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			“We chase hurricanes.”

			—BOUNTY CAPTAIN ROBIN WALBRIDGE, AUGUST 2012

			“According to Captain Robin Walbridge, Bounty has no boundaries. As her captain, he is well-known for his ability and desire to take Bounty to places that no ship has gone before.”

			—THE FIRST LINES OF WALBRIDGE’S BIOGRAPHY ON THE BOUNTY’S WEB SITE
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			INTRODUCTION

			IN OCTOBER 2012 a famed tall sailing ship and its crew were on a collision course with Superstorm Sandy, the largest hurricane ever recorded in the Atlantic Ocean, the storm that would go on to wreak devastation on the East Coast. In a remote Coast Guard station, brave men and women were about to be called to action. This is their story.

			The accounts of individual crew members on the Bounty and of the Coast Guard rescuers are woven together from personal interviews with the author and their testimony at the U.S. Coast Guard hearings. All dialogue and internal thoughts portrayed in the story are based on what those people reported saying, hearing, or thinking at the time.

			The precise sequence of some events in the last few days of the Bounty’s trip are difficult to know with certainty. All of the ship’s written logs were lost in the sinking, and the memories of Bounty crew members differ on some details regarding the time line—especially on Saturday and Sunday, when the crisis escalated quickly. During their sworn testimony before the Coast Guard panel investigating the incident, many of the Bounty crew struggled to remember even what day certain events occurred; some were off by several days when relating known events. The author used his best judgment when testimony and other information conflicted.

			A note regarding the name of the ship: The original ship was the HMS Bounty, because it was a British navy vessel and the HMS designates His (or Her) Majesty’s Ship. The ship that sank October 29, 2012, was an American-flagged civilian vessel and thus named Bounty, not HMS Bounty. But because it was a replica of the original ship and carried forth the history of that British vessel, it was commonly known as HMS Bounty.

			

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			SURVIVORS

			THIRD MATE DANIEL Cleveland was grateful to find a wooden grating from the Bounty’s deck, because he could hold on to that and use it to help him get away from the ship that he loved but that was now trying to kill him. The tall sailing ship, a romantic throwback to a bygone time and featured in big-screen pirate movies, was awash in the stormy sea off of North Carolina, a victim of hubris and Hurricane Sandy.

			The ship was rhythmically rolling on its side at 4:30 a.m. on October 29, 2012, slamming its 115-foot mainmast and other rigging into the churning waters, where crew members were floating in their red survival suits, all of them desperately flailing and trying to swim away from the wreckage. With astonishing force the ship would right itself and then come slamming back down into the ocean, the masts and spars and all the miles of rigging slapping into the sea with the power of falling telephone poles. The rigging seemed to chase crew members as they tried to get away, the ropes and ropes and more ropes grabbing them and dragging them underwater. Everything seemed to be trying to kill Cleveland in different ways. As he tried to avoid the masts coming down on either side of him, lines were wrapping around him and pulling him beneath the surface. The wind and seas were forcing salt water down his throat with every breath. It seemed like it would never stop.

			Cleveland managed to heave himself onto the floating grate so that his chest was resting on it; then he kicked his feet, directing the wooden grate away from the Bounty as he called out for his girlfriend, bosun Laura Groves. He had last seen her on the deck of the Bounty as they helped the other crew members prepare to abandon ship in an orderly fashion, and then . . . well, Cleveland wasn’t sure yet what had happened. Suddenly they were all in the water and struggling for their lives.

			“Laura! Laura! Where are you, Laura?” Cleveland shouted, his bearded face the only thing showing out of the neoprene survival outfit they called a Gumby suit. The hundred-mile-per-hour hurricane winds and the churning ocean made it hard to hear anything. “Laura! I’m over here! Laura!”

			It was dark with just the moonlight, and the salt spray burned his eyes so much he had to resist the instinct to clamp them shut, willfully keeping them open to look for Laura. He could see other red Gumby suits in the water, but he couldn’t tell which ones had people in them and which ones were empty. Was Laura in one of them? Was she okay? Had she been injured when the Bounty rolled? God, where is she? Cleveland thought as he floated along in the middle of a hurricane. I have to find Laura.

			The wind-driven rain cut into his face like a thousand needles. The air was thick with sea spray, making every breath a combination of air and salt water. The waves were thrashing Cleveland, and it was all he could do to hang on to the wooden grating, but he kept yelling for the woman he loved. “Laura! Where are you?” It was like a dark dream, a nightmare, and all he could do was shout her name.

			Finally—and at first he thought he was imagining it over the sounds of the wind and sea—he heard her calling back to him.

			“Dan! I’m here!”

			He couldn’t believe it, but then he could see Laura nearby, bobbing up and down with the waves, nothing but her beautiful face showing in the red suit. It was a miracle that they would find each other in the ocean after being tossed off the Bounty. But they did. Cleveland kicked as hard as he could and steered his float closer to Laura, and soon she was able to grab on. It was joyful. They embraced clumsily in their Gumby suits.

			As soon as they were together, Cleveland’s mind reset and he was again a mariner with a job to do, getting right back to the task at hand. Both of them clinging to the wooden grate, they saw other red suits that seemed to be occupied. After a short while and some maneuvering of their improvised raft, they hooked up with engineer Chris Barksdale and deckhands Drew Salapatek and Jessica Hewitt. Like Cleveland and Groves, Salapatek and Hewitt were in a relationship, and they were grateful to finally find each other in the tempest. They had last seen each other on the sharply listing deck of the Bounty, huddled close and holding each other tightly, waiting for the order to abandon ship.

			Soon able seaman Adam Prokosh, seriously injured even before the Bounty capsized, hooked onto the chain, glad to know that there were other survivors out there with him.

			“We need to find to find a life raft,” Cleveland shouted over the wind, swallowing a mouthful of salty water. “A life raft! We have to find one!”

			Hewitt found Cleveland’s voice to be calming after her own struggle to get away from the Bounty. The image of the Bounty’s masts and rigging coming down on chief mate John Svendsen was still vivid, and she wondered whether he’d survived. But Cleveland’s firm, authoritative voice, without a hint of fear, and having her boyfriend nearby were bringing her peace again.

			They floated in the rising and pounding seas for what seemed a long time, and then a white life raft canister, a bit larger than a beer keg but even more welcome, floated by. Nearly blind after losing his glasses, his eyes stinging from salt water, Barksdale nevertheless was able to grab a trailing lanyard and hold on to it, but Cleveland and Groves suggested they not inflate it right away. “It’s charged, and we don’t want it blowing up right on top of us!” Cleveland yelled. “Let it drift some and then open it!”

			Barksdale held on to the line, known to sailors as a painter, and let it unspool from the canister until the barrel was far enough away and he felt some resistance, which meant the hundred-foot painter was all out. Then he, Cleveland, and Groves pulled with all their might, working hard in the Gumby suits and rolling seas to do what takes only a sharp tug in better conditions. The white canister exploded and the orange life raft inside instantly began to unfold, the compressed gas filling it and creating a round refuge complete with a raised canopy in about thirty seconds.

			The raft became their singular focus, the bright red-orange canopy standing out in the dark night. Letting go of the wooden grate, they formed a chain by hooking one person’s feet under the armpits of the next person—a technique taught in water survival school. The Bounty survivors swam and thrashed their way closer to the raft, but it was taking forever. Sometimes they couldn’t tell whether they were moving toward the raft or away from it. They tried to grasp the painter line but found that their big, thick Gumby fingers were almost useless on the thin rope. It was like trying pick up a piece of thread with puffy-fingered gloves.

			When they reached the raft, it was maddeningly elusive even when it was right in front of their faces. The slick, wet rubber walls of the raft gave no handhold, and the lines draping off the perimeter—intended for people to grab onto—were as hard to grasp as the painter. The crew kept pawing at the lines as they were tossed violently in the rolling sea, trying to get a handhold to no avail, until Cleveland was desperate enough—and pissed off enough—to lunge at the raft and snatch one of the lines in his teeth. Pulling the line up and away from the raft, he got his fat neoprene fingers under the loop and held on to the raft.

			“Bite it!” Cleveland shouted above the noise of the water and wind. “Use your teeth! Bite the line so you can grab it!”

			Soon everyone was doing the same thing, lunging forward to grab lines in their mouths and then getting their hands on them.

			Once they had hold of the raft, they thought the worst of their ordeal was over. All they had to do was climb in and they would have a safe refuge until the Coast Guard came. Cleveland and Groves stayed together as several of them moved toward the opening in the canopy that covered the entire raft like a tent, where a short rope ladder hung down into the water. Cleveland grabbed the top of the ladder and started moving her feet closer, kicking underwater to find the bottom rungs, but she made contact with nothing. After feeling around with one hand underwater, she realized that the ladder was ridiculously short, requiring her to pull one knee practically up under her chin to get her foot on the bottom rung and give her leverage to hoist herself out of the water. With the bloated feet of her survival suit, each one holding a couple gallons of seawater, pulling one foot up that high was nearly impossible. But Groves kept trying. She managed to get a foot in the ladder, but then she didn’t have the strength to hoist herself up, even with Cleveland and the others trying to push her.

			“Go! Come on, Laura! You can do it!” her boyfriend shouted. It was exhausting, and all of them were already bone-tired when they hit the water. And it was so frustrating. She felt like crying. She just wanted to get out of the water and into the damn life raft. Why couldn’t she get up in the raft? She was a strong woman. She should be able to do this. If she couldn’t manage this, some of the others surely wouldn’t be able.

			She had to stop and rest, holding on to the raft as the waves surged and the winds of Hurricane Sandy blew. She lay there, holding her breath every time she could see a wave about to crash on her. They were all just holding on. The raft bounced around, slapping them in the heads and threatening to wrench itself away from them with sudden gusts of wind and surges of the sea, but the Bounty crew was determined to hold on. They bobbed in the ocean, trying to gain strength, and then someone else would try to get in the raft.

			Groves knew from her safety training that the raft should have an inflated boarding ramp on the other side, opposite the ladder. It should be easier to use, but Groves looked at how far she would have to go around the raft and how many of the small handhold ropes she would have to grab onto as she made her way. There were at least twenty. She would have to bite each one, shove her gloved hand under it, move on to the next, bite it, and so on. She was so tired that she didn’t think she could do it.

			They rested and held on. Then there was another group effort, another frustrating attempt to do something that should be so simple, and another failure. They were all so demoralized, so dejected. Why can’t we do this? Their only option was to hold on longer.

			A man this time. Maybe he’d be strong enough to pull himself in—more upper-body strength. There were more struggles from the exhausted crew. Another failure.

			Resting again in the water. Bobbing on the surface. Salt water in their eyes, forced up their noses and down their throats by the never-ending waves. Clinging to the raft. Their arms becoming numb. Trying not to doze off. I can’t fall asleep. Can’t let go.

			Cleveland had to try. They couldn’t stay out there, and his innate leadership sense came to the fore. He had to get these people in the raft. He made his way to the ladder, holding on to the raft and the other Gumby suits to get there, and summoned all his strength to put his foot in the ladder rung and pull himself up. Fuck! he thought. It’s like I weigh five hundred pounds.

			Salapatek was trying to push him up, gaining no leverage in the water and not able to help much. The thirty-foot waves ripped Cleveland off the ladder just as he thought he might be moving up, making him grasp madly for the raft and the other survivors lest he be ripped away and on his own. After a long series of trial and error, Cleveland got his foot in the lowest rung of the ladder—a feat in itself—and hung on firmly. Then Salapatek put a knee on Cleveland’s raised thigh and used that as a fulcrum to push against as he also grabbed the raft and pulled himself up. With other crew members pushing up against Salapatek as much as they could manage, he was lifted out of the water and flopped over the rim of the raft. Finally someone was inside. Cleveland knew that would make all the difference.

			It had taken forty-five minutes to get the first person in the raft.

			The effort had sapped the strength from Salapatek, Cleveland, and everyone else. They had to rest a few minutes before trying to get anyone else inside. Salapatek lay against the taut rubber of the raft, breathing heavily and coughing from the seawater he’d ingested, and the others bobbed in the water outside. Then Salapatek helped Cleveland get in, pulling him up as Cleveland pushed down on one leg against the ladder. The third mate flopped into the raft with a “Hell, yeah!” and clasped hands with Salapatek.

			The two men helped Groves into the raft, pretty much just grabbing her arms and heaving her into it like a fish; then they did the same with everyone else until only Prokosh was left in the water. Prokosh was in a lot of pain from his cracked vertebrae, broken ribs, and other injuries, and he didn’t relish the idea of being hauled in like that.

			“Just let me stay here,” he said. “I’ll be okay. Just leave me here.”

			The others wouldn’t leave him in the water. They soon managed to pull him inside, with Prokosh groaning and doing his best not to scream. He had thought the pain was bad while he was in the water, trying to get away from the Bounty and into the life raft, but once he was in and lying back, trying to catch his breath and calm down, he realized that the adrenaline must have been masking a lot of pain, because it was wearing off, and the pain was coming at him now like nothing he had ever experienced.

			The Bounty crew members were exhausted and relieved, but they had no idea what had happened to the other people, their friends on the ship. There were only five of them in the raft. That left nine more crew members out there.

			Cleveland and Groves looked out the entrance of the raft and saw their ship silhouetted against the light of the moon, looking both majestic and sad as it rocked back and forth in the heavy surf and wind, its masts and rigging rolling over into the water in rhythm with the waves. They realized that they were witnessing something rarely seen anymore, something that few people live to tell about. They were watching a tall sailing ship sink at sea. They were watching the last moments of the Bounty.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			TALL SHIPS

			TALL SAILING SHIPS with soaring masts and billowing canvas filled the seas and harbors of the world until the mid-nineteenth century, when steam power overtook wind as the most efficient and fastest way to move goods and people across the oceans. Even then, ship captains and owners saw that there was no substitute for the seafaring skills learned by fearless young men and women who climbed more than a hundred feet up the rigging of a wooden mast, with its acres of canvas buffeted by the wind; their woodworking and mechanical knowledge; or their navigational skills honed by the challenge of keeping the wind at their backs and the sails full.

			All these years later, when most sailing ships have become training vessels intended to keep old-world marine skills alive or used as movie props or tourist attractions, they still command attention and adoration from many. The sight of a tall sailing ship—a schooner, brigantine, brig, barque, or full-rigged ship—sailing into harbor instantly conjures romantic notions of a time when ships were more than a curiosity, a time when they represented the height of commercial transportation and man’s willingness to challenge the seas in wooden-hulled boats, bringing only the captain’s and crew’s skills to bear against the might of the ocean.

			Tall ships never disappeared entirely, but they were scarce for many years and largely out of the public eye until the 1976 American bicentennial celebration, which pulled together an international fleet of tall-masted sailing ships that paraded first in New York City on the Fourth of July and then in Boston about a week later. The beautiful, majestic ships docked and allowed the general public to board in both cities, and the sight of them gathered together created unforgettable imagery for the celebration. The experience reignited a love in Americans for tall ships and a greater public interest in sailing on these throwbacks to centuries past.

			There are now more than 250 vessels registered worldwide as members of Tall Ships America, the professional body that organizes races and other events as well as promoting safety standards and providing oversight for the many ships whose role is primarily sea training. Those ships, the great majority of the tall ships around the world, take on groups of young people eager to learn the traditional ways of sailing. They spend months climbing the rigging to set sails, learning how to navigate by the stars. Even a few months on a sailing ship in the middle of the ocean can be a life-changing experience.

			The U.S. Navy maintains a tall ship, the USS Constitution, a 204-foot-long, wooden-hulled, three-masted heavy frigate launched in 1797. Nicknamed “Old Ironsides” after defeating five British warships in the War of 1812, the Constitution is still a fully commissioned Navy ship and is used for sail training, education, and ceremonial duties. The U.S. Coast Guard also has its own tall sailing ship, the USCGC Eagle, a 295-foot barque launched in 1936 and used as a training cutter for future Coast Guard officers. Cadets from the United States Coast Guard Academy and candidates from the Officer Candidate School train on the Eagle each summer for periods ranging from a week to two months, learning the fundamentals of sailing and seamanship. Unlike the Bounty, the Eagle has a steel hull.

			The Bounty was one of the best-known vessels in the tall ship community and always garnered attention when arriving in port, but the ship and its crew were not typical. Unlike most other tall ships, the Bounty did not operate as a sailing school for young people or take on paying passengers of any type. It was not allowed to, because the ship did not meet Coast Guard requirements for safety and seaworthiness. Instead, the Bounty was certified as a “moored attraction vessel,” which meant it could receive visitors only when moored to a dock. At sea, only crew was allowed on board.

			The Bounty was a 180-foot-long wooden-hulled ship, traditionally rigged with yardarms on all three masts. The mainmast was 115 feet high, and the ship used eighteen sails with ten thousand square feet of canvas. There were five miles of rigging on the ship. Weighing 412 tons, the Bounty displaced 558 tons of seawater. The top deck, also known as the weather deck, was configured similarly to most sailing ships, with the wheel toward the stern and a small enclosed compartment known as the navigation shack, or “nav shack,” just forward of that to house the navigation and communication equipment. Two majestic lanterns perched on the corners of the stern. The deck immediately below had the berthing quarters and some workspaces; it was known as the “tween deck” because it was between the others. Below that, in the belly of the ship, were the engine room and bilge, the true bottom of the ship, where any incoming water accumulated. True to its origin, the ship carried four cannons capable of shooting four-pound balls, plus swivel guns. The Bounty was beautiful, an homage to a time past, and as authentically eighteenth-century as a ship could be in the twenty-first.

			Built from scratch in 1960 at the Smith and Rhuland shipyard in Lunenburg, Nova Scotia, for the 1962 movie Mutiny on the Bounty, starring a young, rakish Marlon Brando as Lt. Fletcher Christian, the Bounty was a detailed reproduction of the original HMS Bounty, the British Royal Navy ship on which the real Christian led a legendary mutiny on April 28, 1789. The original HMS Bounty was a 250-ton armed cargo ship that left England in 1787 with a crew of forty-six under the command of Lt. William Bligh, headed for Tahiti and the West Indies.

			The subsequent mutiny on the ship has prompted more than twenty-five hundred books, five feature films, and many television documentaries. The story of the mutiny has as many versions as vehicles for telling it, with some portraying Christian as the villain and some arguing that he did the right thing in seizing the ship from a misguided or incompetent Bligh. The original Bounty started out as a collier, or coal cargo ship, built in 1784 and named Bethia after the designer’s wife. Later bought by the Royal Navy and renamed Bounty, the ship came under the command of the thirty-two-year-old Bligh, who had made a name for himself as sailing master of the HMS Resolution during the final voyage of famed explorer James Cook. The Royal Navy had purchased the Bounty in order to conduct an agricultural experiment. The ship was to sail to Tahiti—known as Otaheite at the time—and procure breadfruit plants, then deliver them to the West Indies in hopes that they could become a cheap food source for slaves. As part of the mission, the captain’s cabin was converted to a nursery for the plants, and Bligh was relegated to a small cabin next to the rest of the crew.

			The original Bounty sailed for Tahiti on December 23, 1787, and after struggling with bad weather reached Tahiti on October 26, 1788. The crew proceeded with their mission and collected more than a thousand breadfruit plants, but then found that they would have to wait five months for them to mature enough that they could survive the ship transport. To that end, Bligh allowed the crew to move ashore and tend the plants. Over the next months, the tropical life of Tahiti agreed mightily with the English crew, and many of them formed relationships with the local women. The island life made the crew of the Bounty less willing to take instruction from Bligh, and resistant to any discipline he tried to instill, while the captain grew increasingly outraged at what he saw as laziness and disrespect. Christian, in particular, felt that he was being targeted by Bligh, possibly to make an example of the officer in hopes that the rest of the crew would be intimidated. As master’s mate—the captain’s right-hand man on a Royal Navy ship—Christian grew increasingly resentful of what he saw as intentional humiliation by Bligh in front of the crew and the local islanders. Bligh relied more and more on the use of flogging to punish crew members for real or imagined crimes, such as theft by the Tahitians, even though he had almost never flogged a crew member on the ten-month voyage to the island.

			Tensions were high as the date of departure grew near, and the crew knew that not only were they leaving their island paradise, but they also were heading out for months of arduous and dangerous sailing. The breadfruit finally ready for the voyage, Bligh, Christian, and their crew left Tahiti on April fifth. The conflicts continued between Bligh and Christian, and the crew was not doing well in their efforts to return to a life at sea. It was only twenty-three days into the voyage when Christian led a mutiny, he and some of the other crew barging into Bligh’s cabin one night and seizing control. Christian was nearly out of his mind by that point, screaming to Bligh, “I am in hell! I am in hell!”

			Eighteen of the crew joined Christian in the mutiny, twenty-two remained loyal to their captain, and two were neutral. No blood was shed, but the mutineers ordered Bligh into the ship’s small boat along with four of his loyal crew. Another thirteen loyal crew joined them in the twenty-three-foot boat, choosing to take their chances at sea rather than be found on board a Royal Navy ship that had been the scene of mutiny. The captain and his fellow castoffs rowed their boat to the nearby island of Tofua, where they hoped to at least find food and water to add to the slim provisions provided by Christian. When they landed their boat, the local islanders stoned one of the crewmen to death. Bligh and his crew took their boat back to sea.

			They spent forty-seven days in the open boat before arriving at Timor in the Dutch East Indies, a voyage that Bligh estimated as 3,618 nautical miles. Five crewmen died soon after landing. Bligh and his remaining crew returned to Britain in the coming months, and he reported the mutiny on March 15, 1790. It had been more than two years since he left on his voyage to Tahiti.

			Christian and the other mutineers tried at first to settle on the nearby island of Tubuai, but found themselves unwanted by the locals, so they soon returned to Tahiti. Christian married the daughter of one of the local chiefs and, before leaving again, released sixteen crewmen. The remaining mutineers, along with six Tahitian men and eleven Tahitian women, then sailed the Bounty to the Pitcairn Islands, where they stripped the ship of everything useful before setting it on fire so that they could never leave.

			On March 23, 1791, the Royal Navy ship Pandora arrived in Tahiti, looking for the Bounty’s mutinous crew. Fourteen were arrested quickly, and after searching nearby islands unsuccessfully for Christian and the other mutineers, the Pandora set sail with the prisoners for Britain. But on August 29, 1791, the Pandora ran aground on the Great Barrier Reef and sank the next morning, killing thirty-one of its crew and four of the Bounty prisoners. The survivors eventually made it back to Britain, where the prisoners were put on trial and three men were hanged for their crimes.

			Most of the Bounty crew on Pitcairn Island died there before long, including Christian. When the American seal-hunting ship Topaz arrived at the island in 1808, the one surviving mutineer told conflicting stories of how Christian and the others had died, but the stories all held the common thread of the English crew finding their tropical paradise spoiled by jealousy and infighting.

			—

			THE REPLICA OF the legendary HMS Bounty was the first ship to be built from the keel up for a motion picture, and was in fact a fully functional, authentic sailing ship—not just a superficial “movie prop,” as critics would later call it. MGM was going all out on this production and wanted more than a facade on a barge or a boat that merely looked good from the right angle. The ship’s design was based on the original plans of HMS Bounty from the British Admiralty Museum, but it was made a third larger than the original to accommodate the film crew, cameras, lighting, and other equipment.

			The ship also was designed with high-capacity fuel tanks, because MGM needed to sail it from Nova Scotia to Tahiti, where the movie was to be filmed at the location of the actual mutiny, and they wanted to use the engines in addition to sail power for the extra speed. Producer Aaron Rosenberg had originally planned to shoot in sequence so that the earlier scenes on board the Bounty would be filmed under the gray skies of October before the rich color of the scenes shot in Tahiti. The Bounty was late in arriving from Nova Scotia, however, so director Carol Reed started shooting the island sequences first, or any footage that did not require the ship in the background. They still ran out of completed script pages before the Bounty arrived. Already the ship was making trouble.

			The August 27, 1960, launching attracted more than twenty thousand spectators in Nova Scotia. Once it arrived in Tahiti weeks later, the governor of Polynesia and island girls bearing leis welcomed the ship with a celebration reminiscent of how the original Bounty might have been greeted two hundred years earlier.

			Filming commenced on the ship as soon as possible, but the crew encountered problems. Despite the Bounty’s being built oversize to accommodate the filming, technicians had difficulty finding places to hide and stay out of the shot. The ship also moved so much with each passing wave that the film crew was constantly seasick. Brando was obstinate and difficult to work with, using his star status to demand frequent script changes and new directors, while luxuriating in Tahiti and the attention of the local island women. The production dragged on for months past schedule, and when it came time for the climactic scene in which Christian’s fellow crewmates burn the Bounty rather than complying with his demand to go back to England for trial, Brando said no. He had fallen in love with the beautiful ship and thought it would be a shame to burn it just for the sake of the movie. MGM explained that this was the plan all along; they had spent a huge sum to build this authentic-looking ship and it needed to burn to the waterline for the movie’s dramatic ending.

			Brando told them he wouldn’t let it happen. If they burned the ship, he wouldn’t finish the movie. It was a ridiculously brazen ultimatum, but he knew he held the cards in this situation. MGM relented and built a dummy ship to burn instead, and the Bounty lived on. After filming concluded, the Bounty later sailed back to the United States on a promotional tour of the West and East coasts, crossing the Atlantic before returning to New York for the film’s premiere.

			—

			OVER DECADES OF seagoing and varying levels of care, the Bounty endured many rough years before 1986, when famed multimillionaire Ted Turner was surprised to find that he’d purchased the Bounty as part of the deal to acquire the MGM film library. He had no idea the ship was part of the package of classic movies—including the 1962 Mutiny on the Bounty—until he started getting bills for boat repair and maintenance. Being owned by an eccentric sailing enthusiast with lots of money was beneficial to the Bounty, and Turner spent enough on the ship to keep it afloat. It was subsequently used in the 1990 movie Treasure Island, starring Charlton Heston, before Turner lost interest and donated it to the town of Fall River, Massachusetts, which planned to use it for school field trips and other paying passengers. But a hurdle that would prove ever challenging for the Bounty got in the way: The repairs and upgrades necessary to achieve the Coast Guard certification for paying passengers would be too costly. The Bounty was in rough shape, probably the worst condition ever for the ship. At that time a Coast Guard inspection found that the ship was taking on between twenty and forty gallons of water a minute. That’s up to twenty-four hundred gallons an hour. A day’s volume of that amount of water—more than fifty-seven thousand gallons—would easily fill a typical swimming pool.

			Fall River put the Bounty up for sale at a price of $1.6 million and in 2000 found a buyer in Robert Hansen Jr., an avid sailor and founder of the Islandaire heating and air-conditioning company in Long Island, New York.

			“She’s a great boat with a lot of history, and thankfully we caught her before it was really too late,” he told the Times Record newspaper in Brunswick, Maine. “That’s what a little neglect does.”

			Hansen had big plans for the Bounty. “She’s going to be available for corporate charters, and we’re looking for corporate sponsors to defray the costs for the ship,” he said. “The Bounty will fly the flags of its corporate backers, and also will be used for team-building and sail training.” Hansen said his ultimate goal was to sail the Bounty back to Tahiti and the Pitcairn Islands, with himself and his family aboard.

			“She’s a movie star,” Hansen told a reporter as he looked up at the Bounty dockside. “Even in her deplorable state, you can see she’s spectacular.”

			Hansen was the third owner of the Bounty whom Capt. Robin Walbridge would work with. He was encouraged by the new owner’s willingness to improve the ship, but he acknowledged to The New York Times that it would be a long haul to get the Bounty in fighting shape. “It will take forever,” he said, but he added, “I’ve got the greatest job in the world. This is not about saving a ship; it’s about saving the skills. It’s important we keep these skills alive so people remember how eighteenth-century square-riggers were sailed.”

			After Hansen signed the papers, in September 2001, the Bounty was taking on so much water that the Fall River Fire Department had to come to the rescue with its high-volume pumps to keep the ship from sinking at the dock.

			Living out the old adage that a boat is a hole in the water you pour money into, Hansen subsequently invested substantial sums in repairing and improving the Bounty. He had the ship towed to the shipyard in Boothbay, Maine, for a yearlong overhaul that would include installing a completely new hull below the waterline. The Boothbay yard dates from the 1840s and is one of the few that still has artisans and engineers who know wooden-hulled sailing ships. Hansen paid $1.5 million for repairs in the first eighteen months he owned the Bounty, and he estimated the annual operating budget at $500,000. He has not disclosed how much he invested overall in the decade he owned the ship, but the positive effects could be seen by 2012.

			—

			IN RECENT YEARS, the Bounty had revived its image as a Hollywood star, known most commonly for being used to film the 2006 blockbuster Pirates of the Caribbean: Dead Man’s Chest, starring Johnny Depp as Captain Jack Sparrow, and the 2007 follow-up movie. Contrary to popular belief, however, the Bounty did not have the starring role as the pirate ship Black Pearl. That ship was a filming rig built on a barge especially for the movies, and the Bounty actually appeared in the films as the Edinburgh Trader, seen in the background of several scenes. The public’s misconception sometimes was allowed to go uncorrected, and people paid to go aboard “the ship from Pirates of the Caribbean.” When the ship visited the United Kingdom in 2007, the UK Daily Mail trumpeted a story with the headline, “Boy, 12, exposes touring Pirates of the Caribbean ship as a fake.” The boy was a big fan of the movies and, even before his mother paid 7.50 pounds for them to see the ship, he could see it was not the one that portrayed the Black Pearl. After some prodding, crew members on board sheepishly admitted he was right. The UK organizers of the Bounty tour told the newspaper that they had been led to believe the Bounty had starred in the movie rather than playing a bit part, but the Bounty’s executive director at the time confirmed that was a common misconception. Leaving it uncorrected and even playing on that falsehood brought more visitors and more money to the Bounty, but perhaps that was in the pirate tradition. Jack Sparrow would have approved.

			The ship also appeared in several other films, including Yellow Beard and SpongeBob SquarePants, The Movie. In 2006, city leaders in St. Petersburg, Florida, which leased dock space to the Bounty as a family-friendly tourist attraction, were shocked to find that the ship had been rented out for a porn movie shoot. With a reported budget of $1.1 million, Pirates was thought to be the most expensive pornographic movie made at the time. A hard-core movie that plays on the Pirates of the Caribbean theme and look, it went on to become one of the most successful porn movies ever. The New York Times cited the movie as “a relatively high-budget story of a group of ragtag sailors who go searching for a crew of evil pirates who have a plan for world domination. Also, many of the characters in the movie have sex with one another.” Hansen’s managers at the time claimed that they, too, were shocked to find that the movie was X-rated. They did have the foresight to ask that the Bounty and St. Petersburg not be thanked in the credits.

			—

			DESPITE THE LIVELY association with Hollywood and the romantic pirate life, those involved with sailing the Bounty knew that going to sea in a replica of an eighteenth-century wooden-hulled sailing ship is not to be taken lightly. Seafaring is a risky way of life even on a modern-day steel-hulled vessel with all of the latest safety advances, but sailing into the great blue on a fifty-two-year-old replica sailing ship greatly enhanced the challenge. Those in the tall ship community knew well the stories of the Fantome, the Pride of Baltimore, and countless other sailing ships that succumbed to the hazards of the sea.

			The Fantome was one of the better-known tragedies, because it illustrated just how quickly a large sailing ship with a capable crew could still be outmatched by a storm at sea. A four-masted schooner 282 feet long, 128 feet high, and weighing 679 tons, the Fantome was considerably larger than the Bounty, and it had a steel hull. Built in 1927 for the Italian navy, it was then turned into a yacht by the Duke of Westminster, sold to Aristotle Onassis, and finally purchased by Windjammer in 1969 and used for cruises in the Caribbean. Beautiful and stately, it was the flagship of Windjammer’s fleet of six.

			The Fantome was a beloved member of the tall ship community, and its loss in 1998 struck hard. The ship had departed Honduras on October 24, 1988, for a six-day cruise at the same time Hurricane Mitch was building a thousand miles away in the Caribbean Sea. Capt. Guyan March, a boyish-looking thirty-two-year-old, had been on the Fantome for eleven years and seen it through storms at sea, but he still decided to head for the Bay Islands and linger there until the storm passed. But on October 25, it looked like Hurricane Mitch was changing course, and staying in the Bay Islands was no longer a good idea. March took the Fantome to Belize City and disembarked his passengers and some nonessential crew members; then he set a course northward in hopes of outrunning the storm. It soon became apparent, however, that the hurricane would hit the Yucatán Peninsula before the Fantome could get clear, and so March reversed his course to the south, trying to get away from the storm. He sought shelter on the southern side of Roatan, a small island, but by then Hurricane Mitch was a category-five storm, the worst and most powerful, and it was headed directly toward Roatan.

			March hauled anchor again and tried to move east to the Caribbean, but Hurricane Mitch picked up speed and soon overtook the sailing ship. In one of its last radio contacts, when the Fantome was forty miles south of the hurricane’s eye, the crew reported that the ship was fighting for its life in forty-foot seas and hundred-mile-per-hour winds. That was the last ever heard from the Fantome. Five days later, a helicopter crew found life rafts and vests from the ship, but nothing else. All thirty-one people on board were never seen again.

			Another noteworthy loss was the Pride of Baltimore, a reproduction of a nineteenth-century Baltimore clipper topsail schooner, commissioned by the city of Baltimore and launched in 1977, soon after the bicentennial celebration engendered so much attention and admiration for tall ships. At ninety feet long and seventy-nine feet high, the ship was quite a bit smaller than the Bounty, but struck an impressive pose on the sea with its huge sails totaling 9,327 square feet. The Pride of Baltimore was returning from a trip to the Caribbean on May 14, 1986, when it was hit by a squall about two hundred and fifty miles north of Puerto Rico, with winds of ninety-two miles per hour. The ship capsized and sank, killing the captain and three crew. Eight other crew members survived for more than four days in a partially inflated life raft before being rescued by a passing tanker.

			The loss of a sail training vessel off the coast of Brazil on February 17, 2010, also was a wake-up call for members of the tall ship community. The Concordia was 188 feet long and 114 feet tall, with a steel hull. The ship was three hundred miles southeast of Rio de Janeiro in rough seas and high winds when it was suddenly knocked onto one side, heeling over completely within fifteen seconds. The ship sank twenty minutes later.

			The capsizing was so fast that no radio distress call was made, but a distress radio beacon automatically activated when the vessel sank.

			The sixty-four survivors—forty-eight students, eight teachers, and eight crew—spent nearly thirty hours in life rafts before rescue aircraft spotted them. After another eleven hours, everyone was saved.

			Many people thought it was a miracle that no one died in the Concordia sinking. At the next annual meeting of Tall Ships America, captains, owners, and crew took notice. They could not have a disaster like that with one of their ships.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			FUTURE CAPTAINS OF AMERICA

			THE MAKEUP OF the Bounty crew changed frequently, with the exception of the captain and a few hands who stayed on for years at a time. In the ship’s final season, four of the sixteen crew had been on the Bounty for only a few months, and two—the engineer and the cook, two very important people on any ship—joined the crew just before it sailed into Hurricane Sandy. For both of them, their maiden voyage on the Bounty would be the ship’s last.

			The captain’s right-hand man in the fall of 2012 was forty-one-year-old chief mate John Svendsen, who grew up in Nisswa, Minnesota, and joined the Bounty crew in February 2010. With a rugged, square-jawed face and long hair past his shoulders, he fit the bill of someone who had spent most of his adult life as a diving instructor and boat captain all over the world. More than anyone else on the boat, Svendsen had the ear of the captain, and worked directly with him in planning their voyages and commanding the crew. As a licensed captain, he also shared responsibility for complying with maritime law and practices. Svendsen communicates in an utterly calm, soft-spoken, almost Zen-like style that nonetheless commands respect. The Bounty was his third tall ship.

			One of the bigger personalities on board the Bounty belonged to third mate Dan Cleveland, a twenty-five-year-old from St. Louis who had worked on the Bounty for sixteen months. Tall, bearded, brash, and prone to swearing like the proverbial sailor, Cleveland was a strong leader and also a calming presence on the ship. With a confidence that came right to the edge of cockiness, Cleveland’s deep voice always conveyed authority and a sense of order. He was not easily fazed by anything, and he wore that as a badge of pride. Cleveland was a real contrast to the more easygoing style of the Bounty’s captain, Robin Walbridge, and particularly to chief mate Svendsen’s low-key demeanor. Thoroughly likable and engaging, fun to drink with, but serious about the art of sailing, Cleveland was exactly the kind of character you expected to find on a ship like the Bounty.

			Cleveland learned everything he knew about sailing from Walbridge, having joined the Bounty crew in 2008. He had since earned a mariner’s license and intended to make sailing his career. His adventure on the Bounty began with an impulsive decision to try a new pursuit. After working in landscaping and then holding an office job for a total of twenty-two days before it drove him mad, Cleveland was up for anything when he was walking on the pier in St. Petersburg, Florida, and saw the Bounty. There was a sign on the boat that said, CREW NEEDED. Holy shit, I didn’t even know they had these old boats anymore, he thought.

			Cleveland had no sailing experience but had always loved reading about nautical history, so he decided to give it a chance and was signed on as a deckhand. In his first year, he rode out a hurricane on the Bounty, studying his captain’s every move as they charted a course behind the storm and off the coast of Central America.

			He was in a relationship with twenty-eight-year-old bosun Laura Groves, who had been on the Bounty for three years. Her role as bosun meant she was responsible for supervising other crew members, assigning tasks, and pretty much ensuring that everything got done on the ship. Small in stature, with glasses and long dreadlocks, strong and confident in her sailing skills, the North Carolina native was an asset to the Bounty and a formidable match for Cleveland. Along with Hewitt and Salapatek, they were one of the acknowledged couples on the Bounty.

			Romances were nothing new on the Bounty. After all, this was a vessel that existed to celebrate the romantic notion of young people sailing a square-rigged ship to exotic places. How could they not fall in love? Walbridge tried to keep such relationships from getting out of hand and affecting the ship’s operations, but for the most part he wouldn’t interfere. He did cause a few hearts to jump one time when he called a meeting to discuss a serious problem about “reproduction” on the ship. The crew thought there must be some real juicy news about to be unveiled, but it turned out that Walbridge was concerned that there were now two bicycles on board and taking up too much space. “Let’s keep it to one bike at a time, please,” he said with a grin.

			Though only twenty-five years old, Jessica Hewitt was one of the more qualified mariners on the Bounty. She was a 2009 graduate of the Maine Maritime Academy, followed by holding several crew positions on ships and captaining a supply boat. Hewitt held a maritime license and was working as deckhand on the Bounty, having joined the ship in August 2012. A surfer originally from San Bernardino, California, Hewitt has a bright, spunky personality that served her well on the Bounty. She found that Walbridge had his own ways of doing things on the Bounty, not necessarily the way she had been taught or how she had done them on other ships. But she took the job on the Bounty after meeting the crew the previous summer and getting a good sense of community from them. On some vessels knowledge is hoarded, because sharing can make a crew member’s own position less secure, she knew. But the Bounty’s culture of sharing and teaching drew her in. Her relationship with twenty-nine-year-old deckhand Drew made days on the ship more than just a job. Salapatek was a bearded, long-haired sailor from Blue Island, Illinois, with a reputation for being gentle and quiet.

			The second mate on the Bounty, thirty-seven-year-old Matt Sanders, was another graduate of the Maine Maritime Academy and had worked briefly on a schooner, but he had never worked on a wooden-hulled tall ship before. He joined the Bounty crew in March 2012. As second mate, part of his duties included assisting with navigation and weather forecasts.

			Fifty-six-year-old Christopher Barksdale, from Nellysford, Virginia, joined the Bounty crew in September 2012 to serve as the ship’s engineer. He did not hold an engineering degree or license, and he did not have any merchant marine certification, but Barksdale had worked with engines, generators, and other systems for thirty years throughout a career in horticulture and as a handyman. Barksdale had met Chief Mate Svendsen at Palmyra Atoll in the Pacific when both worked on the research vessels there, with Barksdale maintaining mechanical systems for the Nature Conservancy. About a thousand miles south of Hawaii in the Line Islands of Micronesia, Palmyra Atoll is one of the most pristine marine conservancies in the world, making it a hot spot for researchers, the occasional private yacht visitors, and people like Svendsen and Barksdale looking to work in paradise for a while. Working on the Bounty would give Barksdale sea time that could help in his desire to get a marine engineer license or other certification for working on a ship.

			Along with Barksdale, this would be the first trip on the Bounty for thirty-four-year-old Jessica Black. A graduate of the New England Culinary Institute, she had experience as a chef on private yachts and a research ship, but wanted the bigger adventure promised by the tall ship community. Her first trip on the Bounty also would be her first voyage on a tall ship.

			The oldest crew member on the Bounty was sixty-six-year-old Douglas Faunt, whose title was able seaman, but who served as the ship’s de facto electrician because he had retired from Cisco Systems, the IT corporation, which left him with expertise in communications and engineering. One of his first tasks upon joining the Bounty was to set up a ham radio system to augment the other communications and primarily to send e-mail. Tall, with gray, almost white hair and beard, Faunt usually wore a Bounty watch cap and looked every bit the seasoned sailor he was. He was volunteering on the Bounty, however, the only nonpaid crewman at the time. Before coming to the Bounty, he had been paid to work as a crew member on the tall ships Europa and Endeavour. Faunt had joined Bounty in May 2012, and he treasured being part of the sailing community. With a longtime interest in marine history and literature, he saw the Bounty as one of the most appealing ships for him to work on. Faunt particularly enjoyed how the ship welcomed visitors at every port, and he was always eager to conduct tours and teach people the rich history of the Bounty and sailing ships in general.

			Twenty-seven-year-old Adam Prokosh had joined the Bounty crew eight months earlier, when the ship was in Puerto Rico, after serving on other tall ships for five years. Originally from Everett, Washington, and certified as an able seaman, Prokosh had
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