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SUMMARY 
After his adventure in Treasure Island, Jim Hawkins has 

spent his fortunes wisely, and stayed far away from the 

high seas.  His grandson, Sterling, on the other hand is 

obsessed with the seas, and wants Jim to come on an 

adventure with him.  Jim is torn between the security of 

land and the adventures of the seas. 

 

 



1. At the time this story was recorded, Sterling was 8 years old 

“There I was pinned to the mast with the deep blue sea far below.  I was 

determined not to fall to my death as Israel Hands, the mutineer, had.  The 

Hispaniola teetered as a strong wind blew in from the east.  The hot, sticky blood 

from my wound dripped down my arm, and . . .” I took a deep breath to continue 

my story, and . . . 

“Grandpa, is this story real?”  Young Penny quizzically looked up at me.  

Her younger brother, Sterling, sat with his legs crossed, eagerly listening to my 

story.  He spoke up, protesting against his sister: 

“Of course it’s true!  So, what happens next Grandpa? Does Long John 

Silver make off with the treasure?  Or maybe is Captain Flint raised from the dead 

to protect it in an epic final battle?”  He leaned forward, excitedly awaiting what 

was yet to come.  Of course, he knew the ending, he had heard it a million times 

but still acted like it was new to him.      

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

My name is Jim Hawkins, and 50 years ago, at the age of 13, I sailed to the 

accursed Treasure Island.  Ever since then, I have stayed off the coast and very far 

inland. Supplied with 1,000 pounds from my adventure, I was set for a lifetime.  I 

got married to a young girl named Adeline Earl.  Adeline and I decided to open an 

inn and named it after my parent’s inn where the infamous Captain Flint once 

stayed.  Together we had a son, Richard Hawkins, or Rich for short.  I have passed 

on the inn to him.  Rich is married and has two kids, Penny and Sterling, whom I 

adore.  While I try to forget the horrors of the Island, my grandson can’t seem to 

get enough of it.  His older sister regards it all as a tall tale, but my little Sterling 

knows every word of it’s the truth.   

Now, I was an old man at the age of 63, but little Sterling’s1 love of the sea 

was that of a roaring bonfire.  His room was filled with maps, drawings of ships, a 

huge octopus mobile he created himself, but this, in turn, was nothing compared to 

the ideas that filled his head.  Almost every day, Sterling asks me to buy a ship 

with him and sail back to the island and uncover some of the lost treasure.  He 

reminds me of myself when I was that age which seriously frightens me.   

One weekend, Adeline and I decided to take Penny and Sterling down to the 

pier.  While their parents were busy at the inn, I hired a stagecoach to take us on 

the four-hour trip to the pier. It was difficult to hide my giddy, for I had provided a 

surprise.  With all of Sterling’s talk of the high sea, I had forgotten how much I had 

missed the sea spray on my face, the wind blowing my hair, and the adventures. In 

all truth I missed my time at sea, however short it was.    



2. Cap’n is a slang term for Captain, often used by sailors in the 19th century 
 

   As we arrived at the pier, I paid the driver handsomely, took Sterling’s 

hand in mine, and started off at a brisk pace.  Once we reached the docks, we 

walked down the rows of ships.  Sterling told me about each type of ship in great 

detail, all the while begging me to describe the Hispaniola.  I had just begun to 

describe her sails, waiting for Sterling to notice, when he, at last, spotted it.  A 

small 2-man sailboat, with a red ribbon tied to it, and a banner that read 

“Adventure Awaits, Sterling”.  He looked at me with his eyes brimming with tears.  

He climbed aboard, smiling as he read the name of the boat, The Explorer. 

Remembering my promise to Adeline that’d we be home by dark, I vowed to give 

him a full day of adventures. 

    “Now there you slimy dog, batten down the hatches, pull the sails, swab 

the deck, and bring me that horizon!”  I said in a strict voice with a smile in my 

eyes, and Sterling trying to keep a straight face, replied with a hearty: “Aye-aye, 

Cap’n2 sir!”  He giggled and set to work.  And so we set off on our first adventure, 

with the wind at our backs and the spray in our face, back to the life I loved. 


