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TREASURE ISLAND  

by MARTY ROSS 

 

EXT. MARSHLAND DELL – DAY  

OCCASIONAL, MUFFLED CRIES OF OFF-MIC BIRDS AND BUZZ OF 

INSECTS. CONTINUOUS WITH PREVIOUS SPEECH, BUT SILVER, TOM & 

PARROT   

PARROT  

(APPROACH):  “Fifteen men on a dead man's chest...!”  

SILVER  

APPROACH):  Quiet, bird. You just roost on this bush here. 

Here! Got a dead mouse in my pocket for you to 

crunch.  

FLUTTER OF PARROT'S FEATHERS AS IT SETTLES. 

PARROT:  Dead mouse! Dead mouse! Me and Silver and a 

dead Mouse!   

SILVER:    Hush!  

TOM:  What's that he's saying, Silver? What's that 

he's saying?  

SILVER:    Nothing, Tom, nothing.  

PARROT: (CRUNCHING & CHEWING MOUSE, TALKING WITH MOUTH 

FULL): Crunch the bones! Crunch the bones! 

Drink the blood and crunch  the bones!  

SILVER:    Tom, old friend, trust me!  

TOM:    Trust you?  

SILVER:  Why, if I hadn't took to you like pitch, do you 

think I'd have been here a-warning of you? 

Listen here, all's up — with that ship, with 

this crew, and with this whole damned treasure 

hunt. You can't make nor mend; it's to save 

your neck that I'm a-speaking, and if one of 

the wild uns knew it, where'd I be, Tom?  

TOM:  Silver, you're old, and you're honest, or has 

the name for it; and you've money too, which 

lots of poor sailors hasn't;and you're brave, 

or I'm mistook. And will you tell me you'll let 

yourself be led away with that mess of swabs? 
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Not you!As sure as God sees me, I'd sooner lose 

my hand. If I turn agin my duty—  

SILVER:  Your duty, Tom, is to be on the right side of 

what's cracking off. The right side, the 

winning side, the living side.  

TOM:   Living...?  

(FAR-OFF, ECHOING THROUGH THE TREES, CRIES:)  

ALAN  

(OFF-MIC): No – no – listen – I won't tell – I won't tell 

– I -...!  

JOB     

(OFF-MIC:  Get him, boys! Shut him up!  

3 ALAN  

(OFF-MIC):  No – please – I – Captain! Squire! Help! Help 

me! Help!   

    Hel- AGGGHHHH!!!!  

 (THIS HIGH-PITCHED SCREAM TRIGGERS SQUAWKS AND SCREECHES IN 

THE MARSH BIRDS WHICH FLAP UP AND AWAY.)  

ALAN:  (DYING SCREAMS CONTINUE BUT GROW WEAKER AND 

WEAKER, BUT GRADUALLY DIE TO SILENCE.)  

PARROT:   Someone's dead.  

TOM:  John - ! My God – John! What in Heaven's name 

was that?  

SILVER:  That? Oh, I reckon that'll be Alan. That Job 

Andersen is a rough sort. Heard he once skinned 

a man single-handed. Mind, he was younger then.  

TOM:  Alan...! Then rest his soul for a true seaman! 

And as for you, John Silver, long you've been a 

mate of mine, but you're mate of mine no more. 

If I die like a dog, I'll die in my duty. 

You've killed Alan, have you? Kill me too, if 

you can. But I defies you.  

SILVER:    I wouldn't recommend it, Tom.  

TOM  

(MOVING OFF):  I'm done with your recommendations, John 

Silver. Go on, shoot me in the back if you're 

villain enough.  
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SILVER:  Shoot you in the back, Tom?! Why soil my 

fingers with gunpowder, when I got something 

handier right here?   

(GRUNT OF EFFORT.)  

(HARSHEST POSSIBLE THUMP. A BONY CRACK MIXED WITH IT.)  

TOM:    (WINDED GASP, FALLING.)  

JIM   

(NARRATING):   The hurtled crutch struck Tom in the middle of 

his back. He fell, back broken.  

SILVER    (THROWING HIMSELF FORWARD): That's it, my 

decked little fish. You just lie  still.   

TOM (STUNNED): Uh... n... no....  

SILVER:  Lie still, I said! (SILVER STABS INTO TOM'S 

BODY.) Lie still, you snappy flounder – lie – 

STILL! (SECOND STAB.)  

TOM:   (LAST BREATH ESCAPES.)  

JIM  

(NARRATING): Silver, agile as a monkey even without leg or 

crutch, had leapt atop him, twice burying his 

knife to the hilt in that defenceless body.  

SILVER:   There. Tell the Devil the rest are on their 

way. (SPITS.)   

PARROT:    Tell the Devil! Tell the Devil!  

(SURROUNDING JUNGLE SOUNDS START TO SLOWLY DISTORT.)  

JIM  

(NARRATING):   I do not know what it rightly is to faint, but 

I do know that the whole world swam away from 

before me in a whirling mist; Silver and the 

birds, and the tall Spyglass hilltop, going 

round and round and topsy-turvy before my eyes, 

and all manner of bells ringing and distant 

voices shouting in my ear.  

  (A DISTORTED, NIGHTMARE, “FLASHBACK” REPEAT OF SILVER 

DOING THE STABBING: LOTS OF REVERB AND DISTORTION ON HIS 

VOICE. BRING IN, AGAIN AS A DISTORTED FLASHBACK, THE BIRD 

CRIES THAT ACCOMPANIED THE OFF-MIC KILLING OF ALAN.)  



4 
 

SILVER:   Lie still – still – still – still- still - 

STILL...!!!!  

(THE DISTORTED VERSIONS OF SILVER'S VOICES AND THE BIRD CRIES 

AND OTHER JUNGLE SOUNDS PEAK AND THEN DIE AWAY IN FRAGMENTED 

ECHOES.)  

(ONCE AGAIN, THE MORE MUTED, REALISTIC MARSHLAND SOUNDS.)  

JIM  

(NARRATING):   When I came again to myself the monster had 

pulled himself together, his crutch under his 

arm, his hat upon his head. Just before him Tom 

lay motionless; but the murderer minded him not 

a whit, cleansing his blood-stained knife upon 

a wisp of grass.    

PARROT:   Clean it up! Clean it up! Bloody mess! Clean it 

up!  

SILVER:  That's it, Tom. You just lie there and feed the 

bugs and the birds. Me and the lads'll spend 

your share wisely. And speaking of the lads -

....  

(SILVER BLOWING SHRILL WHISTLE SEVERAL TIMES.)  

JIM  

(NARRATING):  I could not tell, of course, the meaning of 

the signal, but it instantly awoke my fears. 

More men would be coming. I might be 

discovered.   
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EXT. TREASURE ISLAND FOREST – DAY  

SWIFT RUSTLING OF FOLIAGE AS JIM FIRST CRAWLS AND THEN RUNS 

AWAY.)  

JIM  

(NARRATING):  Instantly I began to extricate myself and crawl  

to the more open portion of the wood.   

JOB  

(OFF-MIC):   Jack? Where are you, Jack?!  

SILVER  

(OFF-MIC):   Over here! Down here, boys!  

PARROT  

(OFF-MIC):   Down here, boys! Down here with the dead and 

the Devil!  

JOB  

(OFF-MIC):   Tom with us?  

SILVER  

(OFF-MIC):   He ain't against us! Not any more! Come see!  

JOB  

(OFF-MIC):   Here we come!  

(SOUNDS OF JIM RUNNING SWIFTLY THROUGH DENSE 

UNDERGROWTH AND TREES. BIRDS SQUAWKING UP HERE 

AND THERE. JIM GASPING FOR BREATH. STEADILY 

DISTORT AND EXAGERATE THESE SOUNDS.)  

JIM  

(NARRATING):   As soon as I was clear of the thicket, I ran as 

I never ran before, scarce minding the 

direction of my flight, so long as it led me 

from the murderers; and as I ran, fear grew and 

grew upon me until it turned into a kind of 

frenzy.  

(BUILD THE DISTORTED RUNNING SOUNDS FOR A LONG MOMENT AND THEN 

CUT TO -....)  
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INT. HISPANIOLA – SQUIRE'S CABIN – DAY  

(INTERIOR BOAT SOUNDS. GENTLE CREAKING. 

FAINT, OFF-MIC, SOUNDS OF BIRD CRIES FROM THE ISLAND.)  

SQUIRE:   Hear anything more out there, Redruth?   

REDRUTH:  No, Squire. Nothing but them wretched un-

Christian birds squealing.  

SQUIRE:   Perhaps it was a bird we heard earlier.  

REDRUTH:   That was no bird, sir.   

SQUIRE:   No. No sign of the Doctor and the jolly boat?  

REDRUTH:  No. Can just about make out that same couple of 

Silver's  men, guarding their own boats.  

SQUIRE:   Well, that's scant comfort, isn't it?  

REDRUTH:   Scant, sir? Yes sir.  

SQUIRE:  I'm sorry, Redruth. I'm just thinking of those 

two men in that boat... and that boy before 

them... oh, Redruth, what kind of dreadful 

depth has my own greed sunk us in?    

REDRUTH:   Now, sir, don't you go talking like that.  

SQUIRE:  Oh yes, of course, it's true, we might still 

find the treasure and -  

REDRUTH:  No, sir, what I means is – it's bad enough 

without talking  about it.   

SQUIRE:   Oh.  

(SHARP KNOCK ON CABIN DOOR.)  

SQUIRE:   What... what's that?  

REDRUTH:   Probably them coming to kill us.  

SQUIRE:   You think?  

ANOTHER KNOCK.)  

REDRUTH:   Nice of them to knock first.   

SQUIRE:  A little polite, perhaps, for murderous 

buccaneers. Open the door.  

REDRUTH:   Who? Me?  

SQUIRE:   I'll be right behind you with this pistol.  
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REDRUTH  

(MUMBLES):  Rather you were in front of me.  

SQUIRE:   What's that?  

REDRUTH:   Nothing, Squire. Nothing.   

(THIRD RAP ON DOOR.)  

REDRUTH:   Who is it? Who - ?  

SQUIRE:   Well, open it!  

REDRUTH:  Open it, he says – open it. - (MUTTERS) If it's 

me coffin  lid, you will close it for me, won't 

you?   

SQUIRE:   What's that?  

(DOOR OPENED. ABE GREY STUMBLING INTO ROOM.)   

GRAY  

(HARSH WHISPER): Quick! Quick! Close it! Close it!  

SQUIRE:   Who on earth - ?  

GREY:   Close the door!   

SQUIRE:   Redruth – do it!  

GREY:   Not too loud! (DOOR CLOSED.)  

SQUIRE:   I've seen you on deck, haven't I?   

GREY:  Grey's the name, Abraham Grey. Abe to me 

friends. Except who's got a friend on this ship 

just at the moment? Who what isn't a murderer, 

or set to be?  

SQUIRE:   What? What?  

GREY:  I'm not here. I shouldn't be. Any sense left in 

my head, I'd  be out there with Israel Hands 

and the rest of them,  sharpening my cutlass, 

counting up a fortune in my head. Instead... 

look at me, stood here with you, soft as a  

jellyfish, telling you all, and just for the 

sake of... just for the sake of... well, a man 

can't change his nature, worse luck. No matter 

how far he sails.  

SQUIRE:   You haven't told us anything, man. Tell us now!  
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GREY:  Tell you? Too late probably. You're good as 

dead right now.   

SQUIRE:   What? What?   

GREY:  Up there. Above. Israel Hands and the rest of 

them. They're getting sick of singing 

Lillibulero. Heard another song, from over on 

that island. One they like more. You hear it?   

SQUIRE:   A song...?   

REDRUTH:   You mean that scream?   

GREY:  I do mean that scream. The scream and the 

whistle that came after it. John Silver's 

whistle.   

SQUIRE:   Oh yes?   

GREY:  Silver's at his slaughtering work over there, 

already. Boys  here on the ship are eager, 

suddenly, for their share of the red meat. 

They're coming for you.  

SQUIRE:   Coming...?   

GREY:  Now. I told you. I shouldn't be here. I'm not 

here. I'm going. All the best.  

REDRUTH:   Wait. Wait. What do we do?  

GREY:  Nothing you can do. But if you're going to do 

it, do it fast. (OPENING DOOR) Fast like I'm 

getting out of – (STOPS.)  

 (ISRAEL HANDS ENTERING)  

HANDS  

(APPROACH):  That's your trouble, Abe Gray. You was never as 

fast as  the job required.   

GREY:   Israel! I was just... eh... eh...  

HANDS:   Just? Just doing what?  

GREY:  Just... doing nothing, Israel. Nothing! I just, 

eh....   

HANDS:  Just took a wrong turn in the passage back 

there, did you? Disturbed the gentlemen?   

GREY:  Wrong turn? Yes – yes – Israel, a wrong turn, a 

-....  
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HANDS:   Jacko!  

JACKO  

(ENTERING):  Israel.  

HANDS:  Take Abe here back along the passage, hold him 

tight till I  got a moment for him.  

JACKO:   Come on.   

GREY   (BEING DRAGGED OUT): No, no, please – Israel, 

don't – no...!   

HANDS:  Quiet there, seaman Gray. My knife can cut you 

all  manner of places, but taking out your 

tongue is messy  work. I'd like to avoid it if 

I can. - Take him.  

JACKO    (EXITING, DRAGGING GREY): Come on!  

SQUIRE:   What will you do to him?  

HANDS:  Don't worry about it. You've got enough to 

worry over, on  your own account.   

SQUIRE:   What, sir, does that mean?   

HANDS:  Crew left on the ship here's getting restive. 

Sounds like  the boys over on the island is 

enjoying all the hilarity. Where's our share, 

says they.  

REDRUTH:  Sounds like they've a mighty strange notion of 

hilarity.   

HANDS:   They get it from me, so watch what you say.   

SQUIRE:  You're not in charge of this ship, Mr. Hands. 

Shall we call in the Captain to arbitrate?  

HANDS:  My boys have their eyes on the Captain, even as 

we speak. One shout from me and he's no one's 

Captain, not  any more.   

SQUIRE:   And who takes his place? Silver?  

HANDS:  Hasn't he been the real captain all along? 

Aren't you lot,  now we're here, so much 

ballast fit for dumping?  

REDRUTH:   Ballast? Why, you blaggard - !   

HANDS:  I wouldn't try it, serving man. You'll be 

polishing your  master's shoes with your own 

blood.   
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SQUIRE:  It's alright, Redruth. What will you do with 

us?  

HANDS:  Well, while we're stuck here, waiting for Long 

John to finish what needs finishing over there 

on the island, we might have a bit of fun. A 

tug on the squeezebox, a bit of dancing. You 

gentlemen dance?  

SQUIRE:  I'm not in the mood, just at the moment. 

HANDS:  Oh, but we'll get you in the mood.  

SQUIRE:   You think so?  

HANDS:  I know it, Squire. Back in the old days, when I 

was just  starting out with Cap'n Flint, we had 

a game we'd play with  any swabs new to the 

crew, or them as seemed too  genteel for the 

rough old tasks we had to set 'em to. We'd drag 

them up on the deck, strip 'em like women,  

shove burning tapers between their toes – or 

any other  parts of them tender enough. And 

when them flames burn  down to their soft, pink 

parts... oh, the dance you get out of  them 

then! The laugh you have, watching. Why, they  

dance till they drop. Nothing could be funnier. 

SQUIRE:  I'm struggling to be amused.  

HANDS:  Well, why don't we struggle you both up on deck 

and see how amused we can make you?  

REDRUTH:   Don't you dare, you -  

HANDS:   Dare? Dare? (STRANGLING REDRUTH.)  

REDRUTH:   (CHOKING)  

SQUIRE:   Redruth!  

HANDS:  You snivelling nothing, as has spent your whole 

life on your knees, serving periwigged scum 

like the Squire here – you're dictating to me – 

to me! - to a man as was trod down from the 

moment of his birth and said “No more!” the  

moment he first got a knife in his hand?! I 

will not be dictated to!   

SQUIRE:  No! Please! Let him - !  
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(DOOR THROWN OPEN.)  

SMOLLETT  

(ENTERING):  What's the commotion in here?  

HANDS:   This! This commotion! Take your share, Captain!  

REDRUTH:   (GASP AS HE IS THROWN.)  

SMOLLETT:  (GRUNT AS REDRUTH COLLIDES WITH HIM.)  

    (REDRUTH AND SMOLLETT TUMBLING TO THE FLOOR.)  

HANDS:  Lie there, both of you! I'll lay the Squire 

down on top.  

SQUIRE:  No....  

HANDS:  The knife says 'yes', Squire. That's another 

game we could  play up on deck. Tie youse all 

upright, toss knives at you. My aim, I warn 

you, is tight and true!   

  (CLICK OF PISTOL BEING COCKED JUST BEHIND HANDS' HEAD.)  

DR. LIVESEY  

(APPROACH):  The shot this pistol will put through the back 

of your skull, Hands, will be truer still.   

SQUIRE:    Doctor!  

R. LIVESEY:   Drop the knife, Hands. And leave the cabin.  

HANDS:    Not the only knife on board.  

DR. LIVESEY:  I only need one squeeze on this trigger to put 

them all out of your reach.  

(KNIFE CLATTERS TO THE WOODEN FLOOR.)  

DR. LIVESEY:   Good. Now, go.  

HANDS:   I'm going. (MOVING OFF) Just along the gallery 

out there.  

DR. LIVESEY:  Mr. Redruth....  

REDRUTH  

(GETTING UP): Doctor?  

DR. LIVESEY:  Why don't you position yourself in that 

gallery, with... what have we got in here? 

Three muskets?  

SQUIRE:   Four.  
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DR. LIVESEY:  Even better. And we should have a brace of 

pistols per man. So we won't tremble 

excessively at your cheap threats, Hands.  

HANDS  

(EXITING):  With treasure this near, Doctor, no threat I 

make is cheap. I'll be on deck.  

DR. LIVESEY:  Redruth?  

REDRUTH:   Uh-huh?  

DR. LIVESEY:  Take a mattress with you. 

REDRUTH:   A mattress?  

DR. LIVESEY:  For protection. It might stop a shot or two.  

REDRUTH  

(MOVING OFF):  Oh yes. And if I get meself killed, you'll have 

something to lay me out on. 

DR. LIVESEY:  That's the spirit. - Hopefully you gentlemen 

are just as   enthused by the adventure ahead. 

SMOLLETT:  And what adventure would that be?  

DR. LIVESEY:  The stockade. I found it. Exactly where our map 

put it. And   I've just confirmed it as a 

safer spot than  this ship.  Relatively 

speaking, at least. Hunter and the jolly  boat 

are just beneath the stern port. We need to 

load it   and load it fast, with as much as we 

can carry, allowing for  the lot of us being on 

board as well. Now we'll need  powder, muskets, 

biscuits, pork -....    

SQUIRE:   And Jim?  

DR. LIVESEY:  What?  

SQUIRE:   Jim Hawkins. Did you see him? On the island? 

DR. LIVESEY:  Jim? No. I didn't see him anywhere  

 


