Squire & Long John Silver
Squire sends a letter back to his boss with an update on the ship he was asked to hire. This scene switches between Squire’s narration from the letter and an acted-out scene between the squire and a sailor he’s just met. 
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'SQUIRE: Dear Dr. Livesey,
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SQUIRE: The ship is bought and fitted. She lies at anchor, ready for
sea. You never imagined a sweeter schooner. Two hundred
tons of ship. Its name? The Hispaniola. It was the hiring of the
crew that troubled me. | was having trouble gathering a good
group of men. Till the most remarkable stroke of fortune

brought me the very man that | required. Long John Silver he is
called.

SILVER enters with a parrot on his shoulders.

| was standing on the dock, when, by the merest accident, | fell
in talk with him.

LONG JOHN SILVER: Oh good Squire, | keep a humble public house
here is Bristol | do. It is a modest place committed to the rest
and recuperation of sailors needing a good home cooked meal
and a comfortable bed to rest their heads.

SILVER goes into a dramatic coughing fit.
SQUIRE: That doesn’t sound good, friend.

LONG JOHN SILVER: (weakly) No. Sadly it don't. It’s the shore. The
land been making me sick. | been away too long from the sea. |
hoped coming down here to the docks and smelling the healing
salt of the sea, would help raise my spirits.

SQUIRE: You don’t say.
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LONG JOHN SILVER: | lost me leg in service to our Dear Old
Britain, serving Crown and Country. (another dramatic coughing
fit) Aye, | served under the immortal Capin’ Hawke. But, sadly,
I've got me no pension. Me, who lost a leg for our dear old
grand nation.
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SQUIRE: What?!? No pension? Imagine the abominable age we live
in!

LONG JOHN SILVER: Now, now Squire. | was only doing my duty.
(chokes back a sob) If...only | could...git back to sea...maybe |
could be whole again.

SQUIRE: | was monstrously touched—so would you have been—
and, out of pure pity, | engaged him on the spot to be ship’s
cook. Well, sir, | thought | had only found a cook, but it was a
crew | had discovered. Long John got a company together in a
few days, of the toughest old salts imaginable.

SILVER’s “sickness” leaves him. The PIRATES who
raided the Inn and roughed up people on the docks
begin to line up behind SILVER.




