watchful, I say. Be watchful! Now, leave me alone!”

He kicked open the door to his cabin and we all left.

The next morning, Frankie and I were on deck, helping to tie up a huge barrel to the mast. The barrel was filled with apples. The squire had it brought on board to keep the sailors happy. I don’t know about them, but it made me happy. I love apples.

While the crew was busy working the sails and pulling the ropes and doing all kinds of nautical stuff, Frankie and I had a chance to munch and talk.

“Jim thinks the captain is all wrong,” said Frankie. “He believes Silver and the crew are very good men. They sure look like they know what they’re doing.”

“Maybe,” I said. “Not sure about that parrot, though. I don’t trust it. Those beady eyes. All those green feathers. I think it knows something about Mrs. Figglehopper’s lost bookmark—”

“Knows something?” said Frankie. “It’s a parrot—”

Suddenly, there was a great fluttering sound, and the parrot itself came down and sat on the apple barrel. It eyed me up and down with those big black eyes it has.

“I really don’t trust you,” I said to the bird.

Frankie shook her head. “Devin, this is silly. We have more important things to think about now—”

I grumbled under my breath. “Maybe. But, know this, Mr. Flint Parrot Guy—I’m watching you!”

“Watching you! Watching you!” he crowed back.

“No, I’m watching you, you feather head—”

“Feather brain! Feather brain!”

I blinked. “Hey, I called you a feather head—”

Frankie tugged on my shoulder. “Devin, you’re arguing with a parrot.”

“Yeah, and he’s arguing back!”

Day after day seemed to pass pretty quickly. Jim was kept fairly busy as cabin boy while Frankie and I shared the reading. Hey, it was better than doing some of the harder tasks of sailing a ship. Plus, it helped pass the time. Voyages across oceans can take weeks.

In rough weather, we saw Long John Silver using his crutch to brace himself against the wind and waves. He turned out to be sturdier than most two-legged people. Of course, during that same rough weather, I kept falling out of my bunk bed. My nose even developed a callus.

Frankie and I helped as best we could, not having done too much seafaring ourselves. Jim told us the parts of a ship and Long John cooked up special meals for us in the small kitchen. Once, as Jim, Frankie, and I slurped our soup, Silver told us about his days in the navy. Awesomely cool stuff. Like movies, only real.

“I’ve sailed the seven seas and many others in my day,” he told us. “Danger? Lived with it every day. Adventure? I traveled the wide world in search of it.”

“We’ve never been anywhere,” I said. “Except in books. Reading them, I mean. The words and stuff.”

“Arrh! I knew a bookish person once, a lady—”

“Lady! Lady!” crowed the parrot. I gave it the eye.

Silver laid down his soup ladle. “Always reading books, she was. I never had time for them. Tried to make my fortune on the sea. Until I lost me leg. But, arrh, you children are as smart as paint, you are. What’s that book you have there, Frankie?”

“It’s, um, uh, an adventure story,” she said.

“Arrh, I’ve seen lots of that, me and Flint here.”

“Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight!” cried the bird.

I looked at Flint. “Pieces of eight … feathers?”

Silver slapped his crutch on the floor and laughed. “No, me lad! Pieces of eight is money! It’s gold coins. And Flint here knows all about money, don’t you?”

It ruffled its green feathers in our faces.

That evening, after the sun went down and Jim finished his cabin-boy duties, he and Frankie and I headed back up to the deck. The moon was out, and the Hispaniola was rolling steadily over the waves.

“I’ve been on land my whole life,” said Jim. “But I do like the sea ….”

I wagged my head. “I like to keep my feet on the ground. But if I have to be at sea, I like a big boat between me and the water.”

The three of us wandered the deck and found ourselves near the huge apple barrel, which turned out to be one of my favorite places on the whole ship. I had a sudden urge to munch.

“I’m way hungry,” I said.

Frankie laughed. “But you just had some of Long John’s soup.”

“And there’s still some room!” I said. I ran to the apple barrel and peered into its darkness. “Aha, one left!”

“Mine,” said Frankie sneakily. She whipped past me and reached for it.

I blocked her arm. “No, mine!”

“No—mine!”

“No—whoa!”

We both tumbled into the barrel and grabbed for the apple. But Jim, laughing, leaped in first and got the apple before either of us. Like I said, it was a huge barrel.

Just as we settled in to split the prize three ways, we heard some people coming. Before we could peep out to see who it was, one of them sat down, leaning heavily against the barrel.

He began to speak. “Arrh …”

Jim grinned. “It’s Silver,” he whispered.

“Maybe he’ll tell us more old sea stories,” Frankie said. “Let’s go join him.”

But before Silver had finished his first sentence we knew that if we showed ourselves, we’d be in big trouble.

Make that Very Big Trouble.


Chapter 9

“Arrh, arrh!” Long John Silver was saying. “I tell ye, matey, it was grand in the days when Flint was my captain and I was his first mate!”

I gulped. “Um … he’s not really talking about Flint the parrot, is he?”

Jim shook his head. “Devin, I don’t think so ….”

“Oh, the treasure me and the other buccaneers stole when we sailed together,” Silver went on.

Frankie looked at me, her eyes gaping open. “Flint was his captain? I can’t believe it! They stole treasure? Jim, Devin, I think this pretty much proves it. Silver didn’t fight in the navy, he fought against the navy! Guys, he’s nothing but a … big old … pirate!”

“One thing’s for sure,” I whispered. “I’m not eating his soup anymore!”

Jim put a quivering finger to his lips. “Hush …”

“I see, sir,” said the one Silver was talking to. “And what happened to Flint’s men?”

I recognized the voice as one of the youngest of the sailors on board the ship. His name was Dick Depper. He obviously thought Silver was cool.

“Why, most of the men be right here on this ship!” Silver replied. “Israel Hands and Tom Morgan and George Merry and Job Anderson—Flint’s men, all of them!”

I went cold. Silver had just named four of the scariest-looking men in our crew. When he finished naming Flint’s other men, we realized that nearly the entire crew was pirates!

“We’re way outnumbered here,” I whispered.

“You are such a math whiz,” Frankie added. “Shhh.”

“Now, look here,” said Silver to the young seaman. “You’re young, but you’re as smart as paint to want to join us.”

“I still don’t know what that means,” said Frankie.

A few seconds later the two pirates were joined by Israel Hands, a sneaky, hunched-over pirate with gnarly skin and a long gray mustache drooping below his chin.

“Ahoy there, evil mateys,” said Hands.

“Arrh, arrh, to you, too,” said Silver.

“Look here,” said Hands with a spitting sound in his voice. “I’ve had enough of the doctor and that dim squire and that captain! When do we steal the map and find our treasure?”

“At the last possible moment, that’s when!” Silver growled. “Captain Smollett is better than any of you to sail this ship to the island. The squire and the doctor have got the treasure map. And they have all the guns and powder, don’t they? The squire may be dim, but he’s a crack shot with the rifle and pistol. So, the right thing is to let them find the treasure and bring it back on board without making trouble.”

Frankie, Jim, and I stared at one another. With each word, the conversation got creepier and scarier.

“And then?” asked Hands.

Silver gave out a low laugh. “Arrh, my friend. We could maroon them ashore. But I know what happens if you maroon a man. He comes back later to haunt you. I plan to live as a gentleman after this, to ride my fancy coaches free and easy of walking ghosts, I tell you. When I’m rich, I don’t want no memories coming at my back. No, sir, my vote is death, clear and simple.”

Death!

I guess I knew what sort of character Long John Silver was. The bad kind. The very bad kind.

And Mr. Wexler wanted me to do a report on him!

“And if anyone gets wind of our plan?” asked Dick.

Silver made an awful sound in his throat. “Then we strike them down on the instant!”

The way Silver said the word strike was horrifying. I had this instant image of an enormous crutch slamming down on my head and then everything going black.

“Strike! Strike!” cried the parrot, and Silver laughed.

He paused to spit while Frankie, Jim, and I had heart attacks three inches away. A moment later, Silver belched out a long smelly burp.

That’s when he said it.

“Now, Dick,” said Silver. “I be hungry. Be a good lad and grab me an apple from this here barrel!”

Jim stiffened. “No … no …”

We heard Dick begin to rise. He lifted a lantern over his head and it spread its thin yellow light into the barrel right over us.

Frankie grabbed my arm and squeezed tight, her face going white and bloodless in the sickly light.

Oh, my gosh! she mouthed silently at me. Devin!

Just then, as Dick was turning to lean into the barrel—fractions of a second before he and Silver and Hands would discover us—someone yelled out two words at the top of their lungs.

“Land ho!”

Instantly, the lantern’s light vanished, and there was a great rush of feet across the deck. Silver and the others hopped across the boards in a mad dash to get a look off the front of the ship.

Jim and Frankie and I were frozen where we sat.

It was Jim who spoke first. “My friends,” he whispered, “we’re on a ship full of bloodthirsty pirates!”

Frankie nodded. “This is serious. We need to stop them. We need to stop them from finding the treasure.”

“And,” I said, staring at my friends and making a loud gulping noise, “we need to stay alive!”


Chapter 10

A low cloud of fog was just lifting off the water ahead of the ship, when the three of us climbed quietly out of the apple barrel.

There, sticking out of the ocean before us, was a ragged lump of land shining in the moonlight.

“Island of Treasure,” I whispered.

Captain Smollett bolted up on deck and started issuing orders right away. “Pull down mainsail. Set course to land on the east side of the island. Steady as she goes! Now, look here, has anyone here ever seen this island before?”

“I have, sir,” said Long John Silver, hopping over to the captain. “I stopped here once on a ship I was, er, cooking on—”

“I have a chart here,” said the captain, pulling a piece of paper from his pocket. “See if this is the same place—”

I could see by the look on Silver’s face that he couldn’t wait to get a look at that chart. But when his trembling hands took it from the captain, he realized it was not the original treasure map, only a copy. It didn’t have the crosses marking where the treasure was buried.

But Silver was a good faker. He didn’t let on that he was disappointed. “Arrh. This be the place,” he said.

Jim gave us a nudge. “Come on,” he whispered. “While the captain’s busy with Silver, we can at least tell the doctor and the squire what we know.”

But even as we tried to sneak below deck, Silver wheeled away from the captain and blocked our path. “Ah, here be my three young friends, arrh!”

He put his arms around us as if he was a nice old grandpa or something, and I have to say, Frankie and Jim and I nearly dropped dead from fright, just like old Billy Bones back at Admiral Benbow Inn.

“This here island be sweet,” Silver went on. “And great fun for children such as yourselves. Why, you can trek up its steep hills, dive from its waterfalls, walk along the edges of its steepest and deadliest chasms!”

“All my favorite stuff,” I mumbled.

“Especially the deadly part,” Frankie added.

“Sounds like … fun!” said Jim.

Silver squinted at us one by one. “’Tis pleasant to be young and have all ten toes, to be sure! If you three go exploring, tell old John, and he’ll show you which places be the most—arrh!—fun!”

With that, he clapped us all on the back and hobbled off to the kitchen below deck.

“That was majorly creepy,” said Frankie.

“Do you think he suspects us?” asked Jim.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I hope not. Come on, let’s spill the beans to the rest of the good guys.”

Minutes later, we all met in the captain’s cabin.

There were only four chairs, just enough for the doctor, the captain, the squire, and Jim. That’s one of the things about crashing a story this way. They never have enough places to sit. So Frankie and I stood.

Dr. Livesey looked serious. “We understand you have something to say. Tell us now.”

Frankie, Jim, and I took turns describing what we had heard from our hiding place in the apple barrel. I did a good job of imitating Long John Silver’s voice and adding in some extra “arrh, arrhs.” Jim repeated the names of all the men Silver named as old Captain Flint’s shipmates.

“In other words,” Frankie finished up, “Long John Silver is a bloodthirsty, ruthless … pirate!”

“Aha!” snarled Captain Smollett. “So our crew is no more than a bunch of buccaneers. I don’t want to say I told you so, but—I told you so!”

“Quite right,” said the doctor. “We’re sorry for doubting you. But Silver and the others don’t know we know. This is good. The question is … what shall we do now?”

The captain paced the room a couple of times. As angry as he was, he took quick control of the situation.

“First, if we turn around now, the crew would attack us in a minute. So we must land on the island. Second, having the map is good. They won’t risk its being destroyed or lost in an outright attack, at least not yet, so we have a little time. Third, not every single member of the crew is a pirate. Some men are on our side. Five, by my count. So with the six of us, there are eleven whom we can count on—”

“Oh!” the squire suddenly blurted out. “And to think these pirates were all Englishmen—born in England! Why, I could just … just … blow up the ship!”

“Whoa, dude,” I said. “We’re on the ship!”

The squire blinked. “Oh, well, I meant … later.”

“Later, we’ll need it to get home,” said the captain. “Our best chance now is with Jim, Frankie, and Devin.”

Everyone turned to us.

“Here it comes,” I said. “Right into the frying pan!”

The doctor rose and smiled at us. “Indeed, it’s plain to see that Long John Silver rules these pirates, and that, of all our crew, he is friendliest toward you three. You should make friends with him. That way, you can keep us informed of what he’s thinking, what he’s like. It may save our lives to know his character.”

Frankie looked at me. “Character? That means you, Devin, remember?”

I suddenly wanted to rant and rave against Mr. Wexler and his book reports, but Frankie just kept tapping the book to remind me that characters only know the world of the book, nothing outside it. So all that came out of my mouth was a single word. “Arrh.”

A moment later, the captain was called on deck. Silver and the crew had brought the ship to within a half mile of the eastern coast of Treasure Island.

As we drew near the rocky shore, the crew was getting more and more restless. Silver was trying to calm them and we knew why. So we would find the treasure for him. After that, he’d “strike us down.”

Suddenly, Jim turned to the captain. “Sir, I have an idea. I think you should tell them they can go ashore.”

“What?” said the captain, wrinkling his eyebrows.

“Silver and the crew. Tell them they can go ashore.”

“What exactly is your idea, Jim?” asked the doctor.

“Sir,” the boy began, “these pirates are angry and restless, full of black looks and secrets.”

“I’ll say,” I added. “All they do is grumble.”

“If we let Silver take them ashore,” Jim went on, “they will surely go, thinking that they will be closer to finding the treasure. If Silver can talk them out of attacking us, good. If not, then we fight it out from the ship.”

Everyone looked at Jim.

The doctor smiled and nodded.

“Quite a nice plan,” said the captain. “We’ve already got all the guns safely stowed in storage. I like it.”

The captain climbed the rear deck and made the announcement. “Listen up, crew. We’ve had a hot day. We’re all tired. I say, anyone who wants to can go ashore for the afternoon and come back at sundown.”

An instant cheer went up from the crew. “Hooray!”

Dr. Livesey turned to us. “They think they’ll just trip over treasure as soon as they’re ashore. Let them try.”

The crowd of men jumped and hooted, making a sort of crazy atmosphere on the deck. But it was plain as day that even though Smollett was the real captain, Long John Silver was the one they obeyed. He was busy giving eyes and saying “arrh-arrh,” all over the place, keeping his pirate crew in line.

In a few minutes, it was all decided. Six pirates would stay on board with the good guys, and Silver, his parrot, and the rest of the crew would go ashore.

It was then, as I was watching them all get into the boats, that I knew what I had to do. Silver was my character, and I had to act. I had to follow him.

I pulled Frankie over to where the boats were being loaded. “I need to go to the island,” I said.

“With the pirates?” she said. “That’s crazy talk.”

“I’ve got to follow him,” I said. “I’ve got to learn about his character. You heard the captain. You also heard Mr. Wexler and Mrs. Figglehopper. I won’t get this book report right unless I get what’s up with Silver. Plus, it might save our lives. We were lucky to hear him from the apple barrel, but only because we were close to him. If he goes ashore, we’ll never know what else he’s planning. Sorry, Frankie, I’m following him.”

As if I was on autopilot, I headed for the rowboats.

Frankie grabbed my arm. “Well, you’re not leaving me here. I mean, as if. We’re in this story together.”

“And you’re certainly not going without me,” said Jim, coming up behind her. “I could turn out to be the hero of this adventure.”

I turned to them. “You know, I was hoping you guys wouldn’t let me do this alone. Come on. Let the grown-ups defend the ship. They have all the guns and stuff. We need to see what Silver and his men are up to!”

Without another word, we jumped into one of the bad-guy boats. We kept our heads low. Dr. Livesey called out to us, wondering what we were doing.

But we couldn’t answer him. We just had to go.

Maybe it was the look of the island with its thick woods and wild stony hills, or the surf pounding against the beach like it wanted to knock it unconscious, or the thought that Frankie and Jim and I were surrounded by deadly pirate types, but my heart sank all the way to my sneakers. From that first look at the place—a place that should have been all paradisey and islandy and cool and summery like my dream—I really dreaded the whole thought of Treasure Island.

And there we were, sailing right toward it.

“It’s hard to believe,” said Jim, looking at the dark hills looming before us, “but amazing treasure is buried somewhere on this island.”

“Let’s hope we don’t get buried along with it,” I said.

Frankie snorted quietly. “Devin, it’s probably good that you can still make jokes.”

I looked at my friend. “Who’s joking?”


Chapter 11
 
The splashing of the oars and the shouting of the pirates echoed across the water to the island, sending swarms of birds wheeling and crying over the eerie woods.

Luckily, our little boat was faster than the others—probably because we were kids and not overweight grown-up pirates. We landed first.

It was nearly dawn when we finally hit the beach.

“Ahoy, there, Jim!” Silver was calling out from his slower boat. “Frankie, is that you? Arrh, Devin?”

We didn’t answer. The moment we tripped off the boat we plunged into the nearest jungle we could find.

“Hurry,” Jim urged us.

We ran up through a marshy area and came out on an open piece of rolling sandy earth. It was dotted with a cluster of pine trees and some twisted smaller trees that looked all gnarly and spooky. In the distance was a large hill. I remember that the map called it Spyglass Hill. It stood there, towering over everything like a big dark head.

“We are probably some of the first people ever to set foot here,” said Frankie. “Except, of course, for the evil bunch that buried the treasure.”

“Speaking of evil,” said Jim, looking around at the dense forest surrounding us. “I have a bad feeling about this island. I hope we’re not here very long.”

“No kidding,” I mumbled, looking at our place in the book. “But something tells me we don’t have much of a choice. We’re only halfway through.”

All at once there was a sharp noise from the bushes to our left. A wild duck flew up with a loud quack, another followed it, and soon it was ducks everywhere, screaming and circling over the whole marsh. Then we heard something else.

Crash! Crack! Branches snapped and leaves crackled. This was followed by the low rumble of voices.

“Someone’s coming!” said Jim. “Let’s hide.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice!” I said.

We slipped into the nearby woods, darted under the shelter of some thick trees, and stopped. Crawling on all fours, we made our way quietly back toward the talkers. At last, we raised our heads and peered through the leaves. Long John Silver and another crew member were standing face-to-face in conversation. Silver’s parrot was on his shoulder, turning its head all around, staring into the woods.

“I still don’t trust that parrot!” I hissed.

Frankie pinched me. “Will you shhh?”

We crouched as close as we could, in full sneaky spy mode, trying to pick up as much as possible about the pirates’ evil plans. We heard an earful.

“Arrh, you’re a smart man, Tom,” said Silver to one of the sailors. “That’s why I’m asking you to join our little enterprise. Forget Captain Smollett and the others and think of yourself. You’ll be rich, you know. Quite rich.”

The sailor named Tom shook his head. “No. I won’t be led astray by the likes of you and your buccaneers. I’m an honest sailor.”

I nudged Frankie. “This is great. I think we found another good guy for our trio. Of course, if he joins us, we won’t be a trio anymore—”

“Devin, hush!” said Jim.

All of a sudden there came a sound from farther away, a horrible, long-drawn-out cry. “Aaaaaaach!”

It was a man’s scream.

The whole troop of marsh ducks did their quacking routine again, and I almost added to it.

“What was that sound?” Tom demanded.

“That?” said Silver calmly. “I reckon that’ll be one of your shipmates. By the sound of it, he didn’t want to join us, either. Perhaps you should think again, Tom.”

Long John Silver hadn’t even budged when that scream sounded. He didn’t blink an eye. He stood there, leaning casually on his crutch, his face, as always, just holding onto that little smirk of his.

Tom began to shake. We all did.

He backed away from Silver. “Oh, I see it all now. You and your men are killing those who don’t join you. Well, I won’t be a part of your bloody crew—”

With that, Tom turned his back on Silver and set off quickly toward the beach. Not quickly enough. With a loud grunt, Silver whipped the crutch out of his armpit and sent it hurtling through the air.

“Oh, my gosh!” cried Frankie.

“Incoming crutch!” I whispered. “Tom, watch out!”

But Tom didn’t hear. The crutch struck him between the shoulder blades in the middle of his back. His hands flew up, he gave a sort of gasp, then fell with a thud.

“Arrh,” growled Silver as he hobbled over to the body. “That be two of ye gone, then! Arrh-arrh!”

I can’t speak for Jim or Frankie, but as I watched Silver gloating over Tom stretched out and lying motionless on the ground, the whole world started to swim around me like a swirling mist of fog. Everything. Long John Silver, the birds, the tall island hilltops, all of it was going round and round in front of my eyes.

Scooping up his crutch and popping his hat back on, Silver pulled a small silver whistle from his pocket and blew on it a couple of times.

“It’s a signal,” Frankie whispered.

“Meaning more men will be coming,” said Jim, his eyes darting around for a place to escape to. “We might be found here. Silver has proved he’s out to kill everybody. That could mean us, too. Come on.”

Jim started up, trying to pull me with him. But I was staring at Tom just lying there. He was not saying lines, not moving around, not doing anything.

“What about Tom?” I asked.

Not far away were the crunching and crackling sounds of pirates responding to Silver’s whistle.

“It’s too late for him, but not for us, Devin,” said Jim, tugging on my arm.

“Jim’s right,” said Frankie. “Maybe we can save the next guy, or the guy after him.”

Frankie was sounding a little like Jim. She was being brave. She was learning something from her book-report character. All I was learning from Long John Silver was how to be a nasty pirate guy. I was shocked at how bad my character turned out to be.

But Frankie and Jim were right. We had to keep going. I guess that’s the thing about books. You just have to push through and hope that the story ends okay.

As quietly as possible, the three of us slipped away from where Silver was. We tramped deeper and deeper into the jungle.

We hurried along for what seemed like hours.

Until we saw something that made us stop.

A figure was moving in the trees above us. It was dark and shaggy and leaping from one branch to another, making weird gargling noises.

“Maybe it’s a bear,” said Frankie.

“Or a gorilla,” said Jim.

“Or a giant squirrel,” said Frankie.

“Or maybe,” I said, “it’s some crazy island monster that’s been asleep for centuries until we woke it up and now it’s very hungry and it wants to eat something and the something it wants to eat is us!”

The thing was still leaping from branch to branch, only it was getting closer.

“In that case,” said Frankie, “I think we’d better—”

“RUN!” cried Jim.


Chapter 12

We burst away under the trees, but the instant we did, the creature, whatever it was, sprang to the ground and took up pursuit.

“It’s after us,” cried Frankie. “Devin, take a left!”

Wham! I hit a tree.

“I meant the other left!”

“Now you tell me!”

“I almost wish we were back fighting pirates,” Jim huffed as we tore through the jungle. “Long John Silver and his crutch seem less terrible than some island monster.”

“It’s like an old horror movie,” I said, slapping my way through the hanging vines. “And those never end up good—”

But as fast as we were, the creature was much faster, thudding along the ground then leaping into trees, swinging on vines, scampering along branches. In no time, it had worked its way around and dropped to the ground right ahead of us.

We screeched to a stop. I gaped at the thing crouching there. It was breathing heavily.

“Don’t eat us!” I cried.

“Wait a second!” said Frankie. “That’s not a crazy, kid-eating monster. It’s … it’s … a man!”

It was a man. Though he was about as disguised as you could get. He was little and wiry and thin, with a long dirty white beard that hung to his waist. His hair was shaggy and loose, falling messily below his shoulders, and with enough tangles and snarls to give a hairdresser a fit.

Wherever his skin showed—and that was a lot—was either very hairy or very dirty. He was dressed in what looked like the tattered remains of an old ship’s sail mixed and matched with various local plants. All this was held together with sticks, brass buttons, and loops of twisted grass.

He took a step forward. We backed up.

“Don’t attack us, please,” I said. “That is if you even understand what I’m saying, mister, uh, mister—”

His eyes, all wrinkled and old, suddenly grew wide, and his lips parted in an enormous grin. Without warning, he threw himself on the ground in front of us, clasped his hands and shouted at the top of his lungs, “CHEESE!”

We blinked at the hairy guy.

“Mr. Cheese?” said Frankie. “Your name is Mr. Cheese?”

“No, no, my name is Ben Gunn!” he chirped in a high, raspy voice. “I’m saying cheese because I love cheese. And I’m asking—do you have any cheese?”

“Do we have any cheese?” I said, doing the fake feeling-my-pockets thing. “Sorry. Fresh out.”

“I’ve lived on berries and goats and bugs and oysters. But what I’d really love is a nice wad of cheese. A chunk of Cheddar. A bit of Brie, even. Perhaps a load of Limburger. Or a munch of Monterey. I’d even go for a pinch of Parmesan. Or a ripple of Romano. A—”

“We have some on our ship,” said Jim abruptly.

Ben Gunn’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

“SHIP!”

“Ship,” said Jim. “The Hispaniola.”

“You have a ship!” Ben cried, as if “ship” was the only thing better than a block of cheese. “A ship to sail me home! Oh, my, my, you’ve come to save old Ben Gunn! Why, I haven’t seen a soul for three whole years!”

We could tell from his voice that he was an English guy, like all the others in this book.

“Poor man, were you shipwrecked?” asked Jim.

“Marooned,” said Ben Gunn.

I remembered Long John Silver using the word. It meant a horrible kind of punishment, like when I have to stay after school and my mom forgets to pick me up and I have to stay there for a while.

“A ship!” Ben muttered once more. Then a sudden shadow fell over his face, and he raised a finger before our faces. “You haven’t come on old Captain Flint’s ship, have you?”

“It’s not Flint’s ship,” Frankie told the old man. “Flint is dead. But there are some of Flint’s old crew on the island right now, which makes things pretty sticky.”

It was Ben’s turn to gasp. “There’s not a man with … one leg, is there?” he asked.

Jim nodded. “Long John Silver! You know him?”

“Akkkk!” Ben screamed. “He’s the most terrible creature that ever hopped on this earth! He was with me on Flint’s ship when they buried the treasure here. Six strong seamen Flint took ashore with him. Then me, Billy Bones, and Long John Silver see Flint coming back to the ship after burying the treasure. And the six men were not with him. And his sword was gone. We knew then that Flint had buried the treasure and killed the six men who knew where it was!”
 
It was a horrible story. Frankie’s expression went all the way from astonishment to fear. Mine did, too.

“How did you get marooned?” asked Jim.

“Three years ago, I was in another ship and we passed the island and I told the men what treasure was here, if we could find it,” Ben said. “We landed and searched for twelve days, but never found it. The captain was so mad at me, he marooned me ashore. ‘Find Flint’s money for yourself!’ he shouts at me, and takes off, leaving me to fend for myself. I built a hut, I built a little boat, I made myself a little life here. But I’ve been cheeseless ever since!”

“How terrible,” said Frankie. “You poor man—”

Suddenly the air exploded with a thunderous sound.

Ben jumped in fear. “What’s that?”

“It sounds like the ship’s cannon,” said Jim. “Something’s happening. The pirates and our men must have begun to fight! Come now. Follow me!”

All four of us began to run toward where the little boats had reached the shore. Ben trotted nimbly over rocks and broken branches like a real jungle animal.

“Take a sharp right turn!” he said, and we did. “Under the trees to your left,” he said. We went there, too. After three years of nothing much to do, the guy really knew his jungle.

Suddenly, we heard a bunch of sharp crackling noises coming from the shore.

“Pistols and rifles,” said Jim.

“Oh, terrific. Now we’re at war!” said Frankie.

A moment later, Ben Gunn broke through the thick woods and into a clearing. There, not fifty feet ahead of us, was a small fort built of logs. And above the fort was the British flag fluttering high over the woods.

“The old stockade!” said Ben. “But the flag is new—”

“Our friends must have come ashore and set up camp here!” said Jim, nearly laughing.

“Does that mean the pirates have taken over the ship?” I asked.

Jim nodded. “Probably. But we’ll sort that out later. Ben, come and meet our friends, the doctor, the squire, the captain—”

Another blast of the cannon shot straight through the woods, crashing nearby.

“Oh, ho-ho! Not I!” said the little man. “I’m safer up in my trees! But tell your leaders I may have something to share with them. But I’ll only trade it for cheese! Later! Later!”

“Ben, wait!” said Jim.

But the little man darted away like a graceful animal, leaped into a tree and swung from branch to branch until he was lost in the leafy darkness.

“Strange little oddball,” I mumbled.

“Strange big cannonball!” Frankie cried. “Jim! Devin! Watch out!”

We all fell flat on the ground as a third sizzling, whistling cannonball shot straight over our heads.


Chapter 13

The trees exploded above us, showering us with falling leaves and branches.

“Let’s get in the fort,” cried Jim. “Hurry!”

We rushed to the stockade walls and pounded on them. A moment later, a small door opened in the wall and there was the squire, looking wrinkled and dirty.

“I say!” he said. “We were expecting visitors, but not friendly ones. Do come in!”

We dashed in moments before the next cannon-ball exploded inches from where we were standing.

Inside the wall was a flat area about the size of the school playground, but paved with dirt. Smack dab in the center stood a house made entirely of logs chopped roughly and fitted together.

“Cool fort,” I said. “You could probably defend this place pretty well—”

“And we’ll probably have to!” growled the captain, running out to meet us. “Everybody get inside. Now!”

Frankie turned to me. “It’s nice to know the captain hasn’t changed!”

Huddled inside the log house we found the doctor, and three other sailors. They welcomed us with a cheer.

“We thought you were lost for good,” said the doctor. “I knew in my heart that you didn’t join the pirates.”

“We almost were lost for good,” Jim told him. “Silver and his men have taken down two of our sailors.”

The captain nodded grimly. “They’ve taken over the ship, too. It was us against twenty. We escaped just in time, taking as many supplies as we could carry—”

A couple more cannonballs crashed outside the fort, then the bombardment seemed to be over. At least for a while.

When I got done crouching, and finally took a look around, it was plain to see that they really had brought everything they possibly could. There were rifles, sacks of pork, gunpowder, and biscuits.

“I think we have another friend,” said Frankie, glancing at Jim and me. “We met him in the jungle, but he didn’t want to come in.”

“His name is Ben Gunn,” Jim added. “He used to sail with Silver and Billy Bones, and Captain Flint, too. He was marooned here.”

The doctor seemed especially interested in this information. “What sort of man is he? Is he, well, sane?”

Frankie made a face. “He does seem a little flaky.”

“It’s because he has no sunblock,” I said. “In fact, he doesn’t have much of anything. Being here for three years all by himself, with no friends, has made him sort of a bit strange. All the guy really wants is cheese.”

The doctor laughed. “Funny. It sounded like you said cheese.”

“I did say cheese!” I replied. “And so did Ben Gunn, about a thousand times. He said he had something valuable to share, but only if we came back with cheese.”

“How odd.” Dr. Livesey then pulled a small silver box from his coat and popped open the lid. “I keep a pinch of Parmesan with me for just such occasions!”

I blinked at the guy. “Dude, you are prepared!”

All of a sudden, there came a cry from one of the men on guard. “Captain! Doctor! Come quickly!”

We all rushed out to the walls and climbed to the top to see what the fuss was about.

Frankie clutched my arm. “Devin—look!”

A small white patch of fabric was waving from the midst of the trees. Then it slowly made its way from the woods to the clearing before the stockade.

“It’s a flag,” said Jim. “The pirates are surrendering!”

“Unless it’s a trick,” said the captain.

Two men walked up to the stockade walls. Well, the one with the flag walked. The other did a sort of hopping motion. It was Long John Silver. On his shoulder sat that feathery parrot of his.

While the captain and the doctor climbed down to the gate, Frankie edged closer to me, took out the book, and found the page where we were. She pointed to it.

“Devin, this is fishy. I mean, look. We’re nowhere near the end of the story. The pirates can’t be surrendering this early. There’s too much story to come. Ten-to-one this really is a trick.”

“Arrh, arrh!” Silver bellowed up the walls at us. “I be here to talk with you about striking up a peace!”

“Strike! Strike!” shrieked the parrot.

Just seeing Silver standing there made me nervous and afraid. I mean, here it was, daylight. The sky was getting brighter by the minute, and the tops of the trees shone rosily in the sun. But where Silver stood was all in shadow. There was a low, white mist streaming out of the swamp behind him. It all made me shiver.

“Come forward, Silver,” said the captain firmly.

The pirate hobbled and limped and nearly stumbled several times trying to get to the stockade, but, huffing and puffing, he finally made it. He stood across from the captain just outside the main gate.

“Well, pirate,” snarled the captain. “What have you got to say?”

“Arrh! The captain gets right to the point!” Silver said loudly, trying to laugh, but not being too convincing. “Well, then, here it is. We want that treasure, my men and I, and we’ll have it! But you have the map to it all.”

“Well, so?” said the captain angrily.

“So,” said Silver. “Give us the map and you go free.”

“Wrong!” I shouted down from the wall. “We heard what you’re planning. We were in the apple barrel and heard every single word. You’ll strike us down as soon as we hand over the map!”

“Strike! Strike!” shrieked the parrot again.

Silver glanced up at me slowly. He rolled his eyes from me to Frankie to Jim and back again. Those eyes were as cold and steely as a sharpened cutlass.

“So, it’s that way, is it?” he said. “Well, I suppose I know where I stand.”

“You don’t stand,” said Frankie. “You lean.”

“And you shall fall,” added Jim, gritting his teeth.

“Look here,” said Silver. “You give me that chart and as I’m a man of my word, I’ll give ye all some treasure and put you on the next ship we see!”

The captain burst into cold laughter. “Now, hear what I say. Lay down your weapons and let me take you prisoner and—as I’m a man of my word—I’ll see to it that every last one of you is brought to justice!”

Silver’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. “So, you’re taking a hard line, are you? Then, listen to this! Before the hour’s done, we’ll destroy your stockade. And all of you will be food for my parrot!”

The bird ruffled its feathers. “For me! For me!”

With that, Silver flung the white flag to the ground and he and his pirate flunky stumbled off and disappeared among the trees.

The captain wasted no time. “We shall be under attack in minutes, my mates. We must defend our house against pirates! Doctor, you take the north side. Jim take the east side. Frankie, Devin, the west side. Squire, you are the best shot—”

“Of course I am!” said the squire, grinning.

“Take the front gate,” the captain went on. “Together, we shall defeat these pirates, or die trying!”

I looked at Frankie as we scaled up to the highest part of the western wall of the stockade. “It looks like we’re in for a fight, Frankie, whether we like it or not.”

“Let’s just hope we don’t get hurt,” she said.

“I was thinking the exact same thing!” I said.

There was a sudden crack of a pistol shot.

Instantly, we heard the hurried crackling of leaves and snapping of twigs and branches from every side.

“Here they come!” called the squire.

The captain turned to us. “People, defend our stockade as if it were your home!”

“Aye, aye, sir!” we all cheered.

It was a fierce fight. While the captain and squire and the others shot their muskets and pistols, Frankie and Jim and I threw whatever we found at the pirates. We bonked them on the head with biscuits and dried peas. They kept shouting for us to stop, but we wouldn’t.

“Ooof! Ouch! Hey!” the pirates yelled as we pummeled them. In a flash, two had tripped to the ground, clutching their arms and feet.

“Score two for the good guys!” I shouted.

“Yahoo!” Frankie shouted.

Meanwhile, the grownups were having a regular battle. Actual gunshots were whizzing and pinging wildly all over the place.

“Hey, Frankie,” I said, just as I hurled a bunch of pork bones at a couple of nasty pirates, “can you and I get hurt in a book? I mean, like the other characters can? If we can’t, maybe we should be taking more risks.”

Frankie ducked just before a shot flew past her ear and struck the log house.

“I don’t think I’ll take that chance!” she said, heaving a fistful of old peach pits down at the attackers.

Trying to escape our rain of terror, the pirates ran around to the other side and headed for the back door, but the squire and doctor were ready for them with more than dried fruit and stale veggies.

Gunshots crackled and smoked from inside the stockade, and the pirates went running and limping back into the woods.

“We won!” I cried. “Yahoo! Yay!”

But Jim had a dark expression on his face.

“What is it?” asked Frankie.

Jim pointed, and we saw that even though we’d won, we still had suffered. The three of us were okay.

But two of our sailors were actually dead.

And brave Captain Smollett was wounded.


Chapter 14

“Don’t fuss over me!” the captain protested, clutching his wounded leg. “We still have a job to do.”

The doctor was very upset. “This must end!” he growled as he patched the captain’s wound. “To fight over money? Treasure? No, this terrible war must end!”

The grown-ups made sure that the dead sailors were buried respectfully in the stockade yard, but wouldn’t let Frankie and Jim and me help. It was a dark moment for us, not to mention the poor characters who had died.

“Devin, I don’t like this,” Frankie said, wiping away a tear. “I mean, I know it’s easy for an author to say somebody died. It’s just words. But when you’re really into a story—and how much more into it can we be?—it means more than just words. These are people. When they die, you get sad.”

“I know how you feel. I want to cry, too. But we have to keep going. We can do it. We have to do it. There’s more story to go, and we have to see it through.”

Frankie looked at me, took a deep breath, and nodded. “Okay, but we have to stick together.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” I said.

After the burials, Dr. Livesey seemed deep in thought. Finally, he plopped his hat over his head, stuffed the treasure map in his pocket, took a musket, and went to the front gate. “The rest of you stay here,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”

“Wait, doctor,” said Frankie, “what if the pirates are still out there?”

Without answering, the doctor strode out of the stockade and set off quickly through the trees.

“He’s taking a big risk going out there,” I said.

“I bet he’s going to see Ben Gunn,” said Jim.

“Ben Gunn?” I said. “I hope he packed his cheese!”

Jim chuckled, then said he was going to check up on the wounded captain.

I turned to Frankie. “With everything else going on, let’s not forget the green feather. We still have to find it or we probably can’t go home. Maybe we can get Jim to help us search. Starting right here in the stockade. That feather has to be somewhere.”

“Good idea,” said Frankie. “Let’s talk to him.”

But Jim wasn’t with the captain. We found him near the biscuit barrel, stuffing his pockets with the dry, tasteless things.

“Hey, that’s our breakfast,” said Frankie. “Not to mention our lunch and supper. What are you doing?”

“The doctor is on a mission,” said Jim. “Now it’s my turn.”

That was when we noticed that not only had Jim packed a wad of biscuits, he’d also packed two pistols.

“Whoa, dude, what’s your big plan?” I asked.

Jim peered through the gates into the jungle. “Ben Gunn said he built a little boat. I’m going to find it and sail out to the Hispaniola.”

“That’s nutty. The pirates have the ship now,” I said.

Frankie stuck her nose in the book. Suddenly, she gasped. “I can’t believe it. You don’t mean—”

“I do!” said Jim. “I mean to take over the ship!”

“Whoa, danger, danger!” I said. “Pirates! Guns! Kids! Not a good mix! Let’s look for soft feathers instead —”

“Devin, wait,” said Frankie, pulling me aside. “Emergency huddle.”

“I’ll say, emergency,” I said. “We have to stop Jim—”

“We can’t,” she said, pointing to a page in the book. “He has to do this.”

I stared at her, then at the words on the page. “But he’s just a kid going up against a pirate ship! Alone!”

Frankie shook her head. “Devin, look at him.”

I looked. Jim was still peering out the gate at the deep jungle beyond. When he turned to look back at us, there was a gleam of mischief in his eye that was all about adventure. Fine. This was an adventure story and he was one of the main people in it. But there was something else, too. Jim had seen his father die. Then Billy Bones. He’d seen poor Tom get the crutch in his back. He’d seen other good men fall to the pirate attack. He was close by when the captain was shot.

Jim stood there now as if he knew what he had to do.

“I’ve been reading,” said Frankie. “You know what’s happening to Jim? He’s being brave. He’s getting courage. He’s being tough in the face of danger. He’s not the scared little kid carrying trays at his mother’s inn anymore. Jim is, well, growing up.”

I blinked. “I sure hope that never happens to me!” Then I sighed. “But I know what you mean. This is Jim’s big moment. And I know the drill. He leaps into danger and maybe even saves the day.”

“And?” said Frankie, starting to grin.

“And … we follow him?”

“We follow him,” she said.

I took a deep breath. “Okay, we follow him. So, what are we waiting for?”

Frankie smiled big. “Devin, you’re one of the best characters I know!”

I smiled back. Then I turned to Jim. “I hope you packed biscuits for three. Because we’re coming, too.”

Jim gave a sharp nod. “I’m glad. Let’s go.”

Looking around one last time, he slipped through the stockade wall and ran toward the trees. We were right on his tail. Straight into the jungle we ran, making for the eastern coast of the island.

By now, the sun was baking the woods and the breeze from the sea was wafting under the thick growth. When we broke through the last row of viney trees, we saw the sea lying blue and sunny all the way to the horizon, and the surf tumbling and tossing its foam along the beach.

It was pounding just a tad louder than my own heart.

As we rounded a hill, we finally saw it.

“The Hispaniola!” whispered Jim.

The ship was anchored a ways offshore. From its mast waved the pirate flag. A black flag with a white skull-and-crossbones on it.

“They call that flag the Jolly Roger,” whispered Frankie, pointing to the words in the book.

“It doesn’t seem so jolly to me,” I said. “In fact it sends chills up and down my spine.”

When Jim saw the pirate banner, he grew angry.

“I will make them eat that flag!” he snarled. “Come on!”

For the next couple of hours, we rummaged around in the jungle trying to find the spot where we’d met Ben Gunn. Finally, we came upon a strange pile of branches in a small hollow not far from the water. We pushed it aside and there it was.

Ben’s “boat,” if you could call it that, was a homemade thing if I ever saw one. It was totally lopsided, and the hull was made of bent sticks covered in some kind of crusty animal skin. It was way small, even for one of us, but Jim didn’t waste any time dragging the boat to the shore and into the water.

The thing would barely keep afloat. This was a craft built by somebody who had obviously never tested it in actual water. First of all, the thing was shaped like a teacup. Second, it leaked all over the place. With all of us crowded into it, water sloshed in making a small pond around our ankles.

But the worst part was how the thing was impossible to steer. Once we got out beyond shore, the waves just pushed us where they wanted. When we finally realized we needed to paddle out with our hands, there came a sudden terrible scream from the ship.

“Akkkkk!”

Alongside the ship was one of the small rowboats. In the boat was Long John Silver himself. A couple of the pirates on board were leaning over the railing at him.

But the scream didn’t come from any of them.

The scream came from Silver’s shoulder, where that bright green-feathered parrot Flint was sitting.

“That parrot!” I hissed to Frankie. “He’s really starting to get on my nerves.”

“Quiet, now,” said Jim. “We’re nearing the ship.”

Soon enough, Silver—and his parrot—were rowing back to the island, leaving only two or three buccaneers onboard. The next sound that came from the ship was a wobbly rendition of that old pirate favorite:

“Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest—
 
Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!”

“That’s another thing!” I snapped. “Don’t they know any other songs? It’s always the same—”

“Devin, shhh,” said Jim. “Listen!”

The song ended abruptly and there was a sudden and tremendous noise of guns firing and cutlasses clanging.

“They’re fighting among themselves!” said Frankie.

“About the treasure, no doubt,” said Jim. “Now’s our chance. Let’s hurry and catch them unaware!”

Paddling with all our might, we came up right alongside the ship. With one swift move, Jim severed the anchor rope, and the Hispaniola instantly started drifting in the current.

“Grab for the rope!” Jim whispered.

The shadow of the big ship swooped over us as the waves drove us toward it.

“I can reach it,” said Frankie. She gave me the book.

I stuffed it under my belt and held her steady.

The minute the anchor rope whipped over us, Frankie jumped and grabbed it.

“Got it!” she said. “Come on, you guys, climb up!”

All three of us made like monkeys leaping up a tree. We hauled ourselves up the rope just as the Hispaniola sliced through Ben Gunn’s tiny teacup boat, sending it bubbling under the waves as if it had never been there.

“There goes our escape route,” I said.

Hand over hand, Frankie, Jim, and I wrestled with the twisting, whipping rope until we got to the top. We climbed over the railing and splattered onto the deck.

What we saw made us freeze.

Israel Hands, Silver’s most trusted man, was slumped against the mast, wounded.

Two other pirates were in an unmoving heap, if you know what I mean.

They had been done in by a long blade.

A blade held in none other than Hands’s own hands.


Chapter 15

Sidestepping the dead pirates, we went to see if we could help the wounded one.

Israel Hands was groaning softly to himself. When he heard our steps, he raised his head.

“So,” he growled in the same raspy voice we had heard outside the apple barrel. “You have caught me?”

“Red-handed, Hands,” I said, kicking his sword away. “And now you have to hand over control of the ship.”

He nodded slowly. “And so you become the new captains of the good ship Hispaniola!”

“I guess that’s true,” said Jim, sucking in a deep breath. “We are in command here now.”

“And to prove it,” Frankie added. “We’re going to hoist the American flag!”

“British,” said Jim, glancing at us. “British flag.”

“Oh, right. That’s a good flag, too,” said Frankie.

“Plus, we like the language you invented,” I said.

So when Jim pulled down the Jolly Roger and quickly ran up the nice happy British flag, we all cheered.

“Well,” said the pirate, “it looks as if I lost—”

“Hands down,” I said.

The pirate sneered, hanging his head as if he was sorry. “I may as well help you sail the ship into the inlet so you can pick up your mates and head back to England.”

“So, you’re going to give us a hand, Hands?” said Frankie. “Can we trust you?”

“Pirates are double-crossers if there ever are any,” I said, squinting at the wounded man. “I don’t trust him.”

But Jim pulled us aside. “He looks badly hurt. There doesn’t seem any way for him to fight us or to trick us.”

“I guess you’re right,” said Frankie.

I nodded. “I suppose he can’t do too much.”

“All right, Hands,” said Jim. “Help us sail to the northern bay of the island. Come on, up with you!”

Hands hobbled around the deck and did as he was told. Soon, we were sailing the giant ship into a narrow channel just below the northern tip of the island.

I wanted to know more about what might happen, but because things were happening so fast, there wasn’t time to read the book. We just had to follow along. And that meant hauling a lot of rope and swinging booms and turning the wheel and stuff.

Hands did his job well, but he kept watching us creepily. I just kept telling myself there was little he could do against the three of us.

Yeah, right. Little he could do, except try to kill us!

Here’s how it happened. He was working on steering the ship around the northern beach, when he sat down on deck. All the color drained suddenly from his face.

“Water,” he groaned. “Give me some water—”

We ran down to the storeroom and grabbed two cups of water. On the way up the stairs, Jim halted, then pointed. There on deck was Hands, as sprightly as ever, sliding a short cutlass into his pantleg, then plopping back to his place on the deck and looking all sick again.

“What a fake!” I said.

“Sneaky Pete!” said Frankie with a scowl. “Don’t pirates ever stop being sneaky?”

Jim snorted a chuckle. “Never. But now we have the better of him. Don’t let on that we saw his cutlass.”

We scampered back on deck, all jokey and happy, pretending we knew nothing about his hidden sword.

He kept us on course, helping navigate the ship into the narrowest channel you ever saw. He was a good pilot after all. A good pilot, but a very bad man.

The shores of the northern inlet were thickly wooded, and the channel twisted and weaved around.

“We’ll land on the beach,” said Hands, pointing a quivering finger ahead of us. “When the tide comes in, it’ll be easy to free the ship. Tie up the sails now.”

As we neared the beach of the inlet, Frankie, Jim, and I climbed high up in the rigging to tie up the sails. All of a sudden, I felt the rigging shudder. I looked down to see the so-called wounded pirate climbing the ropes, one of Hands’s hands handling that gleaming cutlass.

“I’ll get ye all now!” he howled. “You think you have Israel Hands to kick around?”

“That would be nice,” I said. “Can I be first?”

“Ye won’t—ever!” the pirate shouted. Even with his bum leg, the guy could climb. He was fast on those ropes, and daring. But Jim turned out to be the braver of the two.

“Devin, Frankie, watch out!” our friend cried. Then, clutching a loose rope, he swung across the rigging and kicked Hands to make him drop the blade.

Hands was thrown back and slid halfway down the rigging, but he didn’t drop his sword. His laughter stopped and he redoubled his efforts to reach us.

“I shall fire!” said Jim, pulling the two pistols from his belt and pointing them at the pirate. But when he pulled the triggers, all the pistols did was come out with this stupid clicking sound.

“Ha-ha!” cried Hands. “Your powder’s wet!”

“Then I shall reload,” said Jim.

“There won’t be time for that,” Hands snarled, cutting all kinds of nice designs in the air with his blade, practicing for when he could use it on us.

“Devin, Jim, we can’t climb any higher!” Frankie yelled as she reached the top of the rigging. “I guess the story ends here ….”

But I couldn’t let it end. I whipped the book from my belt. “There’s only one way to stop this. Flip the pages!”

Frankie looked at me with panicked eyes. “Devin, we could fall, we could get hurt, we could melt down!”

“Or all of the above!” I said. “But there’s nothing else to do! Hang on, everyone. Well, everyone but Hands!”

I held the book tight, then flipped the pages one by one. I flipped one page ahead of where we actually were in the book. Two pages. Three.

Kkkkk! Lightning flashed, thunder boomed. The air instantly turned dark, and there was a horrible ripping sound, as a large black tear appeared in the sky above us. It was as if we were all on a page, and the page was ripping in half!

“Devin!” yelled Frankie, trying to hold on to the ropes. “It’s happening!”

In fact, everything happened at once.

The sudden storm drove the ship hard onto the sand—crunnch!—just as Jim was thrown back to the ropes and his pistols fired out a double flash of blue light.

“Devin, that’s enough!” Frankie cried.

I snapped the book shut.

The storm vanished, and there, below us, was Israel Hands—yelling and falling backward.

“Ahhhh!” Hands looked at us, even as his hands groped for the rigging. They clutched only air.

Then, like a sack of potatoes, he tumbled to the deck, struck it with a terrible thump, slid off, and splashed into the water below.

The three of us clung to the rigging and stared at the waves sloshing below.

Jim blinked. “In that strange storm, my pistols … went off. He’s … dead.”

“And we’re not,” I said. “Which is a good thing. Now, come on, let’s get down from here. I don’t like heights. And I like falling from them even less!”

Together, we scrambled down the rigging as fast as we could. We waded ashore, leaving the ship tipped on its side.

Without much chitchat, and still shaken from our brush with death, we headed back through the jungle, hoping to find the stockade before dark. It took us all day. When night finally rolled over the island, we saw the warm glow of a campfire coming from the stockade.

“We found it!” said Jim, heaving a big sigh of relief. “Won’t the doctor and the captain and the squire be surprised when we tell them how we rescued the ship!”

Suddenly, Frankie started to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” asked Jim.

“I just had an idea,” she said. “What if we slip into the fort while everybody’s asleep and surprise them with our story in the morning. They’ll be freaked out.”

I jumped. “A practical joke? In a book that’s got way too many dark parts? Frankie, I love it.”

Even Jim thought it might be fun. “Let’s do it.”

Carefully, we scampered through the dark and into the stockade. We made our way into the log house and were just about to slide into our old beds when we heard a voice.

It was sudden and shrill and loud, and it broke the quiet.

“Devin and Frankie! Devin and Frankie!”

I froze where I stood. We all did.

It was Long John Silver’s parrot. And it was perched on the shoulder of old Long John himself.

“Arrh, arrh!” the pirate said, holding up a candle. “Well, shiver me timbers if it isn’t the children! Welcome to the stockade, my young mateys! Welcome to our pirate stockade! You are now … our prisoners!”

“Prisoners! Prisoners!” chirped that old parrot.


Chapter 16

In a flash, six angry buccaneers surrounded us.

Now, I don’t know if you have ever been captured by pirates, but this was my first time, and already I knew I wasn’t going to like it much.

First of all, there was the threat of death. But there was also the problem of a bunch of very dirty guys crowding around us and nearly suffocating us with their stinky pirate odor.

I mean, Jim might be turning into a hero, but Frankie and I were the last thing from being fighters. We were relaxers and resters. My chief skill was dozing off during class, not fighting for my life.

“Gather round, children,” said Silver. “I’ve always had a liking for ye young ones.”

He pulled us away from the others and put his face to ours. “Arrh, since your good friends think you were deserters last night, why not join Captain Silver now, eh? What say you? Treasure be yours, I tell you!”

The thought of joining with this black-hearted buccaneer made us all sick. But there was one piece of good news. At least we knew our friends were still alive.

“No, thanks,” I said. “We’ll stay good guys.”

“You said it,”’ said Frankie. “One for all and all for one.”

“Don’t be too hasty,” said Silver. “Your lives may depend on your answer.”

“Answer! Answer!” barked the parrot.

“Aye,” said a pirate staring at us from beyond the fire. “We need to know where you stand.”

Suddenly, Jim stepped forward. “I’ll tell you where we stand. A bit taller than you!”

“Tell him, Jim!” I said. “You pirates want our answer? Well, our answer is—ha!”

Silver turned his eyes on me. “What exactly do you mean?”

I backed up. “Well, I mean … I mean … Jim, what do I mean?”

Jim grinned. “What Devin means, Silver, is that you have six men left. Most are wounded. You have no ship. You have no treasure. And all because of us.”

“That’s right,” I said. “We did everything. We were in the apple barrel and heard your evil plans—”

“We cut the ship free,” added Frankie. “I mean, you gotta ask who’s winning here? Hmm? Hmm? I think it’s not you!”

“What?” the pirate called Morgan snarled, emerging from the shadows. “If these children were the cause of us being beaten, I say, strike them down!”

Before we could argue with him, he leaped at us. In a flash, Silver shot out his crutch, catching Morgan’s foot.

Phoom! The pirate bit the dust right in front of us.

“I be the captain here!” Long John Silver boomed. “And you be only the mates! Take a cutlass, him that dares to denounce me as your captain, and we’ll see the color of your guts!”

The other pirates quickly picked Morgan up and carried him outside the log house. Instantly, they started arguing among themselves.

Captain Silver crooked his finger at the three of us. “Look here,” he whispered. “Am I scared of them simpleminded buccaneers? Pah! No! But they do outnumber us. Look here, I’ll make a deal with ye three. I always knew ye were the way to that chart. I said to myself, stand by the children, and the children will stand by you. Be that right, now?”

Jim eyed the pirate. “What are you saying?”

“Arrh, if we band together now, we’ll save ourselves.”

“Band together?” I said. “Are you kidding?”

Jim scoffed, too. “How can we trust you, Silver? You’re the leader of these simpleminded buccaneers.”

“Plus, we saw you kill Tom with your crutch,” said Frankie. “You’re a very bad man.”

Silver rolled his eyes. “How can you trust me? Why, last night, when we came at the stockade again, your own Dr. Livesey trusted me enough to give me—”

“To give you what?” asked Jim.

Before we could find out more, the other buccaneers were back. Their thin, drawn, hungry faces and yellow eyes made them look more desperate than ever.

Morgan stepped forward. “Silver, we’ve been talking. And, well, here—”

He pushed a folded piece of paper into Silver’s hand.

Silver examined it, then gasped. “The black spot?”

“Black spot! Black spot!” the parrot shrieked.

“Aye, we’re tipping you the black spot,” said a pirate named George Merry. “You’re done as captain.”

“So!” boomed Silver. “You are removing me as captain? And you will have your evil way with us?”

“That’s right,” said a third pirate. The others nodded.

“Arrh, well, let me tell you something,” Silver went on, hopping about on his crutch. “These children here have hidden the ship. And we need the ship to haul the treasure away and to live our rich lives, don’t we?”

“And where is the treasure?” Morgan snapped. “We don’t even know!”

“Where’s the treasure?” asked Silver, his eyes lighting up strangely. “Why, right here!”

With that, Silver pulled from inside his coat a wrinkled piece of paper and cast it down upon the floor.

It was none other than the map to the treasure, its three red crosses seeming to gleam in the firelight.

Jim, Frankie, and I practically stopped breathing.

“Your black spot means nothing compared to a map of treasure!” Silver said triumphantly. “The good doctor gave me the treasure map!”

“Treasure! Treasure!” said the parrot.

It was as if we had been struck dumb. Dr. Livesey just gave this terrible pirate the treasure map? It was unbelievable!

But if it was unbelievable to me and my pals, it was magical to the pirates. The leaped upon the map like me onto the Friday afternoon bus. The crinkled paper went from one greasy set of paws to another, and by the cries and gasps and stunned silence of each pirate, you could tell they thought it was pretty hot stuff.

“And now,” said Silver, standing as straight as he could on his foot and crutch, “who is your captain?”

“Long John Silver is our captain!” they all cheered. “Our captain forever!”

“Arrh,” Silver murmured under his breath.

“But how will we take our treasure away from the island without a ship?” one asked.

“That’s where our young people come in,” said Long John. “They know where the ship is! And we know where the treasure is. Now let’s go and find our treasure!”


Chapter 17

As soon as the first light of dawn came over the island, we left the stockade and headed up toward Spyglass Hill.

We made a strange crew. Silver had two guns slung about him, one in front and the other in back, to say nothing of the huge cutlass in his belt. That old parrot Captain Flint was perched on his shoulder and kept twisting its head around and gawking at me.

Frankie, Jim, and I were tied by the waist with a ship’s rope, which Silver kept tugging to keep us moving.

“All right, already,” snapped Frankie. “That hurts.”

Silver stopped and turned. “Sorry, my dear. But look here, we’ll stick close, we four. We’ll watch each other’s backs, and save our lives—but, hush now!”

Morgan and two of the others came up alongside to listen. Silver hailed them happily. “Just making sure these three prisoners know that our cutlasses and pistols are ready if they try to run. Arrh, arrh!”

Silver hopped ahead with the other pirates, even as he tugged the rope to keep up our speed.

“This guy is weirding me out,” I whispered to Frankie and Jim. “Is he lying to them, or to us?”

Frankie shrugged. “What if it’s the whole apple barrel thing again? What if he hasn’t really changed his plan?”

“Right,” said Jim. “Perhaps Silver is trying to get us to go along, pretending he’s on our side, then once the treasure is loaded, he will strike us down.”

That was the problem. The problem with Long John’s whole character. For everything he said to us, he told his men the opposite. We overheard him telling them in great detail what he would do to us once we helped them find the ship and load it with treasure. It was what he’d been doing since the beginning of the book. Even from the very first time we met him.

Long John Silver was playing a role.

“I just hope the doctor, the captain, and the squire are all right,” said Jim. “We’ll need their help to escape.”

Up ahead of us rose a tall woody hill.

“Spyglass Hill,” one of the pirates whispered.

“Arrh,” said Silver, unfolding the map and looking from it to the summit of the hill where several trees stuck out above the rest. “Now, which of those trees be the tall tree that Captain Flint hid his treasure near, do you think? Come, me mates, and let’s find out.”

Little by little the hill began to steepen and become stony under our feet. As we climbed, I looked back out over the island. I could see more of it than ever before, and it really was beautiful. The high parts were thick with trees of all kinds, green and dense and dark. Here and there a clearing burned under the hot sun, sending clouds of insects buzzing around in the heat.

The beach below us was a curving strip of white sand between jagged piles of rock. And just beyond was the ocean, turquoise near shore and green farther out, sending wave after wave crashing onto the sand.

I was just going to say something about how it looked like a travel brochure, when someone shouted.

“Silver! Everybody! Up here! Quickly!”

One of the pirates was jumping up and down and shouting at everyone to hurry.

“Arrh, he can’t have found the treasure yet!” growled Silver, hopping over as fast as he could.

We soon saw what the fuss was about.

At the foot of a pretty big pine tree was a human skeleton. It had obviously been there for years. There were only a few shreds of clothes left on it. Everyone stood staring at it and shivering.

“This is good sea cloth on him,” said the pirate named George Merry, who didn’t seem to mind getting close, pinching the shredded fabric. “He was a sailor.”

Silver snorted. “Arrh, after all, you wouldn’t look to find a bishop here! It’s one of Flint’s dead men.”

It was then that I noticed something odd. The bones were perfectly straight, the feet pointing in one direction, the hands raised above the head as if the man were diving off a diving board.

“What sort of a way is that for bones to be?” I asked. “It doesn’t look too natural.”

Jim nodded. “It’s almost as if someone—”

Frankie gasped. “Someone put him like that. He’s pointing. He’s pointing to the treasure!”

For the next few moments, no one said anything.

And for the first time, I think, the idea that there actually was treasure finally became real.

Silver, making one of those smirky smiles of his, made a sighting with his telescope in the direction that the skeleton was pointing.

He gave out his usual word. “Arrh. The body points straight at one of them trees up there. This is a joke of old Captain Flint himself!”

“He must have been one funny guy,” I said.

“Let’s follow the dead man’s fingers!” said Silver.

We started off up the hill again. But even though we kept heading upward, nobody was running. The terror of the dead buccaneer had scared us all out of our wits.

“I can feel old Captain Flint,” whispered Morgan, glancing about him at the woods. “I fear him, too.”

“He be dead,” said another. “Everyone says so.”

“That’s what bothers me,” said a third. “That he’s dead and yet he’s here. Only a ghost can do both—”

At that moment, out of the middle of a clump of trees in front of us, came a thin, high trembling voice.

“Fifteen men on the dead man’s chest!

Yo-ho-ho, and a bottle of rum!”

The song stopped as suddenly as it began.

Well, if you think I freaked out (and you’d be right), you should have seen the pirates. The color drained from their faces, some leaped up, pointing their cutlasses at the trees, others huddled down, hiding their heads.

“It’s Flint’s ghost!” cried Merry.

Shaking in his boot, Silver snarled, “Come now, this be nonsense! It’s no ghost, I tell you, but some real man, playing tricks on us. Besides, I’m here to get that stuff, and I’ll not be beat by man or ghost! There’s seven hundred thousand pounds of treasure, a quarter-mile from here! To the treasure, I say!”

Roused by their captain, the pirates shook off some of their fear and tramped up the wooded hill.

When we got to the first tree, it was clear that there was no treasure buried there. So we trucked up to the second. Same story. It just didn’t match the directions on the map. But from its trunk we could see the third and tallest of the three trees.

“It must rise two hundred feet in the air,” said Jim.

But as we raced toward the giant thing, it wasn’t the size that had everybody loving that tree. It was that under it could be buried the biggest treasure anyone had ever seen. If my math was right, it was easily worth several million dollars. As much money as that is now, back in those days, it was an unbelievable fortune. It could make you the richest person in the world!

Treasure! Unbelievable treasure!

Riches beyond anyone’s wildest dreams!

Even Silver hobbled faster on his crutch, huffing and grunting. His nostrils quivered as he struggled to get to the spot as fast as the others. Despite ourselves, Frankie and I felt sorry for the guy and helped him over a broken tree trunk.

“Arrh, arrh,” he mumbled, then hobbled off even faster. The look on his face said only one thing—treasure!

I nudged Frankie and Jim and we lagged behind the others. “Look in Silver’s eyes,” I said. “He’s totally forgotten all that good stuff about trying to save us. There’s no deal anymore. He’ll get to the money, find the ship, and—kkk!—kill us all. Just like he said he would.”

Frankie nodded, knowing it was true. “Flint killed his six mates. Silver could do that, too. He’s got two pistols and that cutlass, and he’s pretty good with all of them!”

“Not to mention that crutch,” Jim added.

“Hurry, now! The treasure’s in sight!” Morgan shouted, and everybody now broke into a fast run.

We rushed and stumbled over the floor of the forest straight to that tree. Then, not ten feet away from the trunk, everyone stopped.

A low cry arose. “No … no … noooooo!”

“Move aside, move aside!” Silver whacked his way through the stunned crowd. Then he, too, froze in his tracks. Well, in his track.

He stared, red-faced, at the ground.

What stood before us was a great hole dug out of the earth. It wasn’t new, for the sides had fallen in, and grass was sprouting from the bottom. In the hole were the remains of a pick and a shovel and a few rotten boards. One of the boards had a name branded on the side: Walrus.

It was the name of Captain Flint’s old ship.

“Treasure? Treasure?” cried the parrot.

Nope, no treasure.

The entire fortune—seven hundred thousand pounds of loot—was gone!


Chapter 18

Even as the pirates’ faces turned from hope to shock and anger, Long John Silver was forming a new plan.

Step by step he edged around to the far side of the hole, so that it was between him and the angry pirates. Giving a short tug on the rope, he brought Jim, Frankie, and me with him. Then he slipped a pistol from his belt.

“Jim,” he whispered, “take this.”

Jim blinked. “You’re changing sides … again?”

“Arrh,” was the whispered reply.

Even facing all those angry and well-armed buccaneers, I almost laughed. Long John Silver was always looking out for number one. For that, I almost liked him again. I mean, I couldn’t trust the guy for a second, but you had to admire how he always had a plan, always kept going, always adapted to each new situation he found himself in, so that he’d come out on top.

“Nooooo!” howled one of the buccaneers.

One after another, they began crying out and cursing and leaping into the pit, digging madly at the dirt with their fingers. Morgan found a tiny coin worth nearly nothing, but that only seemed to make it worse.

“What? What!” he cried, holding the coin up at Silver. “This is all that’s left of your treasure! You’ve bungled everything! You probably knew it all along, didn’t you? I see it in your old wrinkled face!”

“Ah, now don’t jump to conclusions, mates—”

“That’s right,” said Frankie. “Let’s think about this, and maybe we can work out a deal—”

“I’ll deal you on my cutlass!” growled another pirate.

In a flash, the buccaneers scrambled out of the hole.

George Merry swished his cutlass at us. “Mates,” he said to his pirate pals, “there’s a cabin boy, two dimwits, and a one-legged old sea cook. We are the fiercest pirates ever to sail the seas. Who’s going to win? I say we attack them now! Come, mates!”

I pulled out the book. “Frankie, I think we need to do some serious page flipping. Prepare for lightning, everyone—”

But I didn’t have to flip. Because an instant later—crack! crack! crack!—three musket shots flashed out of the woods behind us.

Two of the pirates tumbled into the pit, howling and clutching their arms. The others turned and ran for it with all their might.

The leaves crashed open and out popped Dr. Livesey, the squire, the limping captain, and none other than Ben Gunn himself!

“Yahoo!” I cried. “We’re saved! Group hug!”

But the doctor wasn’t into it. “Forward! Head off the pirates! They’ll try to escape on the Hispaniola’s rowboats!” At his command, the band of rescuers set off quickly down the hill.

Of course, we followed them. Even Long John Silver hopped and tripped and hobbled after us, trying to keep up. He did a great job, too.

But after a short chase, it was clear that the buccaneers weren’t after the boats. They just wanted to hide.

Finally, Dr. Livesey slowed down. “No hurry. We’ll find them soon enough.”

“All right, then,” added Captain Smollett. “Let’s get to the ship right away. Jim, Devin, Frankie, you know the way?”

“We do, sir,” said Jim.

“Then lead on!”

We did just that. On our way there, Long John sidled up to the skinny figure of Ben Gunn. He chuckled to see the small man. “Ah, so it is you, after all, Ben Gunn! I thought it was your voice singing in the woods. Well, well, after so many years!”

“Aye, John, it’s Ben Gunn in the flesh,” the leafy wild man squeaked. “Do you have any cheese, perhaps?”

Silver shook his head. “No cheese, my little friend, no treasure, and still no leg. I’m a broken man, I am.”

It was actually sad to see Silver now. The first time we saw him, gathering the pirates together to get this treasure, he was in total command. Now, it was all over for him. It was like the fall of a great big statue. It was sad.

Ben Gunn was cheery, though. He didn’t seem afraid of Silver anymore. He was the hero of his own story, and he told us every word of it.

“In my lonely wanderings about the island, I found the skeleton,” Ben chirped. “Following it, I discovered Flint’s buried treasure and dug it up. Oh, in many weary journeys I carried the heaviness of it on my back to my secret cave. There it has been for many a month, safe and sound!”

Frankie smiled. “So that’s why the doctor gave away the map. You told him the treasure wasn’t there.”

“Right!” chirped Ben.

Dr. Livesey laughed. “That day I went to see Ben Gunn, he told me that the treasure was no longer under the tree. Not telling Silver this, I used the map to make a deal with Silver to get our men free and away from the stockade, which the pirates threatened to burn down.”

“Arrh, this treasure was my downfall,” said Silver.

Only a few miles away, the Hispaniola was still in the inlet where Frankie, Jim, and I had left it. When we got to the ship, the tide had floated it up off the beach and, with the captain at the helm again, we had an easy time sailing it to Ben Gunn’s treasure cave.

A half hour later, we were staring into the black mouth of the little guy’s hideout. In a far corner, glinting in the light of our torches, were great heaps of coin and stacks of gold bars. Chests overflowed with jewelry and silver. It was the hugest treasure you could ever imagine.

“And I haven’t spent a single cent of it,” said Ben with a chuckle.

Frankie, Jim, and I trembled, just looking at it.

When Long John Silver beheld the treasure, his eyes blazed with greed. “The immense fortune! How it makes me weep!”

“How many men have died over this treasure?” Captain Smollett asked. “I’ll tell you—too many!”

“Still, it’s pretty awesome,” I said. “I wish we could take some home with us. I could buy a lot of CDs with that. And a lot of books for Mrs. Figglehopper.”

Frankie just stood there, shaking her head. “Sorry, Devin. As nice as that is, there’s only one thing we can take back with us. And we still haven’t found it—”

“Found it! Found it!”

I turned and squinted at Silver’s green parrot. I think it even squinted back. Yeah, I thought, I always knew that parrot and I would have to have one serious talk before this story was over. “Okay, my feathery friend. It’s you and me. Kid vs. parrot. Let’s settle this once and for all. I don’t know where my feather is, but I can take one from you. So just stand still ….”

I leaped at Long John’s shoulder and grabbed for the bird.

“Arrrrh!” cried the parrot. It fluttered up out of reach. I jumped for it, but it managed to fly just too high.

“Get back here!” I shouted.

But the green bird flew up over our heads, out of the cave, and away over the island.

“Captain Flint!” Silver boomed. “Come back to me!”

But the parrot—and all those green feathers—didn’t come back. I glanced at Frankie. “Did I just do something really dumb?”

She nodded. “I’m pretty sure, Devin, yeah.”


Chapter 19

Making me feel even worse, Frankie cracked open the book and showed me that there were only a few pages left. Our adventure, which seemed so long when we started, had moved so fast that it was now nearly over.

But before it was, the captain put us both to work.

“Ugh! Ooof!” In bag after bag, in chest after chest, we helped to lug the heavy treasure onto the ship and stow it down below. Frankie and I kept our eyes peeled, but we found no green feathers. No parrot, either.

When we finally got all the treasure and supplies on board, the captain set sail away from the island. As we rounded the northern tip, we heard faint yells coming from the rocks. And there they were, the last of the pirates, calling out to us not to leave them behind.

“Their hearts are black,” said Silver, shaking his head. “If they see the treasure on the ship, they’ll turn against you as quickly as—”

“As you would?” interrupted the captain.

Silver grinned. “Arrh, quicker!”

But as a final gesture to his bad-guy friends, Silver yelled out as we sailed past. He told the pirates there were lots of supplies left in Ben Gunn’s cave. They should be able to make it until the next ship passed by. The doctor and the captain nodded in approval, but said nothing.

Frankie, Jim, and I watched as Silver gave a final wave to his old crew.

“I know he’s a bad man who has sort of tried to kill us and stuff,” I said. “But you know …”

Frankie nodded. “I know. He’s sort of very likable.”

“I feel it, too,” Jim said with a smile. “Even though he deserves to be punished, it’s hard to think that when we get back to England, he’ll go on trial and probably, well, you know …”

“Lose more than his leg?” I said.

“Exactly.”

It was sad. Long John Silver really was a broken man.

Everyone was quiet now, gathered on deck and watching the island fade away in the distance.

When Spyglass Hill—the highest point on Treasure Island—sank away beneath the horizon, all we could see was the empty blue ocean around us.

I turned to Frankie. “So, what happens now? I mean, here we are, it’s near the end of the story, and we’ve found no green feather bookmark. We’re sunk.”

“Never say ‘sunk’ on a ship,” she said. She held up the book. “We have five pages left. You gotta have hope.”

“Arrh,” said Long John Silver, overhearing us. “I know I always do.”

It was just about sundown when we dropped anchor in a really beautiful bay of a populated island nearby.

Boats filled with people came out to meet us and sell us fruits and veggies and, most importantly for Ben Gunn, chunk upon chunk of ripe cheese. He must have spent half his share of the treasure right there on the dock.

Seeing all those happy island people, the cool little buildings of their village, and all that food cheered everybody up, including Silver. We even started to forget how frightened we’d been on Treasure Island.

That night, as we were anchored in the bay, we all sat around and talked about our plans for the money.

Between bites of cheese, Ben Gunn told us he would build a house entirely of blocks of Parmesan. Jim was planning to help his mother open an even bigger and nicer inn. The doctor and the squire would give lots to charity. Captain Smollett wanted to buy a farm, far away from any boats, and never sail again.

After a while, the grown-ups went on night watch, leaving Frankie, Jim, and me to keep our eyes on Long John to see that he didn’t escape.

“And what would you do with the treasure?” I asked Long John Silver. “Not that you can have any, I mean.”

“I wouldn’t want more than a little,” he said with a sigh. “Then, I’d make myself a gentleman and find that bookish lady I met once. She’d keep me honest, I suppose. I’d settle down and read the good books she’d give me.”

Frankie laughed. “I know what you mean. Devin and I have people trying to get us to read all the time, too.”

“By the way, what is that book you two have been reading all this time?” asked Jim.

Frankie glanced at me. “It’s about a boy who goes on an adventure and grows up a little on the way.”

“Sounds like a good story,” said Jim.

“It’s been fun, most of it,” said Frankie. “So was our adventure on Treasure Island. Pretty soon we’ll have to say good-bye.”

Jim smiled. “I don’t know if I would have done those dangerous things if you two friends weren’t there.”

“I think you probably would have,” I said, taking the book from Frankie. “It’s in your character.”

But when I opened to the page we were on, it struck me that we were only three pages from the end.

And there was no green feather in sight.

Then, as if by magic, I heard a quick flutter of wings overhead, and a flash of green circling the deck. Then there was a sharp cry. “Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight!”

I jumped. “The parrot!”

“Arrh! My own Captain Flint!” Silver shouted.

But the bird didn’t settle on his shoulder. It shot across the deck and down the stairway to the storage rooms below.

“After it!” I yelled.

We rushed down the stairs to the storage rooms, and there, amid all the cartons and boxes and crates of treasure was the parrot.

But that wasn’t the amazing part.

The amazing part was that the green bird was perched right on top of—guess what?

The flashing blue zapper gates!


Chapter 20

“Holy cow!” I gasped when we screeched to a stop. “The zapper gates are calling us home, Frankie!”

The room was sizzling and flickering in blue. Just beyond the gates was a black crack in the air. It was deep and smoking and scary looking, but I knew what it was.

“Frankie, it’s our way back home.”

“But we can’t leave until we get Mrs. Figglehopper’s bookmark back,” she said.

“Figglehopper?” said Long John Silver, clomping down the stairs and eyeing the heaps of treasure.

“Figglehopper! Figglehopper!” the parrot shrieked.

We heard a sudden stomping rush of feet on deck. A moment later, everyone tramped down the stairs.

“What’s going on here?” demanded the captain.

“Are they eating my cheese?” chirped Ben Gunn.

“No, Long John Silver is trying to escape!” said Jim, pointing at the deep crack behind the zapper gates.

“He can’t go there,” said Frankie. “No one can. That leads to—”

“It leads to the way I shall escape,” growled Silver, pulling a pistol from one of the chests and aiming it as us. Then, stuffing his pockets with coins, he backed slowly toward the flickering gates. “There’s still two crosses on the map of Treasure Island, marking where Flint buried more loot. Now that my parrot is with me, perhaps I’ll be going back for them—”

“Stop him!” cried the captain.

“I will!” Jim shouted. He rushed Silver, but the pirate’s crutch swung around swiftly and Jim tripped to the floor.

The blue light began to swallow Silver. The parrot fluttered to his shoulder, ruffling its feathers at me.

“Silver, get out of there!” Frankie yelled, rushing in.

“And we need a feather!” I shouted. “And we’re not taking no for an answer! Parrot, it’s you and me!”

“Me! Me!” it squawked.

I leaped at the bird, just as it flew across the light.

All of a sudden—kkkkk!—the storage room flashed blindingly bright blue, then crashed into total darkness.

“My friends!” Jim shouted. “Where are you?”

“Going home!” I yelled.

“Bye, Jim!” said Frankie. “It’s been fun—ooof!”

Frankie and I tumbled into each other, and we were instantly sucked into the blue light of the gates.

It definitely felt like there were more than the two of us hurtling around in that darkness. I heard the sound of wings fluttering. And my back was struck by something that felt a lot like an old wooden crutch.

But when we tumbled out of the dark, dropping down into the library workroom, and slamming into a stack of heavy book cartons, it was only Frankie and me.

Well, almost.

As we lay there heaped on the floor, I looked up into the sizzling, fading blue light of the gates and saw a single green feather fluttering through the air. It landed on the floor, right on the map Mrs. Figglehopper had made for us.

I sat up, snatched the feather, and held it up.

Frankie rubbed her eyes and stared at it, too. “Whoa, was that weird or was that weird?”

“A little of one and a lot of the other,” I said.

Instantly, there was the noise of scuffling feet.

Mrs. Figglehopper slid in between the boxes and looked down at us. “I hope you didn’t come away empty-handed?”

“Um, no,” I said. “We have the bookmark … and the book.”

“Ah, the book!” she said. “Talk about treasure. You two hit the jackpot. Classic books are the richest treasures of all.”

The librarian took the feather from me, ran her finger along the green edge of it, and smiled a sort of faraway smile. “This came from a friend,” she said.

Then, as if she shook herself awake, she blinked. “Yes, well now, you two had better scoot back to class, or Mr. Wexler will come looking for you.”

She scampered away with the bookmark.

We got to our feet, edged through the maze of boxes, and out to the library doors. With Treasure Island firmly in hand, we headed back to Mr. Wexler’s class.

To make a long story short, Frankie and I aced our book reports. Mine was all about how Long John Silver was a bad pirate who had probably taken down a whole crew of people in his day, but was both smart and sometimes kind, and even funny. He’d probably saved Jim’s life as often as he’d threatened to hurt him. I wrote how the author, Robert Louis Stevenson, probably sort of liked Silver, too, which is why he let him escape at the end.

Frankie’s report was excellent, too. She told how by the end of the book Jim Hawkins had become really brave and could stand up for what he believed in. The whole adventure with pirates had made him more sure of himself. He wasn’t such a kid at the end, but he was a real nice guy.

Mr. Wexler’s long, hedgy eyebrow wriggled and twisted all the way through reading our reports, but at the end he nodded and put a big A on each of them.

Mrs. Figglehopper read them and liked them, too.

“You’re right about people liking Long John Silver, she said. “Despite all the bad things he did, they really do!”

But the weird part happened when the dismissal bell rang that day.

As Frankie and I rushed down the hall for our bus, we heard a strange sound coming from the library.

It was Mrs. Figglehopper, singing.

Singing a very familiar song.

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

I screeched to a halt, and Frankie screeched with me. We froze outside the library doors, listening to that old pirate favorite one last time.

“Not exactly the librarian national anthem,” said Frankie.

I gave her a nod. “No kidding. Um, Frankie, you don’t think Long John Silver’s ‘bookish lady’ is, you know, our own, sort of Mrs. Figglehopper … do you?”

Frankie frowned at me. “No way. Uh-uh. Nope. Can’t be. Never in a million years. Do you think?”

“Not unless I have to,” I mumbled. “But if I did have to, I’d have only one thing to say about it.”

“What?” asked Frankie.

“Arrh, arrh!” I said.

“That’s two things,” she said.

Then she chased me all the way down the hall and out the doors to the bus.


FROM THE DESK OF

IRENE M. FIGGLEHOPPER, LIBRARIAN

Dear Reader:

Now, I don’t know about you, but I’m sure sailing to a distant island with a crew of nasty pirates is not my idea of a good time. But what fun it is to read about! And Treasure Island by Robert Louis Stevenson is high adventure at its best!

Certainly, Frankie and Devin seem to have enjoyed their trip! By reading the book, I mean.

Robert Louis Stevenson was born in Edinburgh, Scotland, in 1850. Unfortunately, he developed tuberculosis, a terrible lung disease, at an early age, which kept him in bed much of his youth. Thankfully, he used the time reading and writing. And by the time he was sixteen, he had penned his first historical tale.

He continued writing all the way through college and afterward, beginning to publish stories in his twenties.

Alas, his ill health continued to bother him, and so he took to traveling to warmer countries. In 1880, his journeys took him to sunny California (not too far from Palmdale, I might add!), where he married a woman named Fanny Osbourne.

Now, here it gets interesting. Legend has it that one day Fanny’s son from an earlier marriage, Lloyd, together with Robert, sketched a treasure map of a made-up tropical island. When Lloyd wished that there were a book about the island, the idea for Treasure Island was born! Robert began his great pirate adventure at once, and it was published to great acclaim in 1883.

This was followed soon after by his other major adventure novel, Kidnapped, and his classic horror tale of a man with a severely split personality, The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. Talk about scaring the biscuits out of you! Don’t read that on a dark and stormy night!

In these three masterpieces, Robert focused as much on the quirks of character as on action and suspense. Even as we admire Jim Hawkins’s transformation from boy into young man in Treasure Island, we find ourselves taken with the shenanigans of Long John Silver, Ben Gunn’s oddities, and the silliness of Squire Trelawney.

Ever following the warmer weather, Robert and his family moved in the late 1880s to the island of Samoa, in the South Seas, where the islanders called him Tusitala, “the teller of tales.” He died there in 1894 and, reminiscent of the treasure in his most famous book, is buried on a high hill overlooking the sea.

In his short life, Robert Louis Stevenson managed to give the world some of its most enduring classics.

And now back to work.

Note to self: keep my bookmarks hidden. Maybe in the old wooden chest at home!

Well, yo-ho-ho! See you where the books are!

I.M. Figglehopper
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Chapter 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” I laughed as I stared at the door of Mr. Wexler’s classroom.

“Hey, Devin, it’s English class, not TV,” said my best-pal-even-though-she’s-a-girl, Frankie Lang, who just happened to walk up behind me. “What’s with all the laughing?”

Chuckling still, I pointed to a small sign taped to the classroom door and said, “Behold!”

The sign read PLAY IN THE CAFETERIA TODAY.

I smiled. “Frankie, our teacher has given us an assignment. We must play in the cafeteria!”

She nodded. “Wow … but why—”

“Never question such things!” I said sternly. “When teachers tell you to play, you play! This alone is good. But when they tell you to play in the cafeteria, which is where they keep the food, then, Frankie, the stars shine down on us, destiny is on our side, and school is good.”

“That was a beautiful speech, Devin,” she said. “And let me be the first to say that I approve of this new subject of ‘play.’ In fact, I’m thinking we should be in honors. We’d be excellent.”

“Then, let us go and excel,” I said happily, heading with my friend to the cafeteria.

Now, at Palmdale Middle School, where Frankie and I are sixth graders, we have one of these cafeterias that is also the auditorium. It has a stage at one end, with a big maroon curtain, a flagpole, and everything. Frankie and I like to sit on the edge of the stage to eat. Until the lunch ladies see us and chase us off.

Just as I was planning what sort of game we’d play, we rounded the corner and entered the caf. Right away, I knew something was wrong. Instead of a lot of playing going on, there was a lot of what looked like work.

First of all, everyone from our English class was hustling around, pushing the lunch tables aside and setting up chairs. Some kids were actually sweeping the floor.

“How are we supposed to play with all this work going on?” I asked.

“Beats me,” said Frankie.

“Ah! Frankie and Devin! You’re here!” called a voice.

We turned to see our teacher Mr. Wexler next to the stage, a small book in one hand, and a stack of weird, brightly colored clothes in the other.

“What’s with the pile of pajamas?” Frankie asked.

“They’re costumes,” our teacher replied dryly.

“Costumes?” I said, stepping back. “It’s not Halloween yet. Costumes for what?”

“For what, you ask?” He smiled largely, put the costumes down, handed the small book to Frankie, and using both hands, yanked open the curtain.

“Ta-da!” he chimed.

I gasped. On the stage were big wooden cutouts of crooked, old-style buildings. To the left were some pink-colored buildings, to the right were a bunch of blue ones. In between was a small open square with a fountain. Sticking up behind the buildings were several wobbly towers with banners hanging from them.

It looked like a scene from some old fairy tale.

Mr. Wexler took a deep breath, cleared his throat, then spoke loudly: “‘Two households, both alike in dignity—in fair Verona, where we lay our scene—from ancient grudge, break to new mutiny.…’”

He stopped.

We stared.

Finally, I spoke. “Mr. Wexler, the last time I checked, you were an English teacher. But you’re not talking English. You’re talking some other language. A weird one!”

He laughed. “No, no, Devin, it is English. In fact—it’s Shakespeare, William Shakespeare, one of England’s greatest playwrights. He’s the author of Romeo and Juliet, the play we’re putting on for the other classes today. Didn’t you see the sign on the classroom door?”

“That sign said ‘play in the cafeteria today,’” I said. “It means we’re supposed to play in the cafeteria.”

He shook his head. “No, it means we’re putting on a play in the cafeteria!”

“Then the sign wasn’t written in good English,” I said.

“Neither is this,” said Frankie, turning the book every which way. “The words are all crazy.”

Our teacher chuckled. “True, Frankie, the language is different. After all, the play was written over four hundred years ago. But you’ll see how the story comes alive when we perform it for the school on this stage today. These are some of the costumes our class will be wearing.”

He held up the pajamas again.

I frowned. “Mr. Wexler, you must be speaking that other language again, because it sounded like you said our class will be wearing funny clothes on stage—”

“Exactly,” said Mr. Wexler. “We’ve been reading Romeo and Juliet for the last week. So we’re all quite familiar with the parts … wait … don’t tell me you haven’t read the play?”

I turned to Frankie. She turned to me.

Reading. That was the problem. As good as Frankie and I were at the playing thing, we weren’t all that good at the reading thing. I’ve given this a lot of thought, and I think it has something to do with all the words they put in books. To get what’s going on, you’re supposed to read all of them. That’s the problem.

“Um … define read …” said Frankie.

Mr. Wexler gave out a big sigh. “Yes, yes, I can just imagine. You were probably too busy playing around to read the book I assigned.”

“Hey,” I said, “it’s what we’re good at.”

He made a face. “Well, in a nutshell, Romeo and Juliet are two young Italian people who fall in love—”

“Love?” I gasped. “Whoa! I thought school was supposed to be rated PG!”

Mr. Wexler laughed. “Oh, it’s a wonderful play, full of romance, of course, but full of action, too. It ends rather badly, of course. It’s one of Shakespeare’s tragedies.”

“It sounds pretty tragic,” I mumbled to Frankie.

Mr. Wexler pointed to a building on the stage that had an upstairs balcony overlooking a garden filled with painted bushes. “The balcony scene between Romeo and Juliet is one of the most famous scenes ever. Why, just listen to this wonderful poetry.…”

He gazed up at the balcony, extended his hand toward it, and launched into some pretty strange wordage.

“‘But soft,’” he muttered, “‘what light through yonder window breaks? It is the east, and Juliet is the sun—’”

All of a sudden, someone came out onto the balcony. We gasped. It was a woman, but not a young Italian woman, if you know what I mean. She had grayish hair pulled up tight behind her head, and wore a bright flowery dress.

“Mrs. Figglehopper!” Frankie said.

It was Mrs. Figglehopper, our school librarian.

She looked down at Mr. Wexler, clasped her hands together, then spoke some wacky lines of her own.

‘“How camest thou hither, tell me? The orchard walls are high and hard to climb, and the place death, considering who thou art, if any of my kinsmen find thee here.’”

“‘With love’s light wings did I over-perch these walls,’” Mr. Wexler replied. “‘For stony limits cannot hold love out, and what love can do, that dares love attempt. Therefore thy kinsmen are no stop to me.…’”

Let me tell you, it was very weird watching our teacher and our librarian talk like that. I was pretty embarrassed for them, although they didn’t seem to be.

“Four hundred years old,” Frankie grumbled, still squinting at the book. “I guess people had more time on their hands back then. They needed it to figure out what the other people were saying!”

Mrs. Figglehopper tramped down the stairs from the balcony and came out on stage, full of chuckles.

“It’s not that hard to understand!” she boomed. “Besides, a good story is a good story!”

“Quite right,” added Mr. Wexler. “In fact, Mrs. Figglehopper and I shall be in today’s play, too. Of course, not as Romeo and Juliet … oh, you know, I just had an idea.…”

He got a sudden weird look in his eye, and he moved that look over at me. “You know, Devin …”

“Uh-oh,” I said, backing away. “Here it comes.”

“Devin, performing in this play is the best way to learn it. If you want to do your best on our Romeo and Juliet test next week, you should probably play the part of Romeo.…”

I looked at my teacher. “I’m suddenly feeling faint. And I always faint at home. I’d better go there now—”

He blocked my way.

“And Frankie shall be Juliet!” said Mrs. Figglehopper, clasping her hands together again in delight.

Frankie gave the lady a gigantic frown. “Take that back, Mrs. F!” she said. “It’s not even funny!”

“Actually, even though it’s a tragedy, parts of Romeo and Juliet are quite funny,” said Mr. Wexler. “But, you’ll enjoy the whole thing more when you are both speaking your speeches on that stage.”

Frankie and I stared at each other, speechless.

“Good. It’s settled,” said Mrs. Figglehopper. “The PTA mothers have made costumes especially for your two roles. They’re in the library workroom. Would you toddle off and bring them here? Thank you.”

I was rooted to the floor in a kind of shock, still mumbling, “Me … play … on stage … lines … reading …”

Frankie was making a soft, whimpering sound. “Can’t do this … can’t do this … no, no, can’t do this …”

But the two grown-ups had no sympathy. They were cruel. They were heartless. And to make us move faster, they began talking wacky again.

“‘Arise, fair sun,’” said Mr. Wexler, “‘and kill the envious moon, who is already sick and pale with grief—’”

“Me, too,” I groaned. “Me, too.”

But my lament did no good.

Frankie and I had no choice but to stumble off sadly to the library.


Chapter 2

“Frankie, no way am I dressing up, PTA moms or no PTA moms,” I said, as we made our way down the hall to the library. “Dressing up includes the word ‘dress.’ And I don’t wear dresses!”

“Neither do I much,” she said, squinting at the book again. “But you gotta take a look at this stuff. The lines don’t even reach to the edge of the page.”

I peered at the pages. “Already, I have a headache. What do you even call that stuff?”

“Poetry, I think,” she said.

“Nuh-uh. Poetry is like ‘Roses are red, violets are blue, I like peanut butter, you like glue.’ This stuff is way too hard to understand. I predict we’ll flunk this play. Imagine me, failing play. Talk about tragedy!”

Frankie chuckled. “But you know, Devin, we’ve sort of been in this situation before. Faced with reading a classic old book and getting A’s on it anyhow.”

“Don’t go there,” I said, shivering.

But, of course I knew what she meant.

The zapper gates.

We pushed open the main library doors, took a sharp right, and entered the library workroom.

Frankie and I knew the place pretty well. It was a small room with tables pushed up against two walls. We saw a bunch of funny costumes on one table. On the other were stacks of old dusty books needing repair. There was a copy machine, a computer, a scanner, and a printer. And in the middle of the room were bookshelves with hundreds of old classic books that Mrs. Figglehopper was repairing.

But the most important—and crazy—things in the room were the zapper gates. That was what Mrs. Figglehopper called an old set of security gates that she stored in the library workroom.

I was staring at them now. They actually looked like a doorway, except that the sides only went up partway, and there was no top.

Frankie and I knew all about them. They’re the kind of gates that are supposed to go all zzzt-zzzt! when a book goes through them that hasn’t been checked out the right way.

But these gates don’t go all zzzt-zzzt!

They go kkkk-kkkk! And lightning flashes and thick, blue smoke fills the room and the wall behind the zapper gates cracks right open and you’re sucked into a book.

That’s right! Into a book!

It’s happened to Frankie and me a few times already! And each time it’s more incredible than the time before. We get all jumbled and tumbled around, then we get thrown out smack dab at the beginning of some old classic story—right there with the story’s real characters.

It is very weird and very impossible.

But being impossible doesn’t mean it’s not possible!

Okay, maybe it does. But it happens anyway!

“I can’t even read this!” said Frankie, shutting the book. “It’s like somebody is punishing my brain—but my brain didn’t do anything wrong!”

I laughed. “For sure. It usually doesn’t do anything at all—hey, look!”

Right next to the pile of funny costumes was a box full of T-shirts. The shirts had pictures of this old dude on the front, and they said SHAKESPEARE under the picture. “What are these? Prizes if we’re in the play?”

I pulled one on over my shirt. So did Frankie.

“Maybe if I could wear this, I might do a walk-on.”

She chuckled. “You’d have to walk on in tights,” she said, digging in the costume pile and holding up a pair of blue tights that were part of the Romeo outfit.

I stared at the wiggly things.

“Okay, this is where I check out. No way ever does Devin Bundy wear tights!” I started for the door.

“There’s also swords,” she said, holding up two bendy plastic toy swords that were next to the pile.

I stopped. “Swords? Mr. Wexler did say there was action in the play. And I like action toys.” I flashed one of the swords around in the air. “Okay, then. I choose to be a swashbuckling old-time dude. On guard, Miss Frankie of Lang!”

She grabbed the other sword and grinned. “Same to you, Sir Devin of Bundy!”

We started clacking our weapons all around the room, leaping up to the tabletops and waving our swords at each other.

“Now, this is the sort of play I can get into!” I said.

It was fun. But fun has a way of not lasting too long.

On a really great leap from the book table to Mrs. Figglehopper’s swivel chair, I accidentally lost my balance, fell back to the desk, and kicked the old Romeo and Juliet book clear across the room.

Yep, you guessed it. Right between the zapper gates.

Kkkkk!

The room exploded with bright blue light. The air shook, the floor quaked, Frankie and I tumbled to the floor, and the wall behind the gates cracked right open.

Instantly, thick, blue smoke poured from the crack.

“Oh, no!” I cried. “It’s happening!”

Before we could make a move—Hoop!—the book was gone. Vanished. Disappeared into the swirling, dark smoke of the cracked wall.

The next instant—floop! floop! floop!—the costumes were gone, wiggly tights and all.

“Did what just happened really happen?” I said.

“I think so. The PTA moms will be very mad.”

The library doors suddenly creaked open. Someone was coming toward the workroom.

“Frankie—we’ve got to get those costumes back!”

“And that book!”

“And we’d better do it right now!”

An instant later, Frankie and I were gone, too—floop! floop!—straight through the zapper gates and into the dark, swirling, smoky crack in the wall.

“Yikes!” cried Frankie.

“Yikes and a half!” I added.

Over and over we rolled. There were lots of legs and arms and costumes and props. It was like Frankie and I were inside some sort of classic-book clothes dryer, tumbling around and around until we were dumped down into a street in the pile of costumes.

I rolled over and over until I splatted against something flat and cold. Frankie slammed up against me. We both groaned for a while before we moved. When we got to our feet, we saw that all around us were old stone buildings and twisty streets. Some buildings were pink and some were blue.

In the center was an open square and a big stone fountain. But instead of spouting painted water, this one spouted actually real water.

“Frankie?” I said. “Do you see anything weird?”

“Devin, I don’t see anything not weird!”

“What I mean is, this looks a lot like the stage set in the cafeteria, only it’s really real. I think that’s weird.”

“Weird times two.” Frankie picked the book up from the ground and opened it to the first page. “Okay, look, first things first. The setting of the story. Mr. Wexler said Romeo and Juliet were Italian, right? Well, it says it right here, just like he told us, ‘In fair Verona where we lay our scene.’ So I guess we’re in Verona, Italy.”

“Isn’t Italy where all the meatballs are?”

She laughed. “With us here, there’s at least two.”

“Better make that four,” I said, pointing to the far side of the square. “Because here come a couple of guys wearing tights—”

Two men rushed into the square.

“They’re wearing swords, too,” said Frankie.

Spotting us instantly, the two tights-wearing men pulled out their deadly-looking swords and started running toward us, shouting something like “Get them!”

I turned to Frankie. “Can I just say something?”

“If you say it quick,” she said.

“It’s just one word,” I said. “HIDE!”


Chapter 3

But we couldn’t hide. The two swordy guys were all over us like sauce on meatballs, carving shapes in the air with their swords and backing us all the way up against the bubbly, spurting fountain.

“Whoa, dudes!” I shouted. “Put away the pointy things! This is the land of macaroni, not shish kebab!”

“Silence, you, you—Montague!” snarled one of the men, drawing shapes around my head with his sword. “Draw your blade and fight us!”

“It’s plastic!” I said, showing him how the toy sword bent every which way. “Besides, I’m not this Monty Glue you’re looking for. I’m Devin Bundy—”

“And I’m Frankie Lang,” said Frankie. “We’re—”

“You’re Montague spies, that’s who you are!” said the second man, his sword twitching an inch from our nostrils. “And we’ll get you!”

“No, you won’t!” shouted a loud voice from the far end of the square. We turned to see two new guys rush into the square, yanking out their pointy swords, too.

“If there are any spies to get,” one of these new guys said, “we shall get them, you—Capulets!”

Our two men gasped. “You—Montagues! Get them!”

In a flash—clang! clonk! pling!—everybody was getting everybody else. The air rang with the sound of blade against blade. I mean, the four guys went at it like actors in some ancient sword-fighting movie.

I looked at Frankie. “I’d like to repeat what I said before.”

“You said a lot of things.”

“True, but the one particular thing I want to repeat is—HIDE!”

Without another word, Frankie and I dove under a cart standing in the square, and pulled the pile of genuine PTA mom costumes in front of us.

“Look, Frankie,” I said, my head draped in something pink and silky. “I’m not following what’s going on too well—”

“Sort of like in class, huh?”

“Sort of,” I admitted. “But I’m thinking maybe these Montague and Capulet guys are sort of like enemies.”

“You think?”

“If I have to,” I said. “And I think they’re having a whopper of a family feud. With us in the middle.”

“Not a good position to be in,” she said as one of the Capulets fell back onto the cart, rolled off, thudded to the ground, jumped up, and leaped back into the fight.

“Look, Dev,” she said, “I know you’re not going to like it, but maybe the only way to stay alive here is to blend in. You know … get into costume?”

“Ha!” I blurted out, still with the silky thing on my melon. “Frankie, I can tell you right now. There is no way I am going to wear tights! I don’t do dress up—”

Clang! One of the guys slammed his sword down on the cart and nearly sliced it—and us—in two.

“Okay, okay!” I cried. “I think I get the point—his point. But, if you tell anyone—ANYONE!—that I wore tights in this story, I will personally go on the PA and tell everyone that you still sleep with your teddy bear!”

“I sleep with two teddy bears, and it’s a deal!” she said, tossing me a tunic—it was blue with a gray collar and silver buttons. I pulled it on over my Shakespeare T-shirt, then fished around in the tangle of costumes and found the pair of—ugh!—blue tights. I tugged them up my legs.

They felt soooo weird, I can’t even describe it.

But, hey, at least they matched my top.

Frankie’s outfit was a way-too-long purple gown with a funny headdress thingy that looked like a tangled butterfly net with tiny pillows on each side.

“I feel like a princess,” she said.

Fwish! One of the men swung his sword all around and nearly sliced both pillows off Frankie’s hat.

With blades clanging and swishing all around us, we crawled out from under the cart just in time to see yet another bunch of guys jumping into the fight.

“Pull yourselves apart, you fools, there are children here!” shouted one of the new guys, leaping into the scuffle, and moving us gently out of the way. He had a friendly face and a nice green tunic with gold buttons. “Put up your swords. You know not what you—”

Unfortunately, another man rushed up and tried to stop him from stopping the fight. I didn’t like the look of this new character. First of all, he wore a black outfit, which meant he was probably nasty. Plus, he had slicked-back hair, which meant he was mean. If that wasn’t enough, his eyes were close together and slitty, and he carried a sword with a jeweled handle.

All in all, he gave Frankie and me the shivers.

“So! Benvolio!” the slick-hair guy sneered at our nice green-suit guy. “Draw your sword and fight me.”

“No, Tybalt,” Benvolio said. “I seek to keep the peace. Put up thy Capulet sword, or use it to help me part these fighting men—”

“Peace?” snarled Tybalt. “I hate the word. As I hate all Montagues, and thee. Draw thy sword, coward!”

The argument was filled with thees and thys, but I sort of understood them.

“Hey, Frankie,” I said. “It’s almost as if this Shakespeare guy really is writing English! Old-style English, maybe, but I’m getting most of it.”

“I’m getting it, too,” she said. “Maybe because we’re wearing costumes. We’re sort of part of the play now.”

“And if we have to choose sides,” I said, “I like Benvolio.”

“He seems like a good guy,” she said.

Well, the clanging and clashing noise of the fight was so loud that it brought even more people into the square, including two older men who looked as if they had just woken up.

“Montague is the cause of this fight—where is he?” shouted one of the old men, pulling his shirt on with one hand and flashing his sword with the other.

“You old Capulet! I’ll fight you right here!” growled a second old guy, dragging his own sword behind him.

“Whoa, get the respirators!” said Frankie, barely stifling a chuckle. “These two guys couldn’t fight their way out of a tissue box!”

Just as the two geezers were set to go at it, a horn sounded. Everyone in the square froze as if they were playing freeze tag.

We heard the thundering of horses’ hooves on the cobblestones, and an instant later, a guy dressed in a long shiny cape came riding into the street. He was followed by a bunch of soldiers with extra-big weapons.

“Who do you suppose he is?” I whispered.

“That is the Prince of Verona,” Benvolio whispered out of the corner of his mouth. “Now, we are in trouble.”

The prince jumped down from his horse and stared at the two old men. “Montague and Capulet!” he boomed. “Rebellious subjects! Enemies to the peace!”

The two old dudes hung their heads.

“Three times your warring families have disturbed the quiet of our streets!” the prince said.

“So, they’ve been at it for a while?” said Frankie.

“For years,” whispered Benvolio.

“Know this!” the prince said. “If ever you disrupt our streets again, your lives shall pay the price. On pain of death, all men depart!”

Then he snapped his fingers, and his huge guards, who toted bigger swords than everyone else, separated the Montagues and the Capulets and made everyone leave the square.

“Where to now?” I whispered to Frankie as we blended into the crowd. “If this is like most stories, the people in the title are the main characters. Well, so far, we’ve seen Benvolio, Tybalt, old man Montague and similar old man Capulet, plus the prince, but no Romeo—”

“You there, you there—did you say Romeo?”

We turned to see old Mr. and Mrs. Montague hobbling over to us.

“I am Romeo’s mother,” the woman said. “Saw you him today?”

Frankie had the book open. She looked up and shrugged. “Um, we aren’t exactly sure,” she said. “What does he look like—”

Benvolio gave a little smile. “So early walking did I see your son. Towards him I made, but he stole into the wood.”

The prince’s guards finished herding all the Montague people into a side street off the square, then left.

“Benvolio,” said Mr. Montague, putting his hand on the guy’s shoulder. “As his friend, can you find our Romeo, and discover what is bothering him?”

“And can we come with you?” I asked.

Benvolio smiled. “Certainly. I will find him—”

Suddenly, there was a deep sighing sound, coming from around the next corner. “Oh, woe! Ay me!”

Benvolio chuckled. “Ha! I’d know that sigh anywhere. It’s our very own Romeo. Step aside, my dear Lord and Lady Montague. My friends and I will discover what ails him.”

I turned to Frankie. “Did you hear that? We’re Benvolio’s friends!”

“I heard,” said Frankie, tucking the book into a pocket in her dress. “I think we have to pay attention. This play moves fast.”

As Mr. and Mrs. Montague slipped away down the passage, we hustled around the corner after Benvolio.

There we saw a young man zigzagging down the street as if he didn’t know where he was. He wore the usual stylish tights-and-tunic outfit, had brown hair, which badly needed a comb, and was sighing all over the place, practically fogging up the air. “Oh … oh!”

“That’s Romeo?” said Frankie, her eyes going slightly buggy. “Oh, he’s cute! He could have his own show!”

“Somebody gag me please,” I coughed.

I would have started to choke myself, but I wasn’t sure if anybody would stop me, so I didn’t.

Romeo wandered closer, his eyes gazing up at the sky, barely managing to put one shoe in front of the other. He stopped every few feet to sigh loudly, slump his shoulders, roll his eyes, shake his head, stagger a foot or two more, then sigh all over again.

“He looks like he’s just been told he has to go to summer school,” I said. “What’s his problem?”

“Is he sick?” asked Frankie.

“Sick in love, it seems to me,” said Benvolio, a little smile on his lips. “But let’s find out. Ho, there, Romeo!”

Romeo put his hand to his forehead, sighed again, lowered his eyes to us, brushed some dust from his tunic, then said, “This is not Romeo; he’s some other where. He is with the one I love …”

“Tell us, then, cousin,” said Benvolio, nudging us. “Who is it you love?”

Romeo sighed. “I love … a woman.”

I laughed. “We pretty much guessed that. And I think I know what her name is. It’s Jul—”

“Rosaline!” said Romeo. “My true love’s name is Rosaline!”

Frankie and I looked at each other. “Uh-oh,” I said. “Did we crash-land in the wrong play? Are we in Romeo and Rosaline by mistake?”

Frankie squinted at the pages of the book. “You know what I think? Romeo and Juliet haven’t met yet.”

“Sure, sure, I can see it all now,” I said. “If they don’t meet up, everybody will blame us for wrecking Shakespeare. Hey, Romeo, just so you know, we’re Devin and Frankie. Friends of Benvolio. Nice to meet you.”

Romeo barely looked at us. “Nice? Nice? My true love Rosaline is nice. Her hair is the color of the raven’s wing, so black and long, her cheeks are like the whitest cream, and her eyes shine like pools. Rosaline is so rich in beauty, if you saw her eyes …”

Blah, blah, blah. For the next half hour, we wandered through the streets of Verona, listening to Romeo go on and on about this Rosaline character. And the play wasn’t even named after her.

“He’s got it bad,” said Frankie.

“More than bad,” I chuckled. “His brain’s fried. But, if Romeo is all goopy about Rosaline, maybe we should try to find Juliet. You know, to get them together? Otherwise, this play will never end, and we’ll never get home!”

Frankie nodded. “Good idea. Um, hey, Benvolio?”

But Benvolio was suddenly crouching in a doorway. “Look yonder, my friends,” he said. “Here comes Capulet and some young man with a sword—”

We looked down the street.

“Again with the swords!” said Frankie. “Don’t you people have regular sports?”

Benvolio paused to give her a strange look, then said, “We cannot risk another street battle. Perhaps we shall see one another soon. For now, I must take my lovesick cousin away from here. Montagues and Capulets are like oil and water. There’s no mixing them! Be careful!”

With that, Benvolio trotted away, tugging the sighing Romeo with him. Before we could make tracks ourselves, Mr. Capulet saw us.

“You there! You with the book!” he shouted, motioning to Frankie. “Come here at once!”

Since the guy with him had a sword, Frankie and I decided to do what he said.
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