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Foreword

The first weeks of 1790 saw a surge of utopian optimism following a period of radical upheaval in multiple scenes around the world. On January 4, less than a year into a revolution that toppled his absolute rule, France’s King Louis XVI addressed the newly formed National Constituent Assembly, which greeted the humbled monarch with acclaim and hope for a brighter future. On January 8 in the fledgling United States, George Washington gave the first State of the Union speech to a joint session of Congress, leading an idealistic nation out of the ashes of its war against the colonial oppressor. On January 15, on the other side of the planet and on a much smaller scale, the fugitive mutineers of the Bounty encountered the uninhabited island of Pitcairn, in the South Pacific, and similarly dreamed of a new beginning, of building an equal, just, and happy society free from the yoke of tyranny.

Along with seventeen Polynesian shipmates—six men and eleven women—Fletcher Christian’s rebels would unwittingly put to the test Enlightenment ideas that had inspired both the American and French revolutions, particularly Jean-Jacques Rousseau’s notion that man, in a state of nature, is fundamentally good. The island provided everything this new society would need: fair weather, abundant food and water, and more than enough space for all its new inhabitants.

Pitcairn’s Island, the conclusion of Charles Nordhoff and James Norman Hall’s trilogy of novels about the Bounty saga, is a story of paradise found and lost. “God meant this island to be a little garden of Eden, and we’d made a hell of it,” says the last surviving mutineer, Alex Smith, recounting the orgy of violence that followed four uneasy years of more or less peaceful cohabitation since the establishment of the Pitcairn colony. The cycle of murder began on September 20, 1793, initiated by the Polynesian men against the white settlers who betrayed them by effectively enslaving them and denying them property. (Coincidentally, this was just two weeks after the utopian enthusiasm of the French Revolution gave way to the Reign of Terror, which flooded the cobblestones of Paris with blood.)

In retrospect, the conditions on Pitcairn were not as ideal as they had seemed. For one thing, the mutineers were not a random cross section of Western society, but a self-selecting group of anarchists, not exactly the go-along-to-get-along types. If this was an Eden, it was full of Cains. On top of that, the social experiment was tainted by two elements that did not appear in the biblical accounts of mankind’s origin, namely alcohol and racial bigotry, which only fueled the violence. As in Genesis, the downfall is triggered—in Nordhoff and Hall’s telling—by the temptation of a woman.

The true original sin, however, was mutiny, that “cruel and lawless deed,” which haunted Fletcher Christian until his end. “We was punished for it as we deserved,” Smith says.

Pitcairn’s Island is the most allegorical of the three Bounty books. Like all great historical fiction, it says as much about the time it was written as about the period it describes. Both raised in the United States, Nordhoff and Hall were surely influenced by the forces tearing American society apart in the late 1920s and early 1930s, particularly Prohibition and racial segregation enforced by Jim Crow laws in the southern states. They may have been following these developments from a distance, in their adopted home of Tahiti, but observing the two-tiered society that the French colonists had imposed on the Polynesian island only gave the authors further insight into man’s inhumanity to man—a topic that remains as sadly relevant in 2025 as it was in 1934 or 1794.

But though it serves as an allegory, the horrifying story of the Pitcairn settlement’s early years also happens to be true. Other than the dialogue, Nordhoff and Hall invented very little. They drew heavily from the accounts of several ship captains who visited the island, beginning with Mayhew Folger of the Topaz in 1808.

“The authors… after a careful study of every existing account, have adopted a chronology and selected a sequence of events which seem to them to render more plausible the play of cause and effect,” they write in an authors’ note. That approach—a reconciling of conflicting accounts to forge a compelling narrative—defines the mission of literary nonfiction, a genre that emerged in the second half of the twentieth century, and for which Nordhoff and Hall set the stage. (Reading Pitcairn’s Island today, one only wishes the primary sources had included the perspectives of the Polynesian women and men who settled on Pitcairn with Fletcher’s crew. Though the authors render these characters’ interior lives with empathy and drew from their own close study of Tahitian culture, the absence of their voices from the record ensures that such accounts were fictional and incomplete.)

“Certain details which would add nothing to the narrative and are too revolting for the printed page,” Nordhoff and Hall add, “have been omitted.”

The authors knew well, as did P. T. Barnum and H. P. Lovecraft, that claiming the true story is too gruesome to tell is only going to excite the public’s morbid curiosity. What you don’t see, or what you perceive only hazily through a scrim, is always more terrifying than what you do. Yet the vivid goriness of the details they do include—down to the swing of an axe deep into a skull—leaves little to the imagination.

It’s easy enough to imagine how Nordhoff and Hall’s kinetic, blow-by-blow fight scenes might inspire a film director’s storyboard. Yet the three major motion pictures made about the Bounty were based on just the first two of their books, all of them ending just as Pitcairn’s Island begins, with the mutineers and their Polynesian shipmates arriving at the desolate cay. Clark Gable’s Fletcher Christian (1935) bows out with a fiery speech to his men about the happy society they would build. Marlon Brando’s Christian (1962) dies a heroic, historically inaccurate death in his Tahitian lover’s arms, after diving to retrieve the sextant from the burning Bounty, hoping to return to England to testify in Captain Bligh’s court martial. The final seconds of 1984’s Bounty, meanwhile, show Mel Gibson’s Christian and his fellow castaways staring at the blaze from Pitcairn’s rugged shore, his eyes filled with a mix of hope, fear, and remorse.

Though each film introduces more ambiguity about the fate of the mutineers after the credits roll, none dares tell the full grisly story.

History—as the tumult of the late eighteenth century proved—is a cycle of tragedy and rebirth, and Pitcairn hewed to this pattern in microcosm. Following the horrors that nearly wiped out the island’s male population, and with the coming of age of the new generation, the “hell” that Smith had described had become, in his words, a “heaven on earth.” And yet this state of bliss, as well, was only temporary. The sins of the island’s original inhabitants have been visited upon their descendants for two centuries. Visitors are rare and the population continues to decline. After two hundred years of isolation, modern Pitcairners are plagued by a culture of incest and child rape, as recent investigations and criminal trials have revealed. Jean-Paul Sartre famously wrote that “hell is other people,” but the Pitcairn experiment suggests that it may in fact be their absence.

By omitting the horrific events recounted in Pitcairn’s Island, Hollywood has done an injustice to Nordhoff and Hall, reducing their dark epic to a swashbuckling yarn. To excise from the trilogy the third book and its condemnation of human nature is like telling a joke without the punch line, or a fable without the moral. To the “happily ever after” suggested by Tinseltown’s fairy tales, the authors respond: Just wait.

—Julian Sancton, author of Madhouse at the End of the Earth, March 2025







AUTHORS’ NOTE

THE Bounty mutineers settled on Pitcairn Island in the year 1790. In 1808, their refuge was discovered and made known to the world by Captain Mayhew Folger, of the American sealing vessel Topaz.

Various and discrepant accounts have been preserved concerning the events of the eighteen years between these dates. The source of them all, direct or indirect, was Alexander Smith (or John Adams, as he later called himself), the only surviving mutineer at the time of Folger’s visit. He told the story first to Folger, then to Captains Staines and Pipon, in 1814, then to Captain Beechey, in 1825, and finally, in 1829, to J. A. Moerenhout, author of Voyages aux Îles 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 Rosalind Young, in her Story of Pitcairn Island, which gives certain gruesome 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, if for nothing else, and all contain discrepancies and improbabilities of human behaviour which can scarcely be in accordance with the facts. The authors, therefore, after a careful study of every existing account, have adopted a chronology and selected a sequence of events which seem to them to render more plausible the play of cause and effect. Certain details which would add nothing to the narrative and are too revolting for the printed page have been omitted.

The history of those early years on Pitcairn was tragic, perhaps inevitably 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 were left; 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 following narrative, blood flows overfreely, and horror 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 extraordinary 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 veritable picture of the Golden Age.







THE PITCAIRN COMMUNITY



	The “Bounty” Men
	Their Women



	Fletcher Christian
	Maimiti



	Edward Young
	Taurua



	Alexander Smith
	Balhadi



	John Mills
	Prudence



	William McCoy
	 Mary



	Matthew Quintal
	Sarah



	John Williams
	Fasto (later Hutia)



	Isaac Martin
	Susannah



	William Brown 
	Jenny



	The Indian Men
	Their Women



	Minarii
	Moetua



	Tetahiti
	Nanai



	Tararu
	Hutia



	Te Moa
	



	Nihau
	



	Hu
	




The vowels in the Polynesian language are pronounced approximately as in Italian; generally speaking, syllables are given an equal stress. The native names in this book should be pronounced roughly as follows:



	Hu
	Hoo



	Hutia
	Hoo-tee-ah



	Maimiti
	My-mee-tee



	Minarii
	Mee-nah-ree



	Moetua
	Mo-ay-too-ah



	Nanai
	Nah-nigh



	Nihau
	Nee-how



	Tararu 
	Tah-rah-roo



	Taurua
	Ta-oo-roo-ah



	Te Moa
	Tay-moa



	Tetahiti
	Tay-tah-hee-tee










CHAPTER I

ON a day late in December, in the year of 1789, while the earth turned steadily on its course, a moment came when the sunlight illuminated San Roque, easternmost cape of the three Americas. Moving swiftly westward, a thousand miles each hour, the light swept over the jungle of the Amazons, and glittered along the icy summits of the Andes. Presently the level rays brought day to the Peruvian coast and moved on, across a vast stretch of lonely sea.

In all that desert of wrinkled blue there was no sail, nor any land till the light touched the windy downs of Easter Island, where the statues of Rapa Nui’s old kings kept watch along the cliffs. An hour passed as the dawn sped westward another thousand miles, to a lone rock rising from the sea, tall, ridged, foam-fringed at its base, with innumerable sea fowl hovering along the cliffs. A boat’s crew might have pulled around this fragment of land in two hours or less, but the fronds of scattered coconut palms rose above rich vegetation in the valleys and on the upper slopes, and at one place a slender cascade fell into the sea. Peace, beauty, and utter loneliness were here, in a little world set in the midst of the widest of oceans—the peace of the deep sea, and of nature hidden from the world of men. The brown people who had once lived here were long since gone. Moss covered the rude paving of their temples, and the images of their gods, on the cliffs above, were roosting places for gannet and frigate bird.

The horizon to the east was cloudless, and, as the sun rose, flock after flock of birds swung away toward their fishing grounds offshore. The fledglings, in the dizzy nests where they had been hatched, settled themselves for the long hours of waiting, to doze, and twitch, and sprawl in the sun. The new day was like a million other mornings in the past, but away to the east and still below the horizon a vessel—the only ship in all that vast region—was approaching the land.

His Majesty’s armed transport Bounty had set sail from Spithead, two years before, bound for Tahiti in the South Sea. Her errand was an unusual one: to procure on that remote island a thousand or more young plants of the breadfruit tree, and to convey them to the British plantations in the West Indies, where it was hoped that they might provide a supply of cheap food for the slaves. When her mission on Tahiti had been accomplished and she was westward bound, among the islands of the Tongan Group, Fletcher Christian, second-in-command of the vessel, raised the men in revolt against Captain William Bligh, whose conduct he considered cruel and insupportable. The mutiny was suddenly planned and carried swiftly into execution, on the morning of April 28, 1789. Captain Bligh was set adrift in the ship’s launch, with eighteen loyal men, and the mutineers saw them no more. After a disastrous attempt to settle on the island of Tupuai, the Bounty returned to Tahiti, where some of the mutineers, as well as a number of innocent men who had been compelled to remain with the ship, were allowed to establish themselves on shore.

The Bounty was a little ship, of about two hundred tons burthen, stoutly rigged and built strongly of English oak. Her sails were patched and weather-beaten, her copper sheathing grown over with trailing weed, and the paint on her sides, once a smart black, was now a scaling, rusty brown. She was on the starboard tack, with the light southwesterly wind abaft the beam. Only nine mutineers were now on board, including Fletcher Christian and Midshipman Edward Young. With the six Polynesian men and twelve women whom they had persuaded to accompany them, they were searching for a permanent refuge: an island so little known, so remote, that even the long arm of the Admiralty would never reach them.

Goats were tethered to the swivel stocks; hogs grunted disconsolately in their pens; cocks crowed and hens clucked in the crates where several score of fowls were confined. The two cutters, chocked and lashed down by the bulwarks, were filled to the gunwales with yams, some of them of fifty pounds weight. A group of comely girls sat on the main hatch, gossiping in their musical tongue and bursting into soft laughter now and then.

Matthew Quintal, the man at the wheel, was tall and immensely strong, with sloping shoulders and long arms covered with tattooing and reddish hair. He was naked to the waist, and his tanned neck was so thick that a single unbroken line seemed to curve up from his shoulder to the top of his small head. His light blue eyes were set close together, and his great, square, unshaven chin jutted out below a slit of a mouth.

The light southwesterly air was dying; presently the ship lost way and began to roll gently in the calm, her sails hanging slack from the yards. Clouds were gathering on the horizon to the north. Quintal straightened his back and turned to glance at the distant wall of darkness, rising and widening as it advanced upon the ship.

Christian came up the ladderway. He was freshly shaven and wore a plain blue coat. The tropical sun had burned his face to a shade darker than those of the girls on the hatch. The poise of his strong figure and the moulding of his mouth and jaw were the outward signs of a character instant in decision, resolute, and quick to act. His black eyes, deep-set and brilliant, were fixed on the approaching squall.

“Smith!” he called.

A brawny young seaman, who had been standing by the mainmast, hastened aft, touching his turban of bark cloth.

“Clew up the courses, and make ready to catch what water you can.”

“Aye, aye, sir!”

Smith went forward, shouting: “All hands, here! Shorten sail!”

A group of white seamen appeared from the forecastle. The brown men turned quickly from the rail, and several of the girls stood up.

“To your stations!” Smith ordered. “Fore and main courses—let go sheets and tacks! Clew lines—up with the clews!”

The lower extremities of the two large sails rose to the quarters of the yards, the native men and half a dozen lusty girls shouting and laughing as they put their backs into the work. Smith turned to the seaman nearest him.

“McCoy! Take Martin and rig the awning to catch water. Look alive!”

Christian had been pacing the quarter-deck, with an eye on the blackening sky to the north. “To the braces, Smith!” he now ordered. “Put her on the larboard tack.”

“Braces it is, sir.”

Edward Young, the second-in-command, was standing in the ladderway—a man of twenty-four, with a clear, ruddy complexion and a sensitive face, marred by the loss of several front teeth. He had gone off watch only two hours before and his eyes were still heavy with sleep.

“It has a dirty look,” he remarked.

“Only a squall; I’m leaving the topsails on her. By God! It will ease my mind to fill our casks! I can’t believe that Carteret was mistaken in his latitude, but it is well known that his timekeeper was unreliable. We’re a hundred miles east of his longitude now.”

Young smiled faintly. “I’m beginning to doubt the existence of his Pitcairn’s Island,” he remarked. “When was it discovered?”

“In 1767, when he was in command of the Swallow, under Commodore Byron. He sighted the island at a distance of fifteen leagues, and described it as having the appearance of a great rock, no more than five miles in circumference. It is densely wooded, he says in his account of the voyage, and a stream of fresh water was observed, coursing down the cliffs.”

“Did he land?”

“No. There was a great surf running. They got soundings on the west side, in twenty-five fathoms, something less than a mile from the shore.… The island must be somewhere hereabout. I mean to search until we find it.” He was silent for a moment before he added: “Are the people complaining?”

“Some of them are growing more than restless.”

Christian’s face darkened. “Let them murmur,” he said. “They shall do as I say, nevertheless.”

The squall was now close, concealing the horizon from west to north. The air began to move uneasily; next moment the Bounty lurched and staggered as the first puff struck her. The topsails filled with sounds like the reports of cannon: the sun was blotted out and the wind screamed through the rigging in gusts that were half air, half stinging, horizontal rain.

“Hard a-starboard!” Christian ordered the helmsman quietly. “Ease her!”

Quintal’s great hairy hands turned the spokes rapidly. In the sudden darkness and above the tumult of the wind, the voices of the native women rose faint and thin, like the cries of sea fowl. The ship was righting herself as she began to forge ahead and the force of the wind diminished. In ten minutes the worst was over, and presently the Bounty lay becalmed once more, this time in a deluge of vertical rain. It fell in blinding, suffocating streams, and the sound of it, plashing and murmuring on the sea, was enough to drown a man’s voice. Fresh water spouted from the awnings, and as fast as one cask was filled another was trundled into its place. Men and women alike, stripped to their kilts of tapa, were scrubbing one another’s backs with bits of porous, volcanic stone.

Within an hour the clouds had dispersed, and the sun, now well above the horizon, was drying the Bounty’s decks. A line of rippling dark blue appeared to the southwest. The yards were braced on the other tack, and the ship was soon moving on her course once more.

Young had gone below. Christian was standing at the weather rail, gazing out over the empty sea with an expression sombre and stern beyond his years. In the presence of others, his features were composed, but oftentimes when alone he sank into involuntary reflections on what was past and what might lie ahead.

A tall young girl came up the ladderway, walked lightly to his side, and laid a hand on his shoulder. Maimiti was not past eighteen at this time. Of high lineage on Tahiti, she had left lands, retainers, and relatives to share the dubious fortunes of her English lover. The delicacy of her hands and small bare feet, the lightness of her complexion, and the contours of her high-bred face set her apart from the other women on the ship. As she touched his shoulder, Christian’s face softened.

“Shall we find the land to-day?” she asked.

“I hope so; it cannot be far off.”

Leaning on the bulwarks at Christian’s side, Maimiti made no reply. Her mood at the moment was one of eager anticipation. The blood of seafaring ancestors was in her veins, and this voyage of discovery, into distant seas of which her people preserved only legendary accounts, was an adventure to her taste.

Forward, in the shadow of the windlass, where they could converse unobserved, two white men sat in earnest talk. McCoy was a Scot who bore an Irish name—a thin, bony man with thick reddish hair and a long neck on which the Adam’s apple stood out prominently. His companion was Isaac Martin, an American. Finding himself in London when the Bounty was fitting out, Martin had managed to speak with her sailing master in a public house, and had deserted his own ship for the prospect of a cruise in the South Sea. He was a dark brutish man of thirty or thereabouts, with a weak face and black brows that met over his nose.

“We’ve give him time enough, Will,” he said sourly. “There’s no such bloody island, if ye ask me! And if there is, it’s nowheres hereabout.”

“Aye, we’re on a wild-goose chase, and no mistake.”

“Well, then, it’s time we let him know we’re sick o’ drifting about the like o’ this! Mills says so, and Matt Quintal’s with us. Brown’ll do as we tell him. Ye’ll never talk Alex over; Christian’s God Almighty to him! I reckon Jack Williams has had enough, like the rest. That’ll make six of us to the three o’ them. What’s the name o’ that island we raised, out to the west?”

“Rarotonga, the Indians said.”

“Aye. That’s the place! And many a fine lass ashore, I’ll warrant. If we do find this Pitcairn’s Island, it’ll be nothing but a bloody rock, with no women but them we’ve fetched with us. Twelve for fifteen men!”

McCoy nodded. “We’ve no lasses enough. There’ll be trouble afore we’re through if we hae no more.”

“In Rarotonga we could have the pick o’ the place. It’s time we made him take us there, whether he likes it or not!”

“Make him! God’s truth! Ye’re a brave-spoken fellow, Isaac, when there’s none to hear ye!”

Martin broke off abruptly as he perceived that Smith had come up behind him unaware. He was a powerfully made man in his early twenties, under the middle stature, and with a face slightly pitted with smallpox. His countenance was, nevertheless, a pleasing one, open and frank, with an aquiline nose, a firm mouth, and blue eyes set widely apart, expressing at the same time good humour and self-confident strength. He stood with brawny tattooed arms folded across his chest, gazing at his two shipmates with an ironic smile. Martin gave him a wry look.

“Aye, Alex,” he grumbled, “it’s yourself and Jack Williams has kept us drifting about the empty sea this fortnight past. If ye’d backed us up, we’d ha’ forced Christian to take us out; o’ this long since.”

Smith turned to McCoy. “Hearken to him, Will! Isaac’s the man to tell Mr. Christian his business. He knows where we’d best go! What d’ ye say, shall we make him captain?”

“There’s this must be said, Alex,” remarked McCoy apologetically, “we’re three months from Tahiti, and it’s nigh three weeks we’ve spent looking for this Pitcairn’s Island! How does he know there’s such a place?”

“Damn your eyes! D’ ye think Mr. Christian’d be such a fool as to search for a place that wasn’t there? I’ll warrant he’ll find it before the week’s out.”

“And if he don’t, what then?” Martin asked.

“Ask him yourself, Isaac. I reckon he’ll tell ’ee fast enough.”

The conversation was interrupted by a hail from aloft, where the lookout stood on the fore-topmast crosstrees.

“Aye, man, what d’ ye see?” roared Smith.

“Birds. A cloud of ’em, dead ahead.”

Pacing the after deck with Maimiti, Christian halted at the words.

“Run down and fetch my spyglass,” he said to the girl.

A moment later he was climbing the ratlines, telescope in hand. One of the native men had preceded him aloft. His trained eyes made out the distant birds at a glance and then swept the horizon north and south. “Terns,” he said, as Christian lowered his glass. “There are albacore yonder. The land will be close.”

Christian nodded. “The ship sails slowly,” he remarked. “Launch a canoe and try to catch some fish. You and two others.”

The native climbed down swiftly to the deck, calling to his companions: “Fetch our rods, and the sinnet for the outrigger!”

The people off watch gathered while the Polynesian men fetched from the forecastle their stout rods of bamboo, equipped with handmade lines and curious lures of mother-of-pearl. The cross-booms were already fast to the outrigger float; they laid them on the gunwales of the long, sharp dugout canoe, and made them fast with a few quick turns of cord. They lowered her over the side, and a moment later she glided swiftly ahead of the ship.

The Bounty held her course, moving languidly over the calm sea. The canoe drew ahead fast, but at the end of an hour the ship was again abreast. One man was angling while the two paddlers drove the light vessel back and forth in the midst of a vast shoal of albacore. A cloud of sea birds hovered overhead, the gannets diving with folded wings, while the black noddy-terns fluttered down in companies each time the fish drove the small fry to the surface. Schools of tiny mullet and squid skipped this way and that in frenzied fear, snapped at by the fierce albacore below and the eager beaks of the birds. The angler stood in the stern of the canoe, trailing his lure of pearl shell far aft in the wake. Time after time the watchers on the ship saw the stiff rod bend suddenly as he braced himself to heave a struggling albacore of thirty or forty pounds into the canoe.

While the people of the Bounty gazed eagerly on this spectacle, one of the native men began to kindle a fire for cooking the fish. It was plain that there would be enough and to spare for all hands. Presently the canoe came alongside and two or three dozen large albacore were tossed on deck. Alexander Smith had relieved the man at the masthead, and now, while all hands were making ready for a meal, he hailed the deck exultantly: “Land ho-o-o!”

Men and women sprang into the rigging to stare ahead. Christian again went aloft, to settle himself beside Smith and focus his telescope on the horizon before the ship. The southerly swell caused an undulation along the line where sea met sky, but at one point, directly ahead, the moving line was interrupted. A triangle, dark and so infinitely small that none but the keenest of eyes could have made it out, rose above the sea. With an arm about the mast and his glass well braced, Christian gazed ahead for some time.

“By God, Smith!” he remarked. “You’ve a pair of eyes!”

The young seaman smiled. “Will it be Pitcairn’s Island, sir?” he asked.

“I believe so,” replied Christian absently.

The land was still far distant. The wind freshened toward midday, and after their dinner of fish all hands gazed ahead at the rugged island mounting steadily above the horizon. The natives, incapable of concern over the future, regarded the spectacle with pleased interest, but among the white men there was more than one sullen and gloomy face.

While the island changed form as it rose higher and higher before the ship, Christian sat in his cabin on the lower deck. With him were two of the Polynesian men, leaders of the others, whom he had asked to meet him there.

Minarii, a native of Tahiti, was a man of huge frame, with a bold, stern countenance and the assured, easy bearing of a man of rank. His voice was deep and powerful, his body covered with tattooing in curious and intricate designs, and his thick, iron-grey hair confined by a turban of white bark cloth. His companion, Tetahiti, was a young chief from Tupuai, who had left his island because of the friendship he felt for Christian, and because he knew that this same friendship would have cost him his life had he remained behind when the ship set sail. The people of Tupuai were bitterly hostile to the whites; good fortune alone had enabled the mutineers to leave the island without loss of life. Tetahiti was a powerfully made man, though of slighter build than Minarii; his features were more gently moulded, and his expression less severe. Both had been told that the Bounty was seeking an island where a settlement might be formed; now Christian was explaining to them the true state of affairs. They waited for him to speak.

“Minarii, Tetahiti,” he said at last, “there is something I want you two and the other Maoris to know. We have been shipmates; if the land ahead of us proves hospitable, we shall soon be close neighbours ashore. For reasons of policy, I have not felt free to tell you the whole truth till now. Too much talk is not good on shipboard. You understand?”

They nodded, waiting for him to proceed.

“Bligh, who told the people of Tahiti that he was Captain Cook’s son, lied to them. He was not a chief in his own land, nor had he the fairness and dignity of a chief. Raised to a position of authority, he became haughty, tyrannical, and cruel. You must have heard tales in Tahiti of how he punished his men by whipping them till the blood ran down their backs. His conduct to all grew unbearable. As captain, he drew his authority direct from King George, and used it to starve his crew in the midst of plenty, and to abuse his officers while the men under them stood close by.”

Minarii smiled grimly. “I understand,” he said. “You killed him and took the ship.”

“No. I resolved to seize the ship, put him in irons, and let our King judge between us. But the men had suffered too much at Bligh’s hands. For sixteen moons they had been treated as no Maori would treat his dog, and their blood was hot. To save Bligh’s life, I put the large boat overboard and sent him into her, with certain men who wished to go with him. We gave them food and water, and I hope for the sake of the others that they may reach England. As for us, our action has made us outlaws to be hunted down, and when our King learns of it he will send a ship to search this sea. You and the others knew that we were looking for an island, remote and little known, on which to settle; now you know the reason. We have found the island. Minarii, shall you be content to remain there? If the place is suitable, we go no further.”

The chief nodded slightly. “I shall be content,” he said.

“And you, Tetahiti?”

“I can never return to my own land,” the other replied. “Where you lead, I shall follow.”

Four bells had sounded when Christian came on deck, and the Bounty was drawing near the land. At a distance of about a league, it bore from east-by-north to east-by-south, and presented the appearance of a tall ridge, with a small peak at either end. The southern peak rose to a height of not less than a thousand feet and sloped more gently to the sea; its northern neighbour was flanked by dizzy precipices, against which the waves broke and spouted high. Two watercourses, smothered in rich vegetation, made their way down to the sea, and midway between the peaks a slender thread of white marked where a cascade plunged over a cliff. The coast was studded with forbidding rocks, those to the north and south rising high above the spray of breaking seas. Clouds of sea fowl passed this way and that above the ship, regarding the intruders on their solitude with incurious eyes. Everywhere, save on the precipices where the birds reared their young, the island was of the richest green, for vegetation flourished luxuriantly on its volcanic soil, watered by abundant rains. No feature of the place escaped the native passengers, and exclamations of surprise and pleasure came from where they were grouped at the rail.

The leadsman began to call off the depths as the water shoaled. They had thirty fathoms when the northern extremity of the island was still half a mile distant, and Christian ordered the sails trimmed so that the ship might steer southeast along the coast. The wind was cut off as she drew abreast of the northern peak; the Bounty moved slowly on, propelled by the cat’s-paws that came down off the land. The shore, about four cables distant, rose steeply to a height of two hundred feet or more, and there was scarcely a man on board who did not exclaim at the prospect now revealed. Between the westerly mountains and others perceived to the east lay a broad, gently sloping hollow, broken by small valleys and framed on three sides by ridges and peaks. Here were many hundreds of acres of rich wooded land, sheltered on all sides but the northern one.

The sea was calm. Before an hour had passed, the sails were clewed up and the Bounty dropped anchor in twenty fathoms, off a cove where it seemed that a boat might land and the steep green bluffs be scaled.

Standing on the quarter-deck, Christian turned to Young. “I fancy we shall find no better landing place, though we have not seen the southern coast. I shall take three of the Indians and explore it now. Stand offshore if the wind shifts; we can fend for ourselves.”

The smaller canoe was soon over the side, with Tetahiti and two other men as paddlers. Christian seated himself in the bow, and the natives sent the little vessel gliding swiftly away from the ship. Passing between an isolated rock and the cape at the eastern extremity of the cove, the canoe skirted the foot of a small wooded valley, where huge old trees rose above an undergrowth of ferns and flowering shrubs. The pandanus, or screw pine, grew everywhere above the water’s edge, its thorny leaves drenched in salt spray and its blossoms imparting a delicious fragrance to the air. Presently they rounded the easternmost cape of the island, which fell precipitously into the sea, here studded with great rocks about which the surges broke.

As the canoe turned westward, a shallow, half-moon bay revealed itself to Christian’s eyes. The southerly swell broke with great violence here, on a narrow beach of sand at the foot of perpendicular cliffs, unscalable without the aid of ropes let down from above. A cloud of sea fowl hovered along the face of the cliffs, so high overhead that their cries were inaudible in the lulls of the breakers.

“An ill place!” said Tetahiti, as the canoe rose high on a swell and the beach was seen, half-veiled by smoking seas. “No man could climb out, though a lizard might.”

“Keep on,” ordered Christian. “Let us see what is beyond.”

The southern coast of the island was iron-bound everywhere, set with jagged rocks offshore and rising in precipices scarcely less stupendous than those flanking the halfmoon bay. On the western side there was a small indentation where a boat might have effected a landing in calm weather, but when they had completed the circuit of the island Christian knew that the cove off which the ship lay at anchor offered the only feasible landing place.

The sun was setting as he came on board the Bounty; he ordered the anchor up and the sails loosed to stand off to windward for the night.
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