KIDNAPPED 1 – Handout

Robert Louis Stevenson was born in Edinburgh, in Scotland, in 1850. His father was an engineer, and in 1867 Robert went to Edinburgh University to study engineering himself. He found that engineering did not interest him, so he trained to be a lawyer, but in fact he had already decided to become a writer. He met his future wife in France. Fanny was American, ten years older than Stevenson, and a married woman with two children. They fell in love, and after her divorce, she and Stevenson were married in 1880, in San Francisco in the USA.
Stevenson liked to travel, although much of the time his health was poor. In 1888, he and Fanny went to live on the Pacific island of Samoa because the weather there was good for Stevenson´s health. The islanders called him “The Teller of Tales”. He died suddenly on Samoa in 1894, aged only 44.

Stevenson´s most famous titles include Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde (1886) and his exciting adventure stories, Treasure Island (1883) and Kidnapped (1886). In Kidnapped he used his experience as a young man, when he travelled round Scotland, looking at the lighthouses designed by his father. During one journey in 1870, he spent three weeks on the island of Earraid, where David Balfour, the main character, is shipwrecked in the story. The novel also shows Stevenson´s interest in Scottish history. The murder of Colin Campbell was a real historical event, and Alan Breck was a real person, who was suspected of the murder – although it was James Stuart who was later hanged for it. The adventures of the Stuarts are continued in Catriona (1893), in which David falls in love for the first time.

Task 1 – read the beginning of the story (the three paragraphs on this page) and predict how the farmhouse looks like. 

It was early in the month of June, 1751, when I shut the door of our house behind me for the last time. All my life I had lived in the quiet little village of Essendean, in the Lowlands of Scotland, where my father had been the schoolteacher. But now that he and my mother were both dead, I had to leave the house. The new teacher would soon arrive, and he would teach at the school and live in the teacher´s house. So, although I was only seventeen, there was nowhere for me to live, and no reason for me to stay in Essendean. 
But my heart was beating with excitement as I walked down the road, because in my hand I carried the letter that my father had given me just before he died. “Davie,” he had said, “when I am dead, take this to the house of Shaws, near Cramond. That´s where I came from, and that´s where you must go. Put this letter into the hands of Ebenezer Balfour.”

Balfour! The same name as my own! It was the first time I had heard of any of our family outside Essendean. So I decided to go to Cramond, hoping that perhaps this Mr Balfour, in his big house, would receive me kindly, and help me to become a rich man one day. I walked fast up the hill away from the village. What an adventure, to leave that sleepy place, where nothing ever happened, and go to a great, busy house, to be with rich and important people of my own name and blood! But when I reached the top of the hill, I turned a little sadly, to take my last look at the teacher´s house, and Essendean churchyard, where my parents lay.

Task 2 – after you have predicted – read the next part and check if your prediction was right. 

It was a large building standing alone in the bottom of the valley. Although the fields around were green, and the farmland was excellent, the house itself looked unfinished and empty. Part of its roof was missing. There was no road to it, and no smoke coming from any of its chimneys, nor was there any garden. “That is the house of Shaws!” said the woman angrily. “Blood built it, blood stopped the building of it, and blood shall bring it down! Black is the heart of Ebenezer Balfour! Ye can tell him from me that I hope to see him die, and his house fall down around him!” The woman turned and disappeared. I stood where she left me, shaking like a leaf, and looking down at the house for a long time.
Task 3 –  read the following text and decide why the story is called Kidnapped. 
 (Later David meets his uncle Ebenezer. He seems to be quite poor – they only eat porridge and drink water all days. After a few days Mr Balfour has some business in the town and takes David with him, to look around and to see the ships in the harbour.) 
I ran down to the beach, to talk to the sailors and look at the boats. It was all new and very interesting to me. As I was coming back, I met the owner of the public house. 

“Good morning,” he said. “Did ye come with Ebenezer?”  “I did,” I replied. “He isn´t well liked, I understand.”

“That´s true,” he answered. “Nobody speaks well of him. It all started with that story about Mr Alexander, his brother.”

“What story?” I asked.   “Oh, just that Ebenezer had killed him. Did ye never hear that?”

“And why would he kill my f–, I mean, Alexander?”  “To get the house, of course, the house of Shaws.”   “Aye, man? Was my – was Alexander older than Ebenezer?”   “Indeed he was! No other reason for killing him!”  

This was a great surprise to me! I had thought that my father was the younger brother, and I now understood why my uncle had lied to me. The house of Shaws had belonged to my father, not my uncle, and now I had inherited it. 

(Later David and his uncle are invited to have a look at one big ship – the captain is very friendly.)
I thought that I had found a good friend and helper, and I was very excited as we came closer to the great ship, full of busy, noisy sailors. The captain and I were the first to climb up the ship´s side, and at the top the captain immediately put his arm through mine and began to talk about the ship. Suddenly I saw the boat returning to the harbour, with my uncle sitting in it. I screamed, “Help, help!” and my uncle slowly turned to look at me. I did not see any more. Already strong hands were pulling me away. Then something hit my head – I saw a great flash of fire, and fell to the ground.   
