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PREFACE

ON the twenty-third of December, 1787, His Majesty’s armed transport
Bounty sailed from Portsmouth on as strange, eventful, and tragic a
voyage as ever befell an English ship. Her errand was to proceed to the
island of Tahiti (or Otaheite, as it was then called), in the Great South
Sea, there to collect a cargo of young breadfruit trees for transportation
to the West Indies, where, it was hoped, the trees would thrive and thus,
eventually, provide an abundance of cheap food for the negro slaves of
the English planters.

The events of that voyage it is the purpose of this tale to unfold.
Mutiny on the Bounty, which opens the story, is concerned with the
voyage from England, the long Tahiti sojourn while the cargo of young
breadfruit trees was being assembled, the departure of the homeward-
bound ship, the mutiny, and the fate of those of her company who later
returned to Tahiti, where the greater part of them were eventually seized
by H.M.S. Pandora and taken back to England, in irons, for trial

The authors chose as the narrator of this part of the tale a fictitious
character, Roger Byam, who tells it as an old man, after his retirement
from the Navy. Byam had his actual counterpart in the person of Peter
Heywood, whose name was, for this reason, omitted from the roster of
the Bounty’s company. Midshipman Byam’s experience follows closely
that of Midshipman Heywood. With the license of historical novelists,
the authors based the career of Byam upon that of Heywood, but in
depicting it they did not, of course, follow the latter in every detail. In
the essentials, relating to the mutiny and its aftermath, they have ad-
hered to the facts preserved in the records of the British Admiralty.

Men Against the Sea, the second part of the narrative, is the story
of Captain Bligh and the eighteen loyal men who, on the morning of
the mutiny, were set adrift by the mutineers in the Bounty’s launch, an
open boat twenty-three feet long, with a beam of six feet, nine inches.
In this small craft Captain Bligh carried his men a voyage of 3600 miles,
from the island of Tofoa (or Tofua, as it is now called), in the Friendly,
or Tongan Group, to Timor, in the Dutch East Indies. The wind and
weather of Men Against the Sea are those of Captain Bligh’s own log, a
series of brief daily notes which formed the chief literary source of this
part of the tale. The voyage is described in the words of one of those
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who survived it—Thomas Ledward, acting surgeon of the Bounty, whose
medical knowledge and whose experience in reading men’s sufferings
would qualify him as a sensitive and reliable observer.

Pitcairn’s Island, which concludes the tale, is perhaps the strangest
and most romantic part of it. After two unsuccessful attempts to settle
on the island of Tupuai (or Tubuai, as the name is now more com-
monly spelled), the mutineers returned to Tahiti, where they parted
company., Fletcher Christian, acting licutenant of the Bounty and in-
stigator of the mutiny, once more embarked in the ship for an unknown
destination. With him were eight of his own men and eighteen Poly-
pesians (twelve women and six men). They sailed from Tahiti in Sep-
tember 1789, and for a period of eighteen years nothing more was
heard of them. In February 1808, the American sealing vessel Topaz,
calling at Pitcairn, discovered on this supposedly uninhabited crumb of
land a thriving community of mixed blood: a number of middle-aged
Polynesian women and more than a score of children, under the benevo-
lent rule of a white-haired English seaman, Alexander Smith, the only
survivor of the fifteen men who had landed there so long before.

Various and discrepant accounts have been preserved concerning the
events which took place on Pitcairn during the eighteen years preceding
the visit of the Topaz. The source of them all, direct or indirect, was
Alexander Smith (or John Adams, as he later called himself). He told
the story first to Captain Folger, of the Topaz; then, in 1814, to Captains
Staines and Pipon, of the English frigates Briton and Tagus; then to
Captain Beechey, of H.M.S. Blossom, in 1825; and finally, in 1829, to
J. A. Moerenhout, author of Voyages aux Iles du Grand Océan. Later
accounts were recorded by Walter Brodie, who set down, in 1850, a
narrative obtained from Arthur, Matthew Quintal’s son; and by Rosa-
lind Young, in her Story of Pitcairn Island, which gives certain details
retained in the memory of Eliza, daughter of John Mills, who reached
the advanced age of ninety-three.

Each of these accounts is remarkable for its differences from the
others. The authors, therefore, after careful study of every existing ac-
count, adopted a chronology and selected a sequence of events which
seemed to them to render more plausible the play of cause and effect.

The history of those early years on Pitcairn was tragic, perhaps in-
evitably so. Fifteen men and twelve women, of two widely different
races, were set down on a small island, one of the loneliest in the world.
At the end of a decade, although there were many children, only one
man and ten women remained; of the sixteen dead, fifteen had come to
violent ends. These are the facts upon which all the accounts agree. If,
at times, in the Pitcairn narrative, blood flows overfreely, and horror
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seems to pile on horror, it is not because the authors would have it so:
it was so, in Pitcairn history.

But the outcome of those early turbulent years was no less extraor-
dinary than the threads of chance which led to the settlement of the
island. All who were fortunate enough to visit the Pitcairn colony during
the first quarter of the nineteenth century agree that it presented a veri-
table picture of the Golden Age.

Those who are interested in the source material concerning the Bounty
mutiny will find an exhaustive bibliography of books, articles, and un-
published manuscripts in the Appendix to Mr. George Mackaness’s
Life of Vice-Admiral William Bligh, published by Messrs. Angus and
Robertson, of Sydney, Australia. Among the principal sources consulted
by the authors were the following: “Minutes of the Proceedings of a
Court-Martial on Lieutenant William Bligh and certain members of his
crew, to investigate the cause of the loss of H.M.S. Bounty”; A Nar-
rative of the Mutiny on Board His Majesty’s Ship “Bounty,” by William
Bligh; A Voyage to the South Sea, by William Bligh; The Mutiny and
Piratical Seizure of H.M.S, “Bounty,” by Sir John Barrow; Pitcairn
Island and the Islanders, by Walter Brodie; Mutineers of the “Bounty”
and Their Descendants in Pitcairn and Norfolk Islands, by Lady
Belcher; Bligh of the “Bounty,” by Geoffrey Rawson; Voyage of
HM.S. “Pandora,” by E. Edwards and G. Hamilton; The Life of
Vice-Admiral William Bligh, by George Mackaness; The Story of Pit-
cairn Island, by Rosalind Young; Captain Bligh’s Second Voyage to the
South Seas, by 1. Lee; Pitcairn Island Register Book; New South Wales
Historical Records; Cook’s Voyages; Hawkesworth’s Voyages; Beech-
ey’s Voyages; Ellis’s Polynesian Researches; Ancient Tahiti, by Teura
Henry; and A Memoir of Peter Heywood. Two excellent studies of the
present-day descendants of the Bounty mutineers, from the point of
view of an anthropologist, have been made by Dr. Harry Shapiro in his
Descendants of the Bounty Mutineers and The Heritage of the Bounty.

We wish to express our cordial thanks to Mr. N. C. Wyeth, whose
illustrations lend so much colour and vividness to the story of the Bounty
and her men.

June, 1940.
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I - LIEUTENANT BLIGH

THE British are frequently criticized by other nations for their dislike of
change, and indeed we love England for those aspects of nature and life
which change the least. Here in the West Country, where I was born,
men are slow of speech, tenacious of opinion, and averse—beyond their
countrymen elsewhere—to innovation of any sort. The houses of my
neighbours, the tenants’ cottages, the very fishing boats which ply on the
Bristol Channel, all conform to the patterns of a simpler age. And an
old man, forty of whose three-and-seventy years have been spent afloat,
may be pardoned a not unnatural tenderness toward the scenes of his
youth, and a satisfaction that these scemes remain so little altered by
time.

No men are more conservative than those who design and build ships
save those who sail them; and since storms are less frequent at sea than
some landsmen suppose, the life of a sailor is principally made up of the
daily performance of certain tasks, in certain manners and at certain
times. Forty years of this life have made a slave of me, and I continue,
almost against my will, to live by the clock. There is no reason why I
should rise at seven each morning, yet seven finds me dressing, neverthe-
less; my copy of the Times would reach me even though I failed to order
a horse saddled at ten for my ride down to Watchet to meet the post.
But habit is too much for me, and habit finds a powerful ally in old
Thacker, my housekeeper, whose duties, as I perceive with inward
amusement, are lightened by the regularity she does everything to en-
courage. She will listen to no hint of retirement. In spite of her years,
which must number nearly eighty by now, her step is still brisk and her
black eyes snap with a remnant of the old malice. It would give me
pleasure to speak with her of the days when my mother was still living,
but when I try to draw her into talk she wastes no time in putting me in
my place. Servant and master, with the churchyard only a step ahead!
I am lonely now; when Thacker dies, I shall be lonely indeed.

Seven generations of Byams have lived and died in Withycombe;
the name has been known in the region of the Quantock Hills for five
hundred years and more. I am the last of them; it is strange to think that
at my death what remains of our blood will flow in the veins of an Indian
woman in the South Sea.
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If it be true that a man’s useful life is over on the day when his
thoughts begin to dwell in the past, then I have served little purpose in
living since my retirement from His Majesty’s Navy fifteen years ago.
The present has lost substance and reality, and I have discovered, with
some regret, that contemplation of the future brings neither pleasure nor
concern. But forty years at sea, including the turbulent period of the
wars against the Danes, the Dutch, and the French, have left my memory
so well stored that I ask no greater delight than to be free to wander in
the past.

My study, high up in the north wing of Withycombe, with its tall
windows giving on the Bristol Channel and the green distant coast of
Wales, is the point of departure for these travels through the past. The
journal I have kept, since I went to sea as a midshipman in 1787, lies
at hand in the camphor-wood box beside my chair, and I have only to
take up a sheaf of its pages to smell once more the reek of battle smoke,
to feel the stinging sleet of a gale in the North Sea, or to enjoy the calm
beauty of a tropical night under the constellations of the Southern
Hemisphere.

In the evening, when the unimportant duties of an old man’s day are
done, and I have supped alone in silence, I feel the pleasant anticipation
of a visitor to Town, who on his first evening spends an agreeable half-
hour in deciding which theatre he will attend, Shall I fight the old battles
over again? Camperdown, Copenhagen, Trafalgar—these names thunder
in memory like the booming of great guns. Yet more and more fre-
quently I turn the pages of my journal still further back, to the frayed
and blotted log of a midshipman—to an episode I have spent a good
part of my life in attempting to forget. Insignificant in the annals of the
Navy, and even more so from an historian’s point of view, this incident
was nevertheless the strangest, the most picturesque, and the most tragic
of my career.

It has long been my purpose to follow the example of other retired
officers and employ the too abundant leisure of an old man in setting
down, with the aid of my journal and in the fullest possible detail, a nar-
rative of some one of the episodes of my life at sea. The decision was
made last night; I shall write of my first ship, the Bounty, of the mutiny
on board, of my long residence on the island of Tahiti in the South Sea,
and of how I was conveyed home in irons, to be tried by court-martial
and condemned to death. Two natures clashed on the stage of that
drama of long ago, two men as strong and enigmatical as any I have
known—Fletcher Christian and William Bligh.

When my father died of a pleurisy, early in the spring of 1787, my
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mother gave few outward signs of grief, though their life together, in an
age when the domestic virtues were unfashionable, had been a singularly
happy one. Sharing the interest in the natural sciences which had brought
my father the honour of a Fellowship in the Royal Society, my mother
was a countrywoman at heart, caring more for life at Withycombe than
for the artificial distractions of town.

I was to have gone up to Oxford that fall, to Magdalen, my father’s
college, and during that first summer of my mother’s widowhood I began
to know her, not as a parent, but as a most charming companion, of
whose company I never wearied. The women of her generation were
schooled to reserve their tears for the sufferings of others, and to meet
adversity with a smile. A warm heart and an inquiring mind made her
conversation entertaining or philosophical as the occasion required; and,
unlike the young ladies of the present time, she had been taught that
silence can be agreeable when one has nothing to say.

On the morning when Sir Joseph Banks’s letter arrived, we were
strolling about the garden, scarcely exchanging a word. It was late in
July, the sky was blue, and the warm air bore the scent of roses; such a
morning as enables us to tolerate our English climate, which foreigners
declare, perhaps with some justice, the worst in the world. I was thinking
how uncommonly handsome my mother looked in black, with her thick
fair hair, fresh colour, and dark blue eyes. Thacker, her new maid,—a
black-eyed Devon girl,—came tripping down the path. She dropped my
mother a curtsey and held out a letter on a silver tray. My mother took
the letter, gave me a glance of apology, and began to read, seating her-
self on a rustic bench.

“From Sir Joseph,” she said, when she had perused the letter at length
and laid it down. “You have heard of Lieutenant Bligh, who was with
Captain Cook on his last voyage? Sir Joseph writes that he is on leave,
stopping with friends near Taunton, and would enjoy an evening with
us. Your father thought very highly of him.”

I was a rawboned lad of seventeen, lazy in body and mind, with over-
fast growth, but the words were like a galvanic shock to me. “With
Captain Cook!” I exclaimed. “Ask him by all means!”

My mother smiled. “I thought you would be pleased,” she said.

The carriage was dispatched in good time with a note for Mr. Bligh,
bidding him to dine with us that evening if he could. I remember how I
set out, with the son of one of our tenants, to sail my boat at high tide on
Bridgwater Bay, and how little T enjoyed the sail. My thoughts were all
of our visitor, and the hours till dinner-time seemed to stretch ahead
interminably.

I was fonder, perhaps, of reading than most lads of my age, and the
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book I loved best of all was one given me by my father on my tenth
birthday—Dr. Hawkesworth’s account of the voyages to the South Sea.
I knew the three, heavy, leather-bound volumes almost by heart, and 1
had read with equal interest the French narrative of Monsieur de Bou-
gainville’s voyage. These early accounts of discoveries in the South Sea,
and of the manners and customs of the inhabitants of Otaheite and
Owhyhee (as those islands were then called), excited an interest almost
inconceivable to-day. The writings of Jean Jacques Rousseau, which
were to have such lamentable and far-reaching results, preached a doc-
trine which had made converts even among people of consequence. It
became fashionable to believe that only among men in a state of nature,
freed from all restraints, could true virtue and happiness be found. And
when Wallis, Byron, Bougainville, and Cook returned from their voyage
of discovery with alluring accounts of the New Cytherza, whose happy
inhabitants, relieved from the curse of Adam, spent their days in song
and dance, the doctrines of Rousseau received new impetus. Even my
father, so engrossed in his astronomical studies that he had lost touch
with the world, listened eagerly to the tales of his friend Sir Joseph
Banks, and often discussed with my mother, whose interest was equal
to his, the virtues of what he termed “a natural life.”

My own interest was less philosophical than adventurous; like other
youngsters, I longed to sail unknown seas, to raise uncharted islands,
and to trade with gentle Indians who regarded white men as gods. The
thought that I was soon to converse with an officer who had accom-
panied Captain Cook on his last voyage—a mariner, and not a man of
science like Sir Joseph—kept me woolgathering all afternoon, and I was
not disappointed when the carriage drew up at last and Mr. Bligh
stepped out.

Bligh was at that time in the prime of life. He was of middle stature,
strongly made and inclining to stoutness, though he carried himself well.
His weather-beaten face was broad, with a firm mouth and very fine
dark eyes, and his thick powdered hair grew high on his head, above a
noble brow. He wore his three-cornered black hat athwartships; his coat
was of bright blue broadcloth, trimmed with white, with gold anchor
buttons and the long tails of the day. His waistcoat, breeches, and
stockings were white. The old-fashioned uniform was one to set off a
well-made man. Bligh’s voice, strong, vibrant, and a little harsh, gave an
impression of uncommon vitality; his bearing showed resolution and
courage, and the glance of his eye gave evidence of an assurance such as
few men possess. These symptoms of a strong and aggressive nature
were tempered by the lofty brow of a man of intellect, and the agreeable
and unpretentious manner he assumed ashore.
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The carriage, as I said, drew up before our door, the footman sprang
down from the box, and Mr. Bligh stepped out. I had been waiting to
welcome him; as I made myself known, he gave me a handclasp and a
smile.

“Your father’s son,” he said. “A great loss—he was known, by name
at least, to all who practise navigation.”

Presently my mother came down and we went in to dinner. Bligh
spoke very handsomely of my father’s work on the determination of
longitude, and after a time the conversation turned to the islands of the
South Sea.

“Is it true,” my mother asked, “that the Indians of Tahiti are as happy
as Captain Cook believed?”

“Ah, ma’am,” said our guest, “happiness is a vast word! It is true that
they live without great labour, and that nearly all of the light tasks they
perform are self-imposed; released from the fear of want and from all
salutary discipline, they regard nothing seriously.”

“Roger and 1,” observed my mother, “have been studying the ideas of
J. J. Rousseaun. As you know, he believes that true happiness can only
be enjoyed by man in a state of nature.”

Bligh nodded. “I have been told of his ideas,” he said, “though un-
fortunately I left school too young to learn French. But if a rough sea-
man may express an opinion on a subject more suited to a philosopher,
I believe that true happiness can only be enjoyed by a disciplined and
enlightened people. As for the Indians of Tahiti, though they are freed
from the fear of want, their conduct is regulated by a thousand absurd
restrictions, which no civilized man would put up with. These restrictions
constitute a kind of unwritten law, called taboo, and instead of making
for a wholesome discipline they lay down fanciful and unjust rules to
control every action of a man’s life. A few days among men in a state
of nature might have changed Monsieur Rousseau’s ideas.” He paused
and turned to me. “You know French, then?” he asked, as if to include
me in the talk.

“Yes, sir,” I replied.

“I'll do him justice, Mr. Bligh,” my mother put in; “he has a gift for
languages. My son might pass for a native of France or Italy, and is
making progress in German now. His Latin won him a prize last year.”

“I wish I had his gift! Lord!” Bligh laughed. “I'd rather face a hurri-
cane than translate a page of Cesar nowadays! And the task Sir Joseph
has set me is worse still! There is no harm in telling you that I shall soon
set sail for the South Sea.” Perceiving our interest, he went on:—

“I have been in the merchant service since I was paid off four years
ago, when peace was signed. Mr. Campbell, the West India merchant,
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gave me command of his ship, Britannia, and during my voyages, when
I frequently had planters of consequence as passengers on board, I was
many times asked to tell what I knew of the breadfruit, which flourishes
in Tahiti and Owhyhee. Considering that the breadfruit might provide
a cheap and wholesome food for their negro slaves, several of the West
India merchants and planters petitioned the Crown, asking that a vessel
be fitted out suitably to convey the breadfruit from Tahiti to the West
Indian islands. Sir Joseph Banks thought well of the idea and gave it his
support. It is due largely to his interest that the Admiralty is now fitting
out a small vessel for the voyage, and at Sir Joseph’s suggestion I was
recalled to the Service and am to be given command., We should sail
before the end of the year.”

“Were I a man,” said my mother, whose eyes were bright with in-
terest, “I should beg you to take me along; you will need gardeners, no
doubt, and I could care for the young plants.”

Bligh smiled. “I would ask no better, ma’am,” he said gallantly,
“though I have been supplied with a botanist—David Nelson, who served
in a similar capacity on Captain Cook’s last voyage. My ship, the
Bounty, will be a floating garden fitted with every convenience for the
care of the plants, and I have no fear but that we shall be able to carry
out the purpose of the voyage. It is the task our good friend Sir Joseph
has enjoined on me that presents the greatest difficulty. He has solicited
me most earnestly to employ my time in Tahiti in acquiring a greater
knowledge of the Indians and their customs, and a more complete
vocabulary and grammar of their language, than it has hitherto been
possible to gather. He believes that a dictionary of the language, in
particular, might prove of the greatest service to mariners in the South
Sea. But I know as little of dictionaries as of Greek, and shall have no
one on board qualified for such a task.”

“How shall you lay your course, sir?” I asked. “About Cape Horn?”

“I shall make the attempt, though the season will be advanced beyond
the time of easterly winds. We shall return from Tahiti by way of the
East Indies and the Cape of Good Hope.”

My mother gave me a glance and we rose as she took leave of us.
While he cracked walnuts and sipped my father’s Madeira, Bligh ques-
tioned me, in the agreeable manner he knew so well how to assume, as to
my knowledge of languages. At last he seemed satisfied, finished the
wine in his glass, and shook his head at the man who would have filled
it. He was moderate in the use of wine, in an age when nearly all the
officers of His Majesty’s Navy drank to excess. Finally he spoke.

“Young man,” he said seriously, “how would you like to sail with
me?”
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I had been thinking, ever since his first mention of the voyage, that I
should like nothing better, but his words took me aback.

“Do you mean it, sir?” I stammered. “Would it be possible?”

“Tt rests with you and Mrs. Byam to decide. It would be a pleasure to
make a place for you among my young gentlemen.”

The warm summer evening was as beautiful as the day that had pre-
ceded it, and when we bad joined my mother in the garden, she and
Bligh spoke of the projected voyage. I knew that he was waiting for me
to mention his proposal, and presently, during a pause in the talk, I
summoned up my courage.

“Mother,” T said, “Lieutenant Bligh has been good enough to suggest
that I accompany him.”

If she felt surprise, she gave no sign of it, but turned calmly to our
guest. “You have paid Roger a compliment,” she remarked. “Could an
inexperienced lad be of use to you on board?”

“He'll make a seaman, ma’am, never fear! I've taken a fancy to the
cut of his jib, as the old tars say. And I could put his gift for languages
to good use.”

“How long shall you be gone?”

“Two years, perhaps.”

“He was to have gone up to Oxford, but I suppose that could wait.”
She turned to me half banteringly. “Well, sir, what do you say?”

“With your permission, there is nothing I would rather do.”

She smiled at me in the twilight and gave my hand a little pat. “Then
you have it,” she said. “I would be the last to stand in the way. A voyage
to the South Sea! If I were a lad and Mr. Bligh would have me, I’d run
away from home to join his ship!”

Bligh gave one of his short, harsh laughs and looked at my mother
admiringly. “You’d have made a rare sailor, ma’am,” he remarked—
“afraid of nothing, I'll wager.”

It was arranged that I should join the Bounty at Spithead, but the
storing, and victualing, and fitting-out took so long that the autumn was
far advanced before she was ready to sail. In October I took leave of my
mother and went up to London to order my uniforms, to call on old Mr.
Erskine, our solicitor, and to pay my respects to Sir Joseph Banks.

My clearest memory of those days is of an evening at Sir Joseph’s
house. He was a figure of romance to my eyes—a handsome, florid man
of forty-five, President of the Royal Society, companion of the immortal
Captain Cook, friend of Indian princesses, and explorer of Labrador,
Iceland, and the great South Sea. When we had dined, he led me to his
study, hung with strange weapons and ornaments from distant lands.



