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    Introduction


    The year is 1771.


    James Cook RN (43), recently returned from an epic world voyage, is promoted by his sovereign, George III, to captain’s rank and instructed to embark on a search for Earth’s last undiscovered landmass, the Great Unknown Southern Continent.


    This voyage proves to be one of the longest and most perilous ever undertaken. In command of HMS Resolution and with its consort HMS Adventure, Cook and his crews venture further south than any other previous voyagers, sailing well beyond the Antarctic Circle. Like an 18th-century Ulysses, Cook drives himself and his men onward, traversing the entire South Pacific in both the high and low latitudes, discovering no landmass but re-charting islands formerly found, as well as making discoveries of his own.


    Although his second three-year world circumnavigation represents a personal triumph for Cook, his prolonged absence from his wife Elizabeth and their surviving children is marked by domestic tragedy and heartbreak. For Elizabeth Cook, James’s success at sea counts for nothing when tragic losses occur at home.


    James Cook’s New World continues in fictional form the story of the great explorer’s triumphs and disappointments as this dutiful, driven man puts into place the last pieces of Earth’s great jigsaw puzzle. It also continues to portray the relationship of James and Elizabeth, mainly through the intimate journal he writes for her during his protracted voyage.


    As James frequently wonders: where does duty to King and Country end, and loyalty to wife and family begin?
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    One


    18 AUGUST 1771


    ‘WHAT DO YOU THINK?’


    Elizabeth came down the steep staircase very carefully, trailing her gown. Now she stood at the foot of the stairs, arms open wide, awaiting his response. For some moments James was unable to reply. Then, getting up from his chair by the parlour window, he said, ‘Elizabeth, you look wonderful.’


    He was aware that she had been sewing the gown for weeks, ever since he received his invitation to Court, where he was to meet the King and receive his promotion to naval captain. The invitation, delivered to their house in Assembly Row and written on a gold-embossed card, was extended to ‘Lieutenant James Cook, Royal Navy, and Mistress Cook’. Elizabeth immediately took a coach into the city and bought a pattern for the gown in a seamstress’s shop near Charing Cross. Characteristically, she declined the proprietor’s offer to have the gown made for her. ‘I shall sew it myself, at half the cost,’ she announced. From a local draper she bought six yards of dove-grey silk, then set to the cutting and sewing, assisted by their maid, the ever-diligent Susan. And now, here was the result.


    The gown was hooded and in the Brunswick pattern, with a full-sized hooped skirt. Tied around her arms and neck were pink-and-white striped ribbons, with another matching ribbon around her hair, which she had looped into a coil on top of her head. James had never seen her looking so grand. But her expression was anxious.


    ‘Do you think perhaps the ribbons are a trifle too much?’ She plucked the one around her left arm.


    ‘No, no. A dash of colour suits you.’


    She shot him a cross look. ‘Is the gown too drab, do you mean?’


    ‘Not at all.’ He gave a little bow. ‘It is definitely a gown fit for an audience with the King.’


    Nodding but frowning still, she drew back the skirt’s hem a little, exposing one silver shoe. It had a buckle and a curved heel. She gave an embarrassed half-smile. ‘These were costly, James, but I couldn’t resist them. After all, the money I saved by sewing the gown myself I could afford to spend on the shoes.’


    James laughed. His wife had never been one for elaborate dressing. Her tastes were plain and straightforward—one of the reasons, he sometimes thought, why she had married him—but this occasion was exceptional. An audience with the King. Never had either of them dreamt of such an honour. It was barely a month since he had returned to London after his three-year circumnavigation of the world in HMB Endeavour. He had been told that there was a rumour going around the docks that a promotion was in the wind, but he had not taken a great deal of notice. Until a letter was delivered to the house from the naturalist Joseph Banks:


    
      My Dear Cook,


      I am reliably informed that you are to be promoted to Naval Commander. As you are aware, my good friend John Montagu, Earl of Sandwich, is once again First Lord of the Admiralty, and he wishes to meet you in order to convey the good news to you in person. Furthermore, when I met the King last week in order to report on aspects of our voyage on Endeavour, His Majesty also expressed a strong desire to meet you. It seemed thus a logical progression for me to suggest to the First Lord that he should accompany you when you meet the King, and that the monarch should on the same occasion present you with your warrant as Commander.


      My heartiest congratulations on your impending promotion. I believe it augurs well for your already distinguished naval career.


      I am yours truly,


      Joseph Banks

    


    The letter took James by surprise, and brought with it mixed emotions. Naturally he was deeply gratified to learn of his imminent promotion. After three long years at sea, often in adverse circumstances, he had become accustomed to the authority and responsibility which the command of Endeavour had carried. He was also aware that Sandwich had begun his third term as First Lord of the Admiralty earlier in the year, succeeding the distinguished Lord Hawke. Since his return James had met Sandwich three times in Whitehall, when he had verbally presented his reports on the voyage to the Lords of the Admiralty. Several South Sea islands discovered and claimed for His Majesty; the islands of New Zealand circumnavigated and charted; the east coast of New Holland charted from south to north. Sandwich and the other Sea Lords had expressed their satisfaction at these achievements, and let him know how much they anticipated his written accounts of the voyage. So in the subsequent weeks James had subsided into the role of a shore-based lieutenant, living at the family home in Assembly Row and there preoccupied with polishing his reports and charts and drawing up his recommendations for promotion of those among his crew who had served with particular distinction on Endeavour.


    Although these post-voyage duties gave James satisfaction, and he was delighted to be reunited with his family and friends, already he was missing the sea, with its manifold challenges and satisfactions. His promised promotion added impetus to this yearning, as it suggested the possibility of the command of another extended expedition. Although he had already come a long way from his boyhood in a farm biggin in Great Ayton, Yorkshire, he had a strong desire to go further still, much further than the silver-spoon naval commanders who had preceded him, such as John Byron and Samuel Wallis. Banks’s letter led James to suspect that the naturalist and his crony, Lord Sandwich, were planning an expedition that included a role for himself. For what other reason had the news of his impending promotion been first communicated to him by Banks?


    Properly, the information ought to have come from the Secretary of the Admiralty, Philip Stephens. Stephens had been a strong supporter of James’s naval promotion. He had been greatly admiring of his work surveying the St Lawrence River and the coasts of Newfoundland, and had been instrumental in his appointment to lead the Endeavour expedition. Banks was not a naval officer: he was a civilian naturalist, albeit a well-connected one. He was ambitious for further discoveries, particularly of the fabled Terra Australis Incognita, the Great Unknown Southern Continent. They had searched in vain for it during the voyage of 1768–71. James doubted the continent existed, but Banks was still convinced it lay in the high southern latitudes. Now, in Lord Sandwich, Banks had a powerful ally within the Admiralty. Reading the letter again, James felt certain that Banks and Lord Sandwich were laying plans. I am reliably informed …


    In some ways Banks’s usurping of the announcement of James’s promotion did not surprise him. After sharing a ship for three years, James knew only too well of the naturalist’s presumptions and innate sense of entitlement. He loved to control events, believing that it was his destiny to do so. These tendencies had been further inflated by the stories which Banks had fed the London newspapers upon his return, retailing his heroic deeds during the long voyage. For their part, the news writers had seized upon his stories like foraging skuas. In a short time Banks had become, in the public’s perception of him, the great botanist, the great adventurer, the great collector, the great seducer of native women. As a result of these sensational reports, King George had been quick to grant Banks an audience. James was well aware of how important Banks’s contribution had been to the voyage. Independently wealthy, his private fortune had largely financed the expedition. But as commander of Endeavour it was James who had successfully navigated the ship across three of the world’s greatest oceans, the Atlantic, the Pacific and the Indian. Were it not for his sailing prowess, charting and choice of anchorages, Banks would not have been able to boast to the Royal Society of his collection of exotic plants, creatures and native curios, including the smoked head of a New Zealand Maori. So if there was to be another voyage involving the two of them, could James cope with Banks’s sometimes insufferable arrogance?


    And there was another as-yet-unanswerable question: how would he cope with Elizabeth’s distress if he was again called to sea for a prolonged and potentially perilous voyage?


    ‘James? Did you hear me? What time is the carriage coming?’ Elizabeth was retying the ribbon at her throat.


    ‘At two o’clock. We are to meet Lord Sandwich outside St James’s Palace at a quarter to three, and be presented to His Majesty on the hour.’


    Licking her middle finger, Elizabeth reached up, touched a place on his neck and rubbed it. ‘A spot of blood. From your shaving.’ Then she drew back, sighing impatiently. ‘Men are so lucky. They have no need to spend days over choosing and sewing gowns.’ She peered at his sleeve then plucked some lint from his cuff.


    James smiled. ‘True. All I need is my uniform. And the new wig.’ He patted it. ‘And clean boots.’ He pointed down at the boots that Susan had polished until they shone like lacquer. Susan, along with James and Elizabeth’s two boys, James and Nathaniel, had been sent to Elizabeth’s mother’s and stepfather’s house for the night, since following the meeting with the King, James and Elizabeth would be taking tea in Piccadilly with James’s patron and friend, Sir Hugh Palliser and his wife.


    From the street outside the house came the sound of stomping hooves, the clatter of wheels on cobbles and the cry of a coachman. James went to the window. ‘Our carriage,’ he announced. He picked up his tricorn from the hatstand in the corner, bowed extravagantly to Elizabeth and said, ‘Mistress Cook, your coach awaits.’


    Although it was now a warm, dry London afternoon, there had been heavy rain earlier and the coach sloshed through the pools which had formed in the Strand. To their left the Thames was the colour of mulligatawny. A barge filled with sawn timber was making its way down the river, borne along by the ebbing tide, and a schooner crammed with barrels was on a reach towards the south bank. Giving a little shiver, Elizabeth slipped her arm through his. ‘James, I’m so nervous,’ she murmured. ‘Going to the palace, meeting the King.’ She made a sibilant sound. ‘And me just a girl from Wapping.’


    Patting her arm, he drew her closer to him. Sternly he said, ‘You are not “just a girl from Wapping”. You are my wife, and a splendid example of English womanhood. Just the type of woman our King admires. He will be aware of the wifely sacrifices you have made. Separated from your husband for nigh-on three years, hearing no word from him.’ His voice faded, unable to speak the unutterable, knowing what both of them were thinking: and losing two infants to illness while he was away. Elizabeth said nothing. Instead she sat up and stared unseeing out the coach window, towards the row of half-timbered buildings on the far bank of the Thames. As she did so she twisted the wedding ring on her left hand, hard.


    
      The two graves in the St Dunstan’s Church cemetery were side-by-side. Two grassed mounds, one slightly longer than the other. At the head of each grave was a white cross, with black lettering on their horizontal arms. Joseph Cook d. 1768 at two months of age; Elizabeth Cook, 1766–1771. James and Elizabeth stood in silence, he with his arm around her. Tears coursed down their faces. On each mound Elizabeth had placed a posy of bluebells she had gathered earlier in the day from a copse on Stepney Green. Staring at the small humps of ground, James felt a sense of bereftness more hollowing than any he had felt before, made worse by the guilt which had afflicted him ever since he had been informed of the little ones’ deaths. Elizabeth held a handkerchief to her face. For a time neither of them spoke. Instead there was a silent merging of their thoughts and feelings, a sense of shared loss, as if both had had the ground cut from under them and they had plunged together into a black pit. Then James said quietly, ‘Little Joseph, who did he resemble?’ Elizabeth, her eyes still closed, said, ‘He had my hair and eyes. Fair, blue—’ She couldn’t go on. James brought her closer, held her tighter. His voice just a murmur, he said, ‘Little Elizabeth. She was such a sweet child. I adored her.’ Elizabeth nodded. ‘The love between a father and daughter. I so well remember my own father, and how he loved me. His illness, his passing, was a terrible time.’ James nodded, but he thought, at least your father lived long enough to be able to show his love, to watch you grow to womanhood. His own little girl had known him for only a few months. But the times they had been together were unforgettable for him. He had read her bedtime stories and told her his own, ones she listened to silent and wide-eyed. That look in her eyes, that loving gaze, he would never forget. Gently he drew Elizabeth away from the graves. ‘It was proper that we came here, Elizabeth, but I think we should go now. We can walk on the common, then take lunch at the Bell.’ Nodding, she turned away. And as they walked in silence through the necropolis of gravestones and towards the lych-gate of the church, James thought: there will be more children. There had to be.

    


    The coach turned into the Mall and passed around St James’s Park—its oaks and elms in full, darkening, late summer leaf—then into Pall Mall. They passed a troop of mounted horse guards, resplendent in armour and scarlet, then minutes later the carriage drew up outside the palace. James opened the door and stepped down, then held out his hand. Elizabeth took it and followed carefully, holding up her gown with one hand. Then, standing beside the coach, the couple paused to stare up at the frontage of St James’s Palace.


    The arched entranceway of the four-storeyed, red-brick building was flanked by two octagonal, crenellated towers. A clock and wind vane stood atop the entrance between the towers and the Royal Standard hung from a pole above it. Two guards in fusiliers’ red-jacketed uniform stood on either side of the entrance, muskets shouldered. As arranged, Lord Sandwich was waiting for them there, along with two young men in midshipmen’s uniforms.


    ‘Lieutenant Cook, Mistress Cook, good afternoon to you.’


    The two men shook hands and Lord Sandwich bowed to Elizabeth, his gaze lingering on her bosom. Like James, the tall, imposing former John Montagu was wearing the dress uniform of a Royal Navy officer: blue, brocade-edged jacket and waistcoat, white, high-collared undershirt, cream breeches and boots. The one item of his attire that distinguished him from James was his admiral’s plumed hat. Sandwich had a prominent nose, ruby cheeks and piercing green eyes. A known philanderer, he was the organising force behind the Hellfire Club, whose members were regularly entertained by the cream of London’s prostitutes. Another of the club’s devoted members was Joseph Banks.


    ‘Lieutenant James Cook and Mistress Cook,’ Lord Sandwich announced severely to one of the palace guards, ‘to meet with His Majesty.’ The guardsman half-turned, then nodded respectfully in the direction of the courtyard which they could see through the entrance. ‘That way, my lord,’ he said. Sandwich instructed the two midshipmen to return with a coach at four o’clock, then dismissed them.


    ‘You have been keeping well, Cook?’ Sandwich asked as the trio walked across the cobbled courtyard, Elizabeth with her arm through James’s.


    ‘I have, thank you.’


    ‘Not missing the sea too much?’


    Glancing at Elizabeth, James laughed, drily. ‘Somewhat, my lord.’


    Elizabeth looked down, her expression thoughtful. Sandwich’s question had sounded to her suspiciously like a leading one.


    The Sea Lord led them towards another arched entranceway. A scarlet-jacketed doorkeeper stood at the foot of the steps leading up to it, a pikestaff in one hand. Sandwich gave the man their names and he nodded, clearly expecting them. Then he said: ‘This way, my lord, sir, madam. His Majesty will meet you in the Forum Room.’


    As they entered the room, Elizabeth gasped. It was vast. Its ceiling was high, its walls a crimson shade, matching the carpet. Gold-painted cornices and skirting boards framed the room and an ornate chandelier hung from an elaborate ceiling rose. Three gold-panelled doors with wide architraves were set into the end wall. The inner wall contained an enormous fireplace, in front of which were four padded chairs with curved legs, one much larger than the others. Along the long wall were several portraits in oil of past monarchs, including Queen Anne and the two previous Hanoverians, George I and the present King’s grandfather, George II.


    ‘Please wait over there,’ instructed the doorman, pointing to the chairs. ‘I shall inform the King’s secretary that you are here.’ He vanished through one of the doors.


    There was an interlude of a minute or so, then the doorman and an elderly, bow-legged, white-stockinged man in an embroidered waistcoat and scarlet jacket appeared. He strode over to the waiting trio, bowed, and declared solemnly: ‘Good day, my lord, sir, madam. You are to remain standing until His Majesty is seated and I have introduced you.’ He inclined his head again. ‘You may then be seated.’


    ‘His most gracious Majesty, King George III.’


    The centre door opened and the monarch entered. The secretary walked behind him, bearing a circular silver tray on which was a large white envelope. The King strode across the room to where the others waited. He raised his chin in acknowledgement of the First Sea Lord.


    ‘Lord Sandwich, good day to you.’


    The Sea Lord bowed low, and bent his right knee. ‘Your Majesty, good day.’ Then he turned. ‘It is my great pleasure to present to you Lieutenant James Cook of Your Majesty’s Navy, and Mistress Cook.’


    As the King turned to James and Elizabeth, the royal portraits they had seen sprang to life. Below his wig his forehead was wide, his nose broad-bridged, his neck bullish. His eyes were blue and bulbous, his lips prominent and shapely. He looked younger than his 33 years, although he had already been on the throne for more than a decade. Around his shoulders was an outsized ermine cloak, covering a gold brocade jacket with enormous cuffs. Around his waist was a wide black belt, his hose was grey, his shoes white and pointed, with large gold buckles. His head looked too small for the body beneath it, so encumbered was it with clothing, particularly the all-embracing cloak.


    James bowed low and Elizabeth gave the monarch a much-practised curtsey, her face colouring as she did so. The King waved his hand towards the chairs. ‘Be seated, please. We have much to talk about.’ With the secretary hovering in the background, the King seated himself on the larger chair, then waited for the others to follow. Placing his hands on his knees, the King said distractedly, ‘Regrettably, the Queen could not join us this afternoon. Her fifth child is expected in a matter of days, so she has begun her lying-in.’ Elizabeth nodded sympathetically, while the two men reacted with suitably serious expressions. Leaning back in his chair, his eyes widening, the King said enthusiastically, ‘I have followed the reports of your circumnavigation with great interest, Lieutenant Cook. The observation of the Transit of Venus, your encounters with the Mah-or-Rees of New Zealand, Endeavour’s foundering on a reef in New Holland … A truly memorable voyage, by all accounts.’


    James nodded. ‘Indeed it was, Your Majesty. And it was my privilege to claim new lands for England. The Society Islands, New Zealand, New South Wales.’


    ‘Ah, yes.’ King George tilted his chin upwards and said, with just a hint of reproach, ‘But not the Great Southern Continent.’


    James hesitated before replying. This subject was such a vexed matter. Most believed it existed, as yet undiscovered and uncharted, and possessed of fabulous resources, somewhere in the Southern Hemisphere. Others, James among them, doubted its existence. Choosing his words carefully, he said, ‘There may be such a continent, Your Majesty, but until it is discovered it is not proven to exist.’ He paused. ‘We certainly found no evidence of it.’


    The King blinked. ‘Oh? But there must be such a landmass in the south hemisphere, surely, to counterbalance the continent of Europe and Asia.’ He half-closed his eyes. ‘Mr Banks and I discussed its probable existence when we met two weeks ago.’


    ‘The continent’s existence is a popular belief, Your Majesty,’ James conceded. ‘But it will take further exploratory expeditions to prove or disprove it.’


    ‘Quite so, quite so.’ The monarch leaned forward, his expression eager. ‘When will your journals of the voyage be published? I cannot wait to read them.’


    ‘I am in the process of writing them now, Your Majesty. But I have also had many reports to write for the Admiralty.’


    The King frowned. ‘Reports? Of what nature?’


    ‘The state of Endeavour, the potential of your new possessions, and the effects of diet in preventing scurvy at sea.’


    ‘Not one man was lost to scurvy on Cook’s ship during the three-year voyage,’ Lord Sandwich put in firmly.


    ‘So I have heard,’ said the King. ‘A unique record, I’m told, against the scurvy scourge.’ He clapped his hands like a child. ‘Excellent, excellent.’


    James nodded, thinking: but a great pity about the dozens who fell to dysentery, the flux, malaria and intoxication.


    The King sat back in his chair. ‘I have been highly entertained by Mr Banks’s accounts of the voyage. Especially of his time in Otaheite.’


    James blenched. It was as if Banks had been the commander of Endeavour, rather than merely a civilian botanist. But in this august company, and with Banks’s close friend sitting next to him, he could hardly mention this. Instead he said, ‘Mr Banks’s accounts certainly capture much of the expedition’s colour, Your Majesty.’


    The King nodded. ‘Yes, yes. I was particularly impressed with his accounts of the creatures of New Holland.’ He paused. ‘The bouncing marsupial, the kanga-row. Does it really carry its young in a pouch on its belly?’


    They talked for over half an hour, James replying to the King’s questions in detail, Elizabeth watching both men closely but remaining excluded from the conversation. At three-thirty tea was brought in on silver salvers by two servants and served in cups of Wedgwood china, but this only momentarily interrupted the flow of the men’s conversation. James then presented the monarch with a Maori jade-and-shell hei tiki, a carved necklet on a woven flax cord complete with a bone toggle. He explained that he had obtained it during the time they spent at Uawa, on New Zealand’s east coast.


    The King showed a lively interest in his newly acquired lands, particularly in the plants and animals of the South Sea, reminding James of his fondness for natural history. Some people referred to him affectionately as ‘Farmer George’ because of his interest in the crops and livestock at Sandringham, the royal estate in East Anglia. The subject then moved on to the native peoples the expedition had encountered. As it did so the King’s expression became deeply serious. Brow pleated, he said, ‘It seems to me, Lieutenant Cook, that the heathen savages you encountered in Otaheite, New Zealand, New Holland and elsewhere have a great need of the enlightenment which the Christian gospels would bring to them. To bring a halt to their savage customs, and their licentiousness.’


    James hesitated. He was aware that the King—unlike most of his predecessors—was a devout Christian and a faithful husband, but also that the native peoples had their own deities. And their own sexual liberalities. But how to explain this, at such a distance in place and circumstance? Attempting diplomacy, he said, ‘Some of them did seem curious as to the nature of our English beliefs and customs, Your Majesty.’


    ‘Then might they not be ripe for Christian conversion? To be shown the way of truth and light through the teachings of Christ our Saviour?’


    ‘Perhaps,’ said James, with deliberate vagueness.


    But the King’s eyes were now gleaming with evangelical fervour. Adjusting his cloak, then leaning towards James, he said, ‘I am of a mind to call for a meeting with the London Missionary Society, and perhaps the Archbishop of Canterbury, to see what steps we can take to initiate a crusading campaign in the South Sea. I will give the matter serious thought.’ He got to his feet. ‘And now, to the other business at hand.’ He beckoned the footman, who was still holding the silver tray. Picking up the envelope, the King handed it to James. ‘Your Royal Warrant, Cook, signed by myself, and all my Sea Lords.’ He nodded curtly. ‘You shall henceforth hold the rank of Captain James Cook, of my Navy.’


    While Elizabeth and Lord Sandwich looked on admiringly, James took the envelope with his left hand and shook the King’s proffered hand with the other. Then he bowed. ‘Thank you, Your Majesty. I will continue to serve you and England to the very best of my ability.’


    The King walked across to the door with his three guests. His mood clearly buoyant, he seemed unwilling to end their conversation. As James and Sandwich again bent their knees to their monarch, and Elizabeth curtseyed once more, the King put his hand on Sandwich’s shoulder and said sternly, ‘I am instructing the Admiralty to mount another expedition, Sandwich. To locate, chart and claim for England the Great Southern Continent.’ Turning to James, the monarch gave him an equally challenging look. ‘And I wish you, Captain Cook, to lead the new expedition.’

  


  
    Two


    ‘TWO MONTHS, JAMES. IT IS BARELY TWO MONTHS since you returned.’


    ‘I am well aware of that, Elizabeth.’


    ‘And now you are ordered to go on another prolonged expedition.’


    He met her resentful look. ‘I am. Because that is my duty. My sworn duty to the King, and the Admiralty.’


    She looked away, her expression one of distaste. ‘The Admiralty. That Lord Sandwich—’


    ‘What of him?’


    ‘I didn’t like him. He is lecherous.’


    ‘What do you mean?’


    ‘Did you not notice the way his gaze kept falling on my breasts, and lingering there?’


    ‘I confess that I did not.’


    ‘Well I did, and it was horrible.’ She shuddered. ‘Were it not for the fact that we were in the King’s presence, I would have ordered him to desist.’


    James looked away. Sandwich was a rake, that was well known. But he certainly should not have ogled Elizabeth the way she said he had. No man had the right to do that to another man’s wife, especially in the husband’s presence. Sandwich carried with him a sense of entitlement through his elevated status, which he considered gave him a right to every woman he came across. Droit du seigneur, the French called this, and it was a right resented by every man who didn’t possess it.


    But on a professional level, Sandwich was the First Sea Lord and, as one of his officers, James was bound to obey his instructions. Moreover, the idea of another voyage of exploration had come from an even higher authority, the King himself. Albeit, James suspected, at the urging of Joseph Banks, who had become obsessed with the notion of a Great Southern Continent. On this matter, James was now in two minds. He recalled the conversation he had had with his friend and patron Sir Hugh Palliser shortly after Endeavour’s return. Palliser had written to James, congratulating him on the completion of his voyage and the news of his impending promotion. Gratified by Palliser’s good wishes, James had arranged for the two of them to meet at Will’s coffee house in Charing Cross.


    James had walked there from Wapping, along the river, and it was an agreeably warm summer morning. At Will’s they took a seat in a bay surrounded by open leadlight windows. Flower boxes hanging from their outside sills were crammed with scarlet geraniums. While they waited for their coffees, Palliser filled his pipe from a pigskin tobacco pouch and tamped it with his thumb. His face had filled out and his cheeks were flushed, but his eyes were as clear and beady as ever. He worked his flint, lit his pipe and puffed on it. For a few moments his face was enveloped in smoke. When it cleared he smiled broadly and said, ‘Well, Cook, at last I can congratulate you in person on your voyage and your promotion.’


    ‘Thank you, sir. And my congratulations to you on your promotion.’


    Palliser laughed sardonically. ‘Well, Comptroller of the Navy Board hardly compares with the command of a man-o’-war. I’m merely a bookkeeper in uniform, in command of ledgers and a desk.’ He puffed again. ‘HMS Mahogany, as you might say.’


    ‘But a vital role nevertheless, sir. Every naval commander is answerable to you.’


    Palliser grunted. ‘To the Board, rather.’ He set his pipe down. ‘Well, I’ve read all the reports of your voyage.’


    James smiled. ‘By all, sir, do you mean Banks’s?’


    ‘His, yes. And I’ve read too an interview with Dr Solander. And heard the stories circulating in the docks.’ He paused. ‘You know how the rumours and gossip fly down there. It must have been an eventful three years, if even half the stories are to be believed.’


    ‘Indeed it was. But my own journals will not be published until next year.’ He gave Palliser a pointed look. ‘Be assured, they will present a more sober account than Banks’s.’


    Palliser sniggered. ‘You mean yours will not include tales of carnally knowing dusky maidens amid the tropical forest in exchange for a ship’s nail?’


    ‘No. Venus will feature, but only in a planetary sense.’


    ‘Ha!’ Palliser puffed again on his pipe. ‘And your charting? It went well?’


    ‘The work was challenging, but was done to my satisfaction. The charts will also be published next year, I hope.’


    Palliser nodded approvingly. ‘Good. I’m sure they will prove invaluable.’ He gave James an inquiring look. ‘Banks mentioned that you named features of the New Zealand coast after naval people here. Hawke, Colville, Egmont. As well as after Banks himself. You named an island after him, he has informed the broadsheets.’


    ‘That is so. An island on the eastern coast of New Zealand’s larger, southern island.’ Seeing the serving girl approaching with their coffee, James leaned back. After she had set down their cups, he said, ‘And another landform I named after your good self, Captain.’


    Palliser looked up sharply. ‘Is that so? What and where?’


    ‘A cape, at the southern extremity of the northern island of New Zealand, the one called by the natives “Te Ika A Maui”. The promontory is at 41 degrees south latitude. We passed it in Endeavour on 12 February this year. Henceforth the landform will be known as Cape Palliser.’


    Palliser’s face flushed with pleasure. ‘That is an enormous compliment, Cook.’ He shrugged. ‘I don’t know what else to say, but I am flattered. Greatly flattered.’


    ‘It is a token of the esteem in which I hold you, sir. Given in gratitude for the support you have accorded me since I was a lowly able seaman. My first promotion, to HMS Pembroke, was given on your recommendation, remember.’


    ‘In recognition of your exceptional talents.’ Palliser took a mouthful of coffee and swallowed. ‘And now, to other developments.’ First glancing around, he said in a low but animated voice, ‘The City and the docks are in a ferment. Everyone in authority—the Admiralty, the Royal Society—is pressing for another voyage, one which it is hoped will be more triumphant than the first. The King too, I’ve heard, strongly supports the idea.’


    James nodded. ‘Yes, I’m aware of the agitation, and I’m willing to help mount an expedition. It should be got under way soonest, too, if we are to beat the French to more discoveries. Bougainville and the other Frenchman, de Surville, are back, after trespassing on our territories.’ He allowed a pause. ‘And there is other unfinished business, as I’m sure you’re well aware.’


    ‘The Great Southern Continent?’


    ‘Yes. The matter needs to be settled, one way or the other. Otherwise it will be never-ending.’


    Palliser reached into the document case which he had placed under the table, and drew out a rolled chart. ‘I assume you haven’t yet seen this publication.’


    James frowned. ‘What is it?’


    Palliser unrolled it before James’s astonished eyes. It was a copy of a chart. Entitled ‘The Extent of the Southern Hemisphere and Terra Australis Incognita’, it showed the South Atlantic and the South Pacific Oceans, joined by an enormous landmass, into which was set a great bay named Gulf of San Sebastian. A promontory, named Cape Circumcision, protruded from the landmass’s Atlantic aspect.


    Shaking his head in disbelief, James said, ‘This is surely a fantasy, sir, based on the alleged discovery of Cape Circumcision by the Frenchman, Bouvet, in 1739. And combined with the Abraham Ortelius map.’


    ‘Of 1587. Before Cape Horn was even charted. Quite so. And look at the name of the artist.’


    Peering at the signature in the bottom right-hand corner, James read, ‘Alexander Dalrymple.’ He cast the chart aside in disgust. ‘That man is a menace to exploration.’


    Palliser chuckled. ‘Yes. But he is still trying to convince the authorities that he is the man to lead an expedition to discover the Great Southern Continent.’ Seeing James’s dismayed reaction, he put a hand on his arm. ‘Don’t worry, no one in the Admiralty takes Dalrymple seriously. He is not one of us, and he never has been. He is merely a merchant mariner with a fevered imagination. Now, the next voyage—’


    They talked at length about what yet needed to be achieved. Both agreed that the matter of the undiscovered continent needed to be wholly settled. Then James summed up his experiences for his naval colleague: ‘We sailed south-west from Cape Horn for 40 leagues, as far as 50 degrees south, and found not a trace of a landmass. Then from Otaheite we sailed due south as far as 40 degrees and found likewise. Only empty ocean.’


    Palliser considered this, then replied cautiously, ‘So if the continent does exist, it must lie west of Cape Horn and east of New Zealand, or in the South Atlantic, east to New Holland.’


    ‘Yes. In the high latitudes. Perhaps as far south as 60 degrees.’ He added ruefully, ‘Where there are, doubtless, ice mountains and little plant growth.’


    There was a long pause, then Palliser said, ‘You have given consideration to a course for the next voyage?’


    ‘Yes. This time I will circle the world in an easterly direction. After leaving Plymouth, I propose to touch Madeira, then the Cape of Good Hope. And from there proceed south, seeking Cape Circumcision. Then westward through the Southern Ocean, south of Van Diemen’s Land, to Queen Charlotte Sound in New Zealand.’


    ‘Why there?’


    ‘Because Ship Cove, in the sound, provides a fine anchorage and ample supplies of water and wood. Genial natives, too. That will be one base for the voyage. The other will be Matavai Bay in Otaheite, where we will be welcome again, I’m sure. From there we would sail south, and east, as far as Cape Horn. After doubling the Horn we would set a westerly course, heading again for Cape Town, then home.’


    Palliser listened carefully, obviously with a mental chart of the Southern Hemisphere in his mind, nodding approval from time to time. Then he smiled. ‘So, no Rio de Janeiro on this voyage?’


    James scowled. ‘No, that is a coast to be avoided. You read of our mistreatment there?’


    ‘It was reported fully in the news-sheets. And there was outrage at the incident expressed in Parliament. Portugal is our ally, after all.’


    ‘One would not have thought so, given the Viceroy’s shameful treatment of us.’ James waved his hand dismissively. ‘But that’s history. It’s next year we need to concentrate all our resolve on now.’


    Palliser then confirmed the fact of another significant development that James had heard of, that the clock-maker John Harrison had succeeded in refining the timekeeper on which he had been working most of his lifetime. This version, called H4, had been tested in the Atlantic and proved capable of withstanding the instability of a ship’s movements. Thus it could keep reliable time east or west of a prime meridian set at Greenwich. Both James and Palliser were well aware of the implications of this: an accurate timekeeper, with time measured from Greenwich, would make the calculation of longitude more exact and sea charts correspondingly more precise. Palliser said that any preparations for the next voyage must include at least one Harrison timekeeper, a suggestion with which James wholeheartedly concurred. Already, practical developments were occurring, ones which James relished. They augured well for what was ahead.


    They parted outside on the crowded city intersection. Shaking James’s hand, Palliser said, ‘Congratulations again, Cook, on your promotion. And all good wishes for the preparations for the new voyage.’


    ‘Thank you, sir.’


    Palliser gave him a loaded look. ‘Joseph Banks will have a major role to play in the new expedition, we can assume.’


    ‘Undoubtedly. His close friend Sandwich will oversee the planning, and he has Banks’s ear at all times. So the expedition will no doubt be planned on Banks’s terms.’ James smiled. ‘But after three long years in Banks’s company, I’m confident that I will have his measure. While at sea he will at all times be answerable to me.’


    ‘And rightly so.’ Palliser inclined his head respectfully. ‘It was good to talk, Cook. And I will follow your preparations with great interest.’


    Walking back along the river, James reflected on the discussion. As head of the Navy Board, Palliser was of vital importance to the proposed voyage, particularly the refitting of the ships. James was confident that he could retain his support, and that of Philip Stephens. He had been long enough in the Navy to know how crucial such alliances were. Lord Sandwich he was not so sure about, mainly because of his close friendship with Banks, and because Banks would again be underwriting many of the expedition’s costs. Yet Banks, however celebrated in the press as a naturalist, was not a navy man. Never had been, never would be. And James wondered, as he walked, how far the Banks–Sandwich loyalty would extend, and how might it affect his own role as commander.


    Elizabeth sat in the parlour window. Her royal gown was hanging in the wardrobe upstairs, replaced by her usual plain brown gown and shawl. James reported to her briefly on his meeting with Palliser. After hearing it, she swept her long hair up into a roll and pinned it in place with the carved hardwood comb James had brought her from Otaheite. Then she said, in the tone of admonition that he well remembered, ‘So soon, James. So soon.’ She walked to the fireplace, then turned. Her eyes were fiery. ‘You are away from us for three years, you return at long last, only to announce that you are to leave us again.’


    ‘In seven months’ time.’


    Her eyebrows knitted as she absorbed this detail. Then, clasping her hands together in front of her, she said, ‘I know I cannot prevent you from carrying out your sworn duty, James, but the prospect of having you leave me for another three years is one I cannot look forward to.’


    ‘It will not be as long as the last voyage, I’m sure.’


    ‘How can you be sure?’


    ‘It will be my suggestion that this time, sailing south, we avoid Cape Horn in favour of the Cape of Good Hope. Our course will thus be shorter.’


    Looking down, she murmured, ‘But no less perilous.’


    ‘There will be dangers. But I will be equal to them.’ He went to her, and took her hands in his. ‘And if you wish me to, I will again keep a journal for you.’ She remained silent, but nodded faintly. Her eyes became filmy. Soon after his return, he had presented her with the personal journal he had kept for her on Endeavour, in which he had recorded his innermost thoughts and feelings. And in their bed, by candlelight, he had read the journal to her, taking her through the voyage, stage by arduous stage.


    Sitting up in bed, the candelabrum illuminating the open page, he resumed his reading. Her hair loose, nightgown open at the neck, Elizabeth snuggled into him, one arm across his chest.


    ‘April fifth, 1770.’ He peered at the page. ‘“We had departed the shores of New Zealand on the last day of March. I set Endeavour on a north-west-west course, bound for Van Diemen’s land and New Holland”. This entry was written after we had been at sea for six days.’ His left arm around her, he held the journal up to the light with his right hand.


    ‘“Springtime in England, what thoughts of home that knowledge brings! Walks on the common, the oaks and elms bursting into new leaf, spring flowers in the parks, bluebells in the woods, how we welcomed those arrivals in Ayton when I was a boy. Spring was always my mother’s favourite season. And now, after the hardships of the London winter, how you and the children must be relishing the season of renewal. In New Zealand there are no marked differences in the seasons, and no deciduous trees—all are evergreens—so in autumn the forests do not assume the shades of gold and russet which they do at home. The evergreens have a beauty of their own—particularly the giant trees called the koorri—but they lack the changing hues of our forests during the spring, summer and autumn.


    ‘“It is my hope that we will make landfall in New Holland sometime before this month is out. The crew is already cheered by the knowledge that we are now bearing in the direction of the equator and are thus proceeding towards the Northern Hemisphere. As your cousin Isaac Smith remarked to me yesterday, ‘I feel that the greatest hardships are now behind us, sir.’


    ‘“Every day’s progress northwards brings us closer to our beloved England and those family members whose affections we hold dearest to us. So as we again proceed towards the unknown and the unfathomable, it is the known and beloved who are uppermost in my thoughts.


    ‘“My love, as always, to you my dearest Elizabeth, and to our little ones,


    ‘“Your loving husband, James.”’


    These readings had a strange effect on the two of them. The declarations of love which he had expressed in writing so candidly in the past had the effect of drawing them much closer together in the present. Invariably, both of them would be physically aroused by his candid and heartfelt sentiments, and following his readings to her they would make love, sometimes even before the candles had been extinguished, with an ardour which astonished and delighted them in equal measure.


    ‘Yes,’ she said, quietly. ‘Your journal to me has meant a great deal. I would like you to continue it.’ She paused. ‘And bring it back to me, so we can again read it together.’


    ‘Then I will.’


    Gripping his big hands, she stared up at him. ‘Our time together is so precious, James.’


    ‘Yes.’ He stood up and went to the window. ‘I treasure every day that I’m here with you and the boys.’ Turning back, he said, ‘And Elizabeth, I must visit my own family before I sail again. It has weighed heavily on my conscience that I haven’t seen my father and sisters for so long. Or my old friends in Whitby.’ Placing his hands behind his back, he added, ‘So, I thought I would apply to the Admiralty for a leave of three weeks, so that we might travel to Yorkshire before Christmas and spend the season there.’ He stared at her. ‘What say you to that suggestion?’


    She brightened. ‘Yes. Yes, I would like that. I would like to meet your family.’ She hesitated. ‘And inform them in person of other news.’


    Looking at her quizzically, he said: ‘Of the next voyage?’


    ‘No. That I believe I am with child again.’

  


  
    Three


    THE PARLOUR DOOR BURST OPEN and James, now eight, and Nathaniel, seven, rushed in, both breathless and excited. They were barefoot and bedraggled, their breeches rolled up to the knees, and James was carrying a preserving jar. ‘Papa! Look!’


    ‘What is it?’


    ‘Our tadpoles have got legs!’ exclaimed the older boy.


    ‘Little legs!’ echoed Nathaniel.


    James held the jar up. They had caught the tadpoles some weeks ago from the pond on the common, in a muslin net their father had fashioned for them. Now the four creatures, tails wagging furiously, heads butting against the glass, had sprouted tiny back legs. James took the jar from the boy and looked closely at it. ‘Yes, definitely legs. Next they will grow front legs. Then their tails will wither away.’


    Nathaniel frowned. ‘Why, Papa?’


    ‘So they can turn into frogs. Real, green frogs.’


    As a boy in Great Ayton, James had loved raising frogs. Now, through his sons, he was reliving the joyful experience. He put the jar on the floor and they all peered down at it. He said, ‘They will need more room to swim and a place to sit out of the water when they become frogs.’


    Both boys looked concerned. Then young James looked eager. ‘Could you make a pond for them, Papa?’ he asked. ‘In the back garden?’


    There was a small garden behind the house, enclosed by a brick wall. A climbing rose planted by Elizabeth grew across the wall, and there was a well in one corner of the garden. Endeavour’s goat, Nan, who had also travelled around the world on Wallis’s Dolphin, faithfully supplying milk to the officers of both ships for their coffee and tea, grazed contentedly at the end of her chain in another corner. Pensioned off by the Admiralty in reward for her unwavering service, and the proud possessor of a silver collar engraved with a couplet composed in her honour by Dr Johnson, Nan now controlled the grass in the family’s garden and was a favourite of the boys.


    After considering his son’s question for a few moments, James said, ‘I could make a small pond, lined with canvas. Get a couple of yards of it, from a sailmaker in the docks, and place some turf in it, for the little frogs to climb on.’ He looked at them with mock sternness. ‘But you will have to draw water from the well to fill the pond.’


    The boys’ faces lit up. Nathaniel clapped his hands. ‘Can we do it today, Papa?’


    Little James nodded. ‘Yes, today, please. Before the tadpoles’ front legs grow.’


    James smiled at Elizabeth. Her radiant expression read: happiness again, at last.


    ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘we’ll do it today. My writing can wait.’ And again he thought, with elation, another child, what a blessing for us all.


    Soon after his audience with the King, James met again with Philip Stephens, Secretary to the Admiralty. A onetime protégé of the voyager George Anson, Stephens had lately been elected a fellow of the Royal Society. James liked Stephens’s no-nonsense manner and shared his dislike of bombast and swagger, characteristics common elsewhere among the naval authorities. If he hadn’t been aware that Stephens’s family hailed from Gloucestershire, James would have assumed that the secretary was a fellow-Yorkshireman. It was Stephens who had led the case against Alexander Dalrymple’s vainglorious attempt in 1768 to command the Transit of Venus expedition. Stephens had supported James instead. In his experience, the Admiralty secretary could cut through cant like a cutlass through cheddar, a quality he often displayed in the House of Commons, where he represented the constituency of Sandwich. As Palliser had put it more than once to James, Stephens was the éminence grise of the Admiralty.


    The two men met in the secretary’s office, a spacious room whose walls were crammed with book shelves of naval histories, shipbuilders’ plans, pull-down charts and framed caricatures of political figures, including a satirical depiction by William Hogarth of the political agitator John Wilkes. There was a large table globe in one corner of the room. Stephens had ordered coffee and shortbread for them both and they sat under the window nibbling and sipping. The secretary was tall and slim, with a sallow complexion, hazel eyes and a mischievous smile which James was well aware masked a shrewd intelligence. Placing his coffee cup on the desk, Stephens handed him a newspaper. ‘Have you seen this?’


    ‘No.’ It was the Gazetteer and New Daily Advertiser, dated 26 August 1771.


    ‘Look at the report in the top right-hand column.’


    It was headed: ‘A Further Voyage to the South Seas’. James read the report. ‘The eminent naturalist Joseph Banks, recently returned from a triumphant circumnavigation of the world, during which he collected an unprecedented number of hitherto-unknown species of plants and animals, is to have two ships provided by the government, and will lead a voyage to pursue further discoveries in the South Seas, including the Great Unknown Southern Continent. He will commence his second voyage of discovery in the Spring.’


    James looked up sharply. ‘Lead a voyage? What is this about, Stephens? Banks is a civilian.’


    Stephens chuckled. ‘Do not worry, Cook. Banks will doubtless be a principal in the expedition, and will again donate a handsome sum towards it. But he will not be leading it. You will be, as Lord Sandwich has already informed you.’


    James’s eyes returned to the newspaper. ‘This report suggests otherwise.’


    Stephens waved his hand dismissively. ‘Mostly Banks’s bluster, which is swallowed whole by the Grub Street hacks. Disregard it.’ Sitting down again, he interlaced his hands and said calmly, ‘The Lords have considered your suggestions for the next voyage, and approve of them in principle.’


    ‘Including taking two ships?’


    ‘Yes. It was considered an eminently sensible proposal to have a support ship accompany the main vessel. It will add greatly to the efficiency of the voyage, and its safety.’


    James nodded. ‘I often thought, when Endeavour ran onto the reef in New Holland, that a consort vessel would have been our salvation. We only just managed to get away.’


    Stephens nodded. ‘The knowledge of that near-tragedy certainly added to the Admiralty’s case for a second vessel.’ He looked very thoughtful. ‘We know that Wallis’s escort ship, Swallow, became irretrievably separated from the Dolphin in the South Sea in 1767, but that is not to say that it will happen with yours.’


    ‘I will take every precaution to ensure that it does not.’


    Stephens again nodded. He reached over and spun the globe so that the Southern Hemisphere was visible to them. After staring at the blank area south of New Zealand for some moments, he said, ‘The Navy Board has already been instructed to purchase two ships for the voyage, and wishes me to consult you as to your preference of vessel.’


    Without hesitation, James said, ‘Colliers, Whitby-built.’


    ‘In the nature of Endeavour?’


    ‘In the nature of Endeavour.’


    In spite of all that had happened, and the hysteria he had read in the news-sheets, James found himself looking forward to meeting Banks again. A man could not spend three years in the close company of another with shared interests without developing some rapport with him. Moreover, constructive collaboration between himself and the naturalist would be essential from now on. In a note to Banks, James had suggested they meet for a luncheon at the Cheshire Cheese in Fleet Street, a public house about halfway between Wapping and Westminster, where Banks lived. In a return note, the naturalist had concurred. ‘I know the Cheshire,’ he had written. ‘It is a trifle subfusc, but they serve a damn fine pie.’


    James arrived first and took an alcove seat near the fireplace. The floor was covered in sawdust which gave off a resinous smell, and a large ginger cat was curled up asleep in front of the unlit fire. Bewigged, jacketed men sat at other tables, smoking pipes and chatting over their ale. It was indeed shadowy inside the windowless public house, but delicious smells came from beyond the servery. Banks entered a few minutes after the appointed time of noon, stopping inside the entrance and blinking a few times as his eyes adjusted to the reduced light. Spotting James, he strode across the room, grinned, seized his hand and pumped it furiously. ‘Cook! How splendid to see you!’


    ‘Good day to you, Banks.’


    From beneath his heavy eyebrows, Banks’s eyes beamed with pleasure. He appeared not to have shaved, as a shadow of stubble darkened his face and chin. He was wearing a dark green jacket, unbuttoned, with a matching waistcoat with a line of gold buttons. Tied carelessly about his throat was a green silk scarf and the queue of his wig was tied with a matching ribbon.


    James ordered two pints of ale and they were brought across from the servery by the stout, aproned publican. They toasted each other, then drank. As he raised his tankard, James noticed an outsized signet ring on Banks’s left hand, into which was set an oblong of green stone. ‘That ring, Banks,’ he said. ‘Is that by any chance New Zealand jade?’


    Banks presented his hand, the ring uppermost. ‘Well spotted, sir. The stone is indeed from New Zealand. I exchanged it for a handkerchief with that chief at Ship Cove. A bargain indeed. What was the old fellow’s name?’


    ‘To-pa-a.’


    ‘Yes. Quite a character, that old fellow. I had the piece of jade cut and set into the ring by a jeweller in Regent Street.’ He waved his hand. ‘It’s rather splendid, don’t you think?’


    James peered at it. The stone was pale, almost translucent, its setting silver. ‘Yes, it’s a very fine piece. Poe-namu, the New Zealanders call their jade. Remember?’


    ‘Oh yes. And the larger island they call Tovy-poenamu. I cannot wait to return there.’ He was obviously in a state of excitement, his face flushed, his eyes darting about like a peacock’s in a park. Although, James noted, the eyes were pink-rimmed. That, and the stubble, suggested that he had been carousing.


    Banks drank, sighed with satisfaction, then set his tankard down on the table. ‘Excellent. Just the thing.’ He chuckled. ‘A late-night session of the Hellfire Club. I imbibed rather too much port.’


    James arched his eyebrows. ‘And how goes your cataloguing?’


    Banks shrugged. ‘I’ve given most of the work over to Solander. And the King suggested to me that the living plants from my collection be sent to the Royal Gardens at Kew, which will greatly enhance them.’ He drank some more and sighed with satisfaction. ‘I’m having my portrait painted.’


    James thought: more vanity. But he said, ‘By whom?’


    ‘Benjamin West. I’ve had several sittings in his Piccadilly studio.’


    ‘Head and shoulders?’


    ‘Oh no, full length. Standing.’ He grinned. ‘You should see the set-up, Cook, it’s all very South Seas. I put my dogskin cloak around my shoulders—you remember, the one I obtained at Uawa—knotted at the top across my chest, and I hold in my right hand a length of Otaheitian bark cloth. Like this.’ He arranged the hand carefully in front of him. ‘And all around me are more objects from my South Sea collection: a feathered Maori stave, a hewing adze from Raiatea, a canoe paddle from Huahine.’ He licked his lips. ‘I must say, it makes a fine tableau. West thinks the portrait will be finished in another two weeks. I will own the painting, naturally, but there will be copies made, of that I’m sure. There has been such interest in my accounts of the voyage, following my addresses to the Royal Society.’


    James sighed. A reticent man himself, he always found Banks’s open displays of pride and vanity tiresome.


    As if sensing James’s coolness, Banks said airily, ‘Your wife and family, Cook, are they well?’


    ‘They are.’ He paused. ‘Elizabeth was delighted to meet the King.’ But not your lascivious friend Sandwich, he thought.


    Banks nodded. ‘It was I who suggested to Sandwich that the King present you with your commander’s warrant. And both were in agreement with my suggestion.’


    ‘Oh, indeed?’ Since Banks’s remark so obviously invited an expression of gratitude, James was disinclined to provide one. Instead he said, ‘What of your betrothed? Miss Blosset? Have you set a date for your nuptials?’


    Banks’s expression became hooded. ‘The nuptials are abrogated. I have written to the lady, explaining that I now realise my temperament is quite unsuited to marriage.’ He made a transparently insincere face. ‘It would not be fair on her.’


    ‘You wrote to her with this news? You did not visit her to inform her?’


    James’s tone was so reproving that Banks replied with a sharp look. ‘There was little that needed to be said. So I wrote it.’ He looked away. ‘And I have paid her 5000 pounds, in return for her patience during my absence.’


    James winced. Five thousand. The price of rejection. Again he felt, with a jolt, the gulf that lay between Banks and himself. Of class, of upbringing, of means. The man was privilege personified.


    But now the naturalist was again cheery. Eyes gleaming, he said, ‘I cannot wait to return to the South Seas, Cook. Those women in Otaheite. For taste and texture, English cunnies cannot compare.’


    James looked away, abashed. Was this incurable ruttishness something the next expedition would have to constantly contend with?


    Banks continued, ‘Did you read that Solander and myself are to be honoured by Oxford University?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘It was in the newspapers. We are each to receive an honorary doctorate of civil law in recognition of our work on Endeavour. Thirty thousand plant specimens we returned with, most never before seen in the west. There has been nothing like it before. Even the great Swedish botanist, Linnaeus, has written to me, referring to me as “the immortal Banks”.’


    ‘Yes, a remarkable record.’ James had had enough of this boasting. Draining his pint, he said, ‘But my concern is with the next voyage, Banks. There is much preparatory work to carry out.’


    Looking only slightly put out, Banks replied, ‘Yes, of course. I will be meeting with Solander shortly, to discuss our plans.’ He pushed out his bottom lip. ‘We will miss poor Sporing, naturally.’


    James nodded. Herman Sporing was one of the casualties of the ghastly voyage from Batavia to Cape Town earlier in the year, during which 22 men had died, mainly from malaria.


    Setting down his tankard, Banks said: ‘What do you know of the vessels the Naval Board is purchasing for our next voyage?’


    ‘At this stage, only that they are colliers, from the Fishburn yard in Whitby. Where Endeavour was built. Naturally, they will need to be refitted for the voyage. At Deptford dock, I assume.’


    ‘Yes. And the refit will have to be overseen by myself, since I am paying for most of it.’


    James looked him straight in the eye. ‘And since I am to command the ships, I will be consulting with the Naval Board with regard to the specifications required.’


    Banks replied coolly, ‘And when the vessels arrive, I will need to consider the modifications. I intend to commission a substantial retinue, so there will be a need for ample space.’ Lifting his head he sniffed the air like a rabbit. ‘Something smells good. Shall we order pies? I can recommend the venison.’


    They ate heartily, but James declined another ale, since during the afternoon he needed to visit the workshop in Vaughan Way where his maps were being engraved.


    They chatted for another half-hour, mainly reminiscing about the highlights of Endeavour’s voyage. Then Banks wiped his mouth on a napkin and got to his feet. ‘I must be off now. My portrait sitting resumes at three o’clock, and I need to first go home and shave.’ He held out his hand. ‘A great pleasure to see you again, Cook. I look forward to meeting you at the Deptford yard after my vessels arrive there.’


    James stood and nodded, curtly. ‘Goodbye for now, Banks.’


    As he walked through the city streets to the engraver’s, he thought: with his presumptions and insouciance, the man has become close to insufferable. Obviously he already considered himself the de facto commander-in-chief of the next voyage. But at the same time James was not overly worried about this presumed usurpation. Banks’s guts had never learned to cope with the sickness of the sea. Some men’s just couldn’t. A few Atlantic and Pacific Ocean gales would help put him in his place.


    However, in confirmation of James’s opinion of the naturalist’s presumptions, it was only a week later that he read in the press of a legal dispute that had broken out between Banks and Stanfield Parkinson, the older brother of Sydney, the Endeavour’s much-loved and gifted young draughtsman. Aged just 25, Sydney was one of those who had succumbed to malaria in the Indian Ocean. In London, Banks and Stanfield contested the ownership of Sydney’s voyage journal, his drawings and paintings, and his collection of artefacts. Banks insisted they were his; as Sydney’s closest living relative, Stanfield claimed his brother’s estate.


    The dispute was protracted and acrimonious, and reading of it, James was deeply saddened. The case had been foreshadowed by his own dispute with Banks on Endeavour immediately following Sydney’s death. Banks had attempted to seize the young man’s personal journal, only hours after his body had been committed to the sea. Consequently, James’s sympathies lay with Stanfield, and he was gratified when he read that Banks had handed over Sydney’s painting equipment and most of his artefacts to him. And the journal, but only on loan, Banks insisting that Sydney’s writings were his intellectual property because he—Banks—had commissioned the artist for the voyage. When a few weeks later Stanfield had the loaned journal copied and promptly published, it included an introduction excoriating Banks for his improper behaviour, a fact which afforded James wry satisfaction. On Endeavour he had come to regard Sydney almost as another son, and he considered Banks’s seizure of the journal to be both crass and unprincipled. But although he had deliberately not become involved in the regrettable Banks–Parkinson affair, he considered that it did not augur well for the forthcoming voyage. Banks’s public fame was turning him into a rogue lion, and such a rampant creature, James felt certain, could be a liability at sea.


    In the meantime, there were other more pressing matters for him to deal with.


    
      28 NOVEMBER 1771


      I received a commission to command His Majesty’s sloop Drake at this time in the dock at Deptford, burdthen 462 tons to be manned with 110 men including officers & to carry twelve guns: at the same time Captain Tobias Furneaux was appointed to the command of the Raleigh at Woolwich, burdthen, 336 tons, 80 men and ten guns. These two sloops were both built at Whitby by Mr Fishburn, the same as built the Endeavour Bark, the former about fourteen and the latter eighteen months ago, and had just been purchased into the Navy from Captain William Hammond of Hull in order to be sent on discoveries to the South Sea under my directions. The Admiralty gave orders that they should be fitted in the best manner possible, the Earl of Sandwich at this time first Lord interested himself very much in the equipment and he was well seconded by Mr Palliser and Sir Juno Williams, the one Comptroller and the other Surveyor of the Navy. The Victualling Board was also very attentive in procuring the very best of every kind of provisions, in short every department seemed to vie with each other in equipping these two sloops: every standing rule and order in the Navy was dispensed with, every alteration, every necessary and useful article was granted as soon as asked for.

    


    But changes had to be made. The two sloops, originally called the Marquis of Granby and the Marquis of Rockingham, were renamed by the Admiralty in honour of the past English naval heroes, Drake and Raleigh. They were then renamed again, after Philip Stephens pointed out diplomatically to Lord Sandwich that to name the vessels after two Englishmen who had specialised in laying waste to Spanish settlements in the New World would almost certainly cause offence to Spain, with whom the forthcoming expedition may have to cooperate along the way. Sandwich and the other Sea Lords concurred, albeit reluctantly. The ships were now named, hopefully and thematically, and with James’s approbation, Resolution and Adventure.


    Like their now-famous forebear HMB Endeavour, both had the Whitby colliers’ design characteristics: flat bottom, broad floor to their holds, squared-off stern, bluff bow and pronounced tumblehome. Ideal for the stowage of provisions for extended voyages, for sailing into estuaries or for settling upright on the bottom in coastal waters when repairs were required.


    Sailed south from their home port, Resolution was delivered to the dock at Deptford on the south bank of the Thames, and Adventure to nearby Woolwich. There their refits began.

  


  
    Four


    ALTHOUGH JAMES HAD CIRCUMNAVIGATED THE WORLD by sea, the coach journey from London to Great Ayton was the longest land excursion he had ever made. And as Elizabeth had never been further north than Shoreditch, she had never before seen true English countryside. Young James and Nathaniel were to stay with Elizabeth’s mother and stepfather while their parents were away, so after saying their goodbyes to the boys and passing over their presents (‘Don’t open them ’til Christmas morning, mind’), James and Elizabeth boarded a north-bound coach at Charing Cross.


    It was late morning at the end of the first week of December. The day was overcast and a wintry heaviness sagged over the city. The little pond in the back garden at Assembly Row had frozen over and the boys’ quartet of tiny frogs were hibernating on the grass island that their father had placed in the water. As soon as she settled into the coach seat, Elizabeth wrapped her thickest shawl about her shoulders and put one of the two blankets she had brought over her legs. James had paid extra to have the coach for just the two of them, to ensure their privacy on the long journey north.


    The coachman, Harold Hardiman, was a hunched, lugubrious man in his thirties, with a hacking cough. Wrapped in a heavy oilskin cape and wearing a wide-brimmed hat, a grubby scarf lagging his neck, he helped James heft the trunks onto the rack at the rear of the coach and buckle them into place. Then James got in opposite Elizabeth, Hardiman climbed up onto his seat, flicked the reins and the coach and four clattered off in the direction of Highgate.


    Although slushy, the road was straight and solid. After the city was left behind Elizabeth could not suppress her excitement, peering out the window at the fields and spinneys of Hertfordshire. When the coach climbed to the crest of a hill there was a panorama of ploughed fields and gaunt, leafless trees, their branches pointing skyward, as if already imploring spring to return. Just visible behind a blanket of cloud, the sun was surrounded by a glowing nimbus, low on the horizon above the Chilterns.


    ‘The countryside is so lovely,’ Elizabeth exclaimed. James nodded, gratified to see her so enthused. If she loved it now, in winter, what delights she would take in the landscape in spring! Peering out the window, he saw that the land was devoid of any movement, animal or human, and the fields were striped with shadows and a lemony light. It was as though, like the frogs at Assembly Row, the yeomen of England had gone into hibernation. Soon it would be the winter solstice, he realised, after which the sun would begin its slow return journey, bringing a brighter light for his next voyage. A thought which he kept to himself.


    When Hardiman stopped at Luton to water the horses, James and Elizabeth got out, stretched their legs and chatted to the coachman. ‘We’ll make Bedford before nightfall, I’d say, Cap’n,’ he told James, with a shrug of his slumped shoulders. James was surprised at the state of the roads, which were so well maintained that the horses were covering the ground at a steady clip. The turnpike tolls, Hardiman informed him, were used to keep the roads in good order. ‘People bellyache at payin’,’ he sniffed, ‘but a turnpike road’s a good road.’


    From the nearby inn, James had the tin mugs they had brought filled with sugared tea, which he and Elizabeth sipped as the journey resumed. Whitewashed milestones appeared regularly on the roadside, standing out on the verges like the faces of pallid, abandoned children. The hedgerows behind the milestones were bejewelled with holly berries.


    At dusk they stopped at a coaching inn of Hardiman’s preference and spent the night there, Harold feeding and watering the horses, then dossing down in the inn’s stables next to them. James and Elizabeth took their supper in front of a fire, then carried mugs of hot milk up the stairs to their room.


    After rising at daybreak to wash, then taking a hearty breakfast, they drove on through the low-lying shires and forded the icy rivers of Bedford, Northampton and Nottingham. The clouds of the day before had lifted, revealing a weak winter sun that shed a soft light over the fields and copses.


    But by the third day Elizabeth was finding the journey wearying, and in the morning when James woke her she groaned, kept her eyes firmly closed, and reluctantly exchanged the warmth of the inn for the cool and discomfort of the coach.


    At the end of the third day they reached York. There they spent the night in the Golden Fleece, an inn in the shadow of York Minster’s soaring twin-block frontage. ‘It’s like a castle,’ Elizabeth said, staring upward in awe. ‘A golden castle.’


    Next morning they farewelled Hardiman, who was returning to London with four new passengers. James tipped him a shilling and, coughing still, the coachman raised his hat and mumbled his gratitude.


    The next coach, driven by a burly Yorkshireman called Liggins, bore north-east towards Ripon, James on the outside seat beside him while Elizabeth slept below. Talking to the coachman, James found himself lapsing instinctively into his Cleveland dialect and felt oddly comforted by their folksy dialogue. In London, at the Admiralty in particular, he was always self-conscious about his north-country accent and sometimes caught himself thinking he should moderate it. At such times he would reproach himself, thinking he had no reason to be ashamed of the way he spoke. To his way of thinking it was the Londoners who had the strange accent. And wherever you came from, it was all English, after all.


    They had now left the turnpike roads behind, and the difference was brutally evident. The roads of the North Riding—which first followed the valley of the Ouse, then skirted the bleak western edge of the North Yorkshire moors—were rutted and rough. Progress was slow, with the coach lurching and bumping from one pothole to the next. Welcome back to Yorkshire, James thought wryly, listening to Liggins’s curses as he urged the horses up the narrow, rising road which shadowed the moorland.


    Another bend, another listing of the coach. As the horses struggled on upwards, there came an anguished call from below. ‘James, please. Tell the driver to stop.’ He did so, Liggins jerked on the reins and the coach stopped, abruptly.


    His arm around her, James kept the blanket over Elizabeth’s shoulders as she cascaded her breakfast into the ditch. Her stomach emptied, she began to retch, over and over. Feeling her still convulsing, he drew her closer to him. The morning air, driven down the valley by the north-east wind, was bitterly cold. Poor soul, he thought, this is no treat for her. Even he, who had never been ill at sea, had been rendered nauseous by the jerking, bumping motions of the coach. He stooped to speak into her ear. ‘Are you a little better now?’


    She nodded. Her face was pale and glazed with sweat, her hair damp and matted. ‘I’m sorry, James,’ she said miserably. Seeing her shivering, he hugged her and she wiped the spittle from her lips with the handkerchief. He helped her back into the coach. A nearby milestone read ‘17’. Miles to Thirsk, James guessed. Sinking back against the seat, Elizabeth closed her eyes and placed her hands across her stomach. Still with her eyes closed, she said in a low but forceful voice, ‘I do not want to lose another child, James.’


    After Northallerton the road rose steeply, climbing around the moorland, and the horses neighed and shuddered with the strain. Fat snowflakes began to whirl down from the upland. After an hour of struggle they reached a treeless plateau. The land was streaked with snow, wind-driven mist swirled about the coach and the sky had vanished. The road rose, fell, rose and fell again, descending to a hollow.


    As they reached the bottom they felt the coach begin to slide sideways. Elizabeth cried out, James leapt up, braced himself, then held her. The coach slumped heavily, there was a shouted cursing from Liggins, whinnying from the horses, then a lopsided stillness. James pushed up the other door of the coach and he and Elizabeth scrambled out. Standing in the slush, they saw that the right rear wheel of the coach had skidded into a ditch. Liggins stared at the stuck wheel, his face contorted with frustration. ‘Call this a road?’ He swore. ‘No better than a bloody sheep track.’


    After unloading the trunks and levering up the wheel with a log, and with James’s shoulder to the rear and Liggins urging his team forward, they hoisted the wheel out of the ditch. While the recovery was carried out and Liggins and James checked to see that there was no damage to the wheel’s spokes or axle, Elizabeth stood on the snowy verge, gloved hands inside her muff, face red and chafed with the cold. Snowflakes whirled down and alighted on her bonnet and cape so that she took on a ghostly appearance.


    They drove on, climbing higher still, the snowflakes whirling down from the sky like fluttering doves. Liggins squatted dismally, like an abandoned snowman, on his seat. Visibility was limited to a few yards and the snow lay thick on the surrounding hills as the coach bumped and ground its way across the upland. James’s sodden cape hung on a hook beside his seat; Elizabeth lay across the seat, blankets over her, expression wan, eyes closed, her shawled head tipped back.


    At last the road began to descend, from the moorland down to the plain of the Tees and towards Stockton. The snow had stopped falling, replaced by sleet, but as James glimpsed the river between the icy squalls, his spirits lifted. As if recalling a dream, the landscapes and towns of his boyhood gradually materialised. Not far now from Marton, his birthplace, not far from Great Ayton, the village where he had spent his boyhood. It was a relief to the three of them when they drove down into Stockton, where Liggins’s aunt ran the Garrick public house. There they rested and victualled themselves and the horses. As Elizabeth sipped bacon hock broth in front of the inn fire, James put his arm around her. ‘Nearly there, Beth. Just a few more hours. We’ll reach Great Ayton by nightfall.’ She gave him a brave, tired smile.


    Again they changed coaches, this time for a local one which ran from Stockton to Middlesbrough, Great Ayton and Redcar. The way was now level and the sleet had eased.


    As they came closer to their destination, James began to feel apprehensive. Although he had written to his sister Christiana, the only other member of his family who could read and write, letting her know the probable day of their arrival, doubts now assailed him. His father was 77, having already outlived his wife, Grace, by six years. In what state of health was he? How was he coping alone? And the other question which nagged him: how could he begin to explain to his father the way of life that he was devoted to? That he could never leave the sea and return to Great Ayton?


    Fourteen years it had been since he was last here, in 1757. Then he had been in the King’s Navy for a little over a year, and was a mere able seaman. So much had happened since, so many tides of his life had ebbed and flowed. He was now a naval captain and had circumnavigated the world, whereas his father had hardly left Great Ayton, his adopted village. Since leaving Roxburghshire in his native Scotland in 1718, and taking work as a day labourer in Cleveland, then as the hind on Aireyholme farm in Great Ayton, his father had never again crossed the Tees. But in the mid-1750s he had built a cottage in the village with his own hands, helped by money James had sent as part of his mate’s pay on the Whitby collier, Friendship. The local Great Ayton landowner, James’s boyhood patron and his father’s employer, Thomas Skottowe, had granted James and Grace Cook the lease of a parcel of land he owned. James’s father had fired the bricks and tiles for the cottage in a local kiln, then carried and laid them. He had pit-sawn the timber for the cottage’s rafters, staircase and flooring. When he first saw his parents’ completed home, James had thought it a palace compared with the primitive biggin where he and his brothers and sisters had been born. Grace Cook had died in the house, in 1765.


    The coach left Middlesbrough and turned south, and half an hour later entered Great Ayton in fading light. As they passed High Green, James leaned across to Elizabeth. ‘Welcome to Great Ayton.’ Smiling, he added, ‘It’s not really great, but it has its merits.’ He leaned out the window and called up to the coachman. ‘Bridge Street is just before the High Street. And the house we want is the brick cottage, just before the river.’


    ‘Jummy! Jummy!’ His father fell forward into his arms, hugging him so hard that James could clearly feel his big bony frame. Then, clutching him as if drowning, the old man began to weep, in great convulsing sobs. The two men were almost the same height, and when James at last released him and looked directly into his father’s grey eyes, he saw the tears spilling from them. Standing back a little, he said quietly, ‘It’s so good to see you, Pa.’ But he was thinking: how he has aged. His hair, long at the sides and stringy on top, was entirely white. So too were his shaggy eyebrows and side whiskers. His cheeks were lined and deeply sunken, and although he had shaved there were little patches of white on his big chin which the razor had missed. He wore a brown leather jerkin over his flannel shirt.


    James said, ‘You’re looking well, Pa. Fit and well.’


    Still clutching his son’s arms, eyes brimming, the old man said proudly, ‘Aye, still lookin’ after meself, Jummy. Still in me own house.’


    James stood back and gestured towards Elizabeth, who was standing awkwardly beside their luggage at the cottage’s front door. ‘Pa, this is Elizabeth. Elizabeth, my father.’


    While James carried their trunks upstairs, his father proudly showed his daughter-in-law over the cottage: the parlour where a coal fire was burning in the grate, the adjoining scullery, the two upstairs bedrooms. The house was warmly welcoming, its two levels connected by a staircase which led up from one corner of the parlour. The parlour itself was furnished simply with a hand-hewn oak table, four chairs—one a rocker—and a large sideboard. There was a four-paned window high on one wall. A mat of woven rush covered the floorboards, and on either side of the fireplace were double, high-backed seats into which James and Elizabeth sank gratefully. Over the fire hung an oval iron pot which was giving off an appetising smell. ‘What’s in the pot, Mr Cook?’ asked Elizabeth keenly, leaning forward and twitching her nose.


    ‘A rabbit stew. Not knowing quite when yerr’d be arriving, I’ve had it cookin’ ferr two days.’ He chuckled. ‘And none of this “Mr Cook” business, lassie. Call me Pa.’ He went over to the sideboard. ‘Now, you’ll have a wee dram, both of you?’


    James nodded. ‘I will. Elizabeth?’ She shook her head.


    ‘Tea, then?’ asked her father-in-law, and she nodded. ‘Please.’


    With a hand that James immediately noticed had a distinct tremor, his father poured two generous measures of whisky into a pair of tin mugs, then set a blackened kettle on a hob in the fireplace. As James watched the old man fussing about, hesitating between movements to consider his next action, he was gratified to see that apart from his shaking hands and the fact that he moved clumsily, he seemed as strong as ever, although his clothes—bally woollen shirt, worn trousers and knitted socks through which each of his big toes and a horny yellow nail protruded—had obviously seen better days.


    While they sat in front of the fire and reported on their journey to him, the old man sat in the rocking-chair and sipped his whisky, his still-lively eyes flicking from his son to his daughter-in-law and back again. When Elizabeth mentioned shyly that she was expecting another child next summer, his eyes widened with delight, although she forbore to tell him anything of the ones she had lost. Then, tilting his head to one side, James’s father turned to him and said, eagerly, ‘Christiana read us the news-sheet stories about yerr voyage round the world, Jummy. About that Venus and the Sun business at O-tahee-tee, and the new lands you found in the South Sea.’ He chuckled. ‘What a carry-on, eh?’


    James smiled. ‘I found no new lands, Pa. But I did chart the ones that others had found.’


    Momentarily the old man looked confused. Then, leaning forward, he looked his son up and down. ‘So tell me this now, Jummy. Yerr an officer in the King’s Navy.’ He frowned, and his tangled eyebrows came together. ‘So, why aren’t yerr wearin’ yerr officer’s uniform?’


    Although it remained bitterly cold, and was only light from mid-morning until mid-afternoon, that was long enough for James to show Great Ayton to Elizabeth. High and Low Green, the river Leven—which he explained flowed eventually into the Tees—and the 12th-century village church, All Saints, in whose graveyard his mother and his five siblings were interred. From the churchyard James pointed into the misty distance at the high mound of Roseberry Topping, which he told her he had often climbed as a boy. Then, as they were leaving the graveyard, James noticed a freshly dug grave and stopped and stared at its shiny new headstone. Startled, he read its inscription. ‘Thomas Skottowe, 1695–1771. Lord of the Manor for Great Ayton, Beloved of His Family, Friends and Tenants’. He turned back to Elizabeth. ‘My father’s landlord and employer. We lived in his biggin.’ He paused. ‘Mr Skottowe was the man who allowed me an education, who arranged for my grocer’s apprenticeship in Staithes. Were it not for him, I would never have left this village. Thomas Skottowe changed my life, Beth.’


    Three days after they arrived, James’s two married sisters, Christiana and Margaret, came to the village. Another reunion followed, and an introduction to Elizabeth, the sister-in-law whom neither Christiana nor Margaret had met. James barely recognised his sisters, it had been so long since they had all been together. He and Christiana had corresponded sporadically over the years, but only when she sent him family death notices: of little William, their older brother John and their mother Grace. But to James his sisters were now like strangers, only dimly remembered, and he found himself feeling strangely wary of them. Apart from his mother and Elizabeth, he had not been close to any other women. He knew too that he was now a quite different person—almost unrecognisable, even to himself—from that callow youth who had left Great Ayton over 20 years ago. But regardless of this, he was determined now to get to know these women who shared his flesh and blood but from whom he had so long been separated. It was a filial obligation, he decided, that he owed both his father and his deceased mother.


    Now 40 and childless, Christiana Cocker was tall and thin-lipped, with greying hair. She lived with her shop assistant husband in Middlesbrough, where she worked as a governess. Remembering that her hair had once been auburn, James was surprised to see that it had turned so grey. She wore it tied back severely, in a bun. Margaret Fleck was much jollier. Not yet 30, she was already the mother of five children. She was broad-hipped, with long fair hair and cheeks as round and red as ripe apples. Christiana and Margaret took lodgings at the King’s Head, an inn in the village, but prepared and ate their meals with the rest of the family in their father’s cottage.


    Two days after Christiana and Margaret arrived, when James and his sisters were walking back to the house after visiting their mother’s grave, Christiana said to her brother, ‘Margaret and I have been talking about Pa, James. We feel he cannot live in Great Ayton much longer.’


    James stopped abruptly. ‘Why not? He is well, is he not?’


    Christiana’s mouth pursed. ‘For the time being, yes. But he’s an old man, and all alone. If he should have a fall—’ She drew her shawl more tightly around her shoulders.


    ‘And he looks like a scarecrow, in those old clothes,’ Margaret added. She clicked her tongue. ‘As for the scullery—’


    ‘Yes, it’s filthy,’ said Christiana primly. ‘Stale food and milk on the shelves.’


    ‘And there are cockroaches,’ said Margaret. She shook her head. ‘It was never like that when Ma was alive.’


    James said nothing. He too was aware of the state of the scullery. If it had been a galley he would have ordered it scrubbed out with vinegar. But it was not a galley, and it was their father’s prerogative, surely, to live as he wished in his own house.


    Margaret said firmly, ‘We think Papa should come and live with my family, in Redcar.’


    James frowned. ‘Have you consulted your husband about this idea?’


    Margaret nodded. ‘Yes. He is in agreement. And there is room. He suggests that Papa sells the cottage.’


    Instinctively assuming his quarterdeck stance, James put his hands behind his back. He said coolly, ‘And have you put this suggestion to Pa?’


    Christiana smiled, rather slyly. ‘No. We thought that as his only surviving son, and the eldest one, that is your responsibility.’


    Well used to commanding men, James now found himself feeling distinctly discomfited in this female presence. His sisters were, in effect, ordering him to carry out this duty. They made a formidable pair. After a reflective few moments he said, ‘And if Pa refuses to leave Great Ayton?’


    Margaret replied, ‘If you put it to him clearly, he will see the advantages in leaving. He cannot be allowed to stay here much longer at his great age and in his infirm condition.’


    Although James grunted his assent, he thought, if it were me, I would not leave. He said to his sisters, ‘I’ll put the suggestion to him, but not yet. We don’t want to spoil his Christmas.’


    Christiana collected some sprigs of mistletoe which grew on the willows beside the river, and hung them above the parlour door. On Christmas Eve the family all traipsed through the snow to All Saints, wrapped up against the cold, their father wearing his heaviest jacket and sturdiest boots. The Cooks sat together in a pew near the front of the church. During his address the frock-coated minister, the Reverend Hubertson, greeted the Cook family personally from the pulpit. ‘And in particular we welcome a famous son of our village, the great world voyager, Captain James Cook.’


    After the service, in front of the church, several elderly people who remembered James approached and greeted him warmly. ‘We read of your voyage in the papers,’ one old man told him proudly. ‘Yerr’ve put Great Ayton on the map, Mr Cook,’ an old lady said, touching his sleeve affectionately. ‘It’s Captain Cook, Annie,’ her husband scolded.


    James was touched by these sentiments. News of his naval career had evidently been followed closely in the village, and as he chatted he took quiet satisfaction from the fact that here at least his achievements had not been arrogated by Joseph Banks.


    On Christmas morning gifts were exchanged at the cottage. James presented Elizabeth with a small pendant of New Zealand greenstone and his father with a Maori war club, carved from whalebone, which he had exchanged for an axe in Queen Charlotte Sound. After James told him it was called a ‘paa-too’, and explained the club’s provenance to him, the old man waved it about delightedly. ‘If any highwayman holds up a coach I’m in, I’ll use this to do ’im in!’ Elizabeth gave James a thick scarf of grey wool she had knitted. After the gift-giving they dined on the goose, roast vegetables and plum puddings which the sisters had brought in hampers with them and cooked at the cottage. Afterwards the whisky decanter was brought out.


    But throughout the festivities James was bothered by the matter of what he had been deputed to tell his father, so much so that he felt his old hand wound—the one he had received from an exploding powder horn in Newfoundland in 1764—beginning its unwelcome, nagging throb.


    After the women had retired upstairs to recover from the lengthy midday meal, James and his father remained downstairs, chatting and sipping their spirits. Again James recounted stories from his world voyage, including nearly losing Endeavour on the reef of New Holland in June 1770. His father listened spellbound, shaking his head in disbelief and muttering, ‘Och, Jummy, what a to-do, what a to-do.’


    He got up to pour more coal from the scuttle onto the fire. As he did so he stumbled. Nuggets of coal tumbled onto the hearth, and he lurched backwards. Springing up, James took him under the arm and guided him back to his rocker. When he had settled and was breathing evenly again, James seized the chance. He said quietly, ‘Pa, we need to talk. About your future.’


    The old man looked up quickly. ‘My future? What d’yerr mean?’


    ‘Christiana and Margaret, and myself, think that the time has come for you to leave this place.’


    The old man’s eyes bulged. ‘Leave? What’s this daft talk?’


    James swallowed. ‘This has been a fine home for you, Pa, but the time has come for you to be cared for.’


    His father fired his reply like a fusillade. ‘I can care for mess-self!’


    James nodded sympathetically, having anticipated this response. ‘I know. For now. But soon it will be too much. It’s hard for you, keeping the house going by yourself. Cooking, washing, fetching the coal. You could fall and injure yourself, and no one would know.’


    His father held up his big, calloused hands. ‘I built this house with these.’ And in a tone of quiet defiance, added, ‘And these hands will look after me, still.’


    James took a very deep breath. ‘Margaret has said you can go and live with her. In Redcar.’


    ‘She has five bairns. There would not be room for me.’


    ‘She assures me that there will be. It’s a large house, she says. You would have your own room. And with the money from the sale of this house, you could have your own capital to live on. Buy a few luxuries for yourself.’ But after he said it James wondered, what luxuries could these be?


    There was a long silence. His father sipped his whisky, his eyes flicking from side to side, worriedly. James felt sorry for him, conscious of his dilemma. At last the old man put his whisky down, then said in a trembling voice, ‘Margie’s husband’s a good man. He’s called James an’ all.’


    It was a kind of decision, James thought.

  


  
    Five


    TWO DAYS AFTER CHRISTMAS JAMES, MARGARET and Elizabeth took a coach to the coastal town of Redcar, 15 miles away. There they met James Fleck, a fisherman, and his and Margaret’s five children. Fleck was swarthy-faced with curly black hair, a beard and a ring through each ear, so that he looked more like a pirate than a fisherman. But he was an affable fellow, and as another man of the sea James warmed to him. The Flecks’ house—which James Fleck had inherited from his parents—was right beside the harbour and was indeed spacious. Chatting to his nieces and nephews—two boys and three girls—James and Elizabeth both concluded that the suggestion that Papa move there was a practical one. Here he would be well looked after and could watch his grandchildren growing.


    James and Elizabeth had taken a room at a local inn, the Yorkshire Lass, and by day they took walks on the long, windswept beach beside the town. Staring out to sea, observing the chopped waves and feeling the keen north wind on his face, James felt a longing to be upon it again. Its briny tang was like an intoxicant to him. He felt nostalgia too, being back on this coast. This was the very sea upon which he had trained for his merchant seaman’s rating, where he had learned his ropes as a young man on Whitby cats. He had sailed the collier Friendship past the mouth of the Tees—whose turbulent bar he could discern in the distance—many times. The German Ocean was like an old friend, a disorderly one, but a valued friend still.


    However, this was the first time Elizabeth had seen the sea, and its power and immensity disturbed her. The only seawater she had seen until now was a flowing tide in the Thames.


    Averting her eyes, she kept her gaze landward and drew her shawl more tightly about her and the bonnet tied firmly under her chin. ‘It frightens me, James, the sea.’


    ‘How so?’


    ‘The endlessness of it. And the waves.’ He felt her shudder. ‘They are like wild creatures.’


    He drew her closer. ‘You need not be frightened. You need not go upon it.’


    She raised her face to his, and her brow creased. ‘Yes, but you go upon it. And now that I have seen it, and know its power, I worry that when next you do, it will—’ She did not continue.


    Knowing that there was little he could say that would console her, James hugged her and they walked on. Two gulls pecking at a fish carcass, and each other, rose reluctantly into the air as they approached. They stepped around a wrack of seaweed entangled with the remnants of a fishing net. Within the crook of his arm, James felt Elizabeth shivering and was aware that it was not just from the cold. The sea had come between them before, and doubtless would do so again. But the ocean pathway was the one he had chosen and there could be no taking a different path. A lubberly life was unthinkable to him.


    They continued along the pebbly strand, his arm still around her to protect her from the bitter wind. The sky was dead grey, the sea murky green. Instinctively, James kept looking up and sniffing the wind. Nor-nor-east, ten knots, gusting to about 15. Satisfactory for a southerly course to the Downs, but standing well off from the Wash. There were no colliers at sea at this time of the year, though. They would all be laid up in Whitby until at least February.


    As they walked on, Elizabeth staring straight ahead, James’s eyes kept straying seaward. Even here in Yorkshire, surrounded by his family, his thoughts kept returning to London, and to Deptford in particular. How were the refits progressing? Would the Naval Board agree to his latest requests? Who would Banks and Sandwich appoint as the expedition’s astronomer? Would Harrison’s new timekeeper be completed by the time the ships sailed? But he kept these considerations to himself, knowing that the expression of them would only remind Elizabeth of his planned departure, and induce another melancholia in her.


    Breaking the long silence, he said, ‘We must go next to Whitby, Beth, to visit my old employer, John Walker. I would like you to meet him. And other old friends there.’


    ‘I cannot go,’ she replied firmly.


    He stopped, and stared down at her. ‘Why not?’


    She looked up at him, her expression set. ‘I cannot contemplate another coach journey.’


    ‘Whitby is not far. It cannot compare to London. Or even to York.’


    ‘I know. But the child—’ She put her arms across her midriff, held them there, then looked up at him imploringly. ‘I do not mean to sound feeble, but all this coaching, in my condition, has been a trial to me. I do not look forward to the return journey.’ She smiled tightly. ‘You go. I’ll remain here and prepare for our return to London.’


    The coach took North Yorkshire’s cliff-top road, passing through villages James only half-remembered on its 30-mile journey: Boulby, Hinderwell, Raithwaite. The road then descended steeply to the coastal enclave that was Whitby, with its shops, houses, boatyards, warehouses and chandleries clustered along the river Esk. A number of bare-poled sloops were at anchor in the estuary. Atop the hill opposite was the gaunt ruin of the abbey. Staring about, noting Whitby’s well-remembered features, James was inundated with memories. This town, he knew, would always hold a special place in his heart. Carrying his rucksack, he walked along the embankment, across the bridge that connected the riverbanks, then up to Grape Lane.


    The house was just as he remembered it: three-storeyed, grey stone, slate-roofed, the panelled front door black-lacquered. He rapped its knocker three times. Moments later it was opened by an elderly bonneted figure with a deeply seamed face and grey eyes. When she saw who was on the doorstep the face and eyes lit up. ‘Oh, honey James, how glad I is to see thee!’


    Removing his tricorn, James bowed. ‘Mistress Prowd. It’s so good to see you, too. After all these years.’


    A male figure appeared behind her, and declared in admonishing tones, ‘Mary Prowd, mind your manners! “Honey James”? He’s an officer now, in the King’s Navy!’


    His old teacher and employer stepped forward. ‘James, James Cook. Welcome back.’


    ‘Sir, thank you. It’s very good to be here.’


    They shook hands vigorously. John Walker was shorter and stouter, his cheeks and nose more veined. His shoulders sagged and his wig seemed rather too large for his head. But in other respects he had not changed: his green eyes were as sharp and penetrating as ever.


    As Mistress Prowd fussed about them in the ship-owner’s study, bringing them tea and carrot cake, the two men covered the events of the last 16 years since James had exchanged his career in the merchant marine service—in defiance of Walker’s advice—for one in the Royal Navy. Over the ensuing years, James had written regularly to his mentor, sending him letters from London, Plymouth, Halifax and St Johns. And this evening James presented Walker with a memento from his world voyage—a carved whalebone tiki he had bartered for from a Maori chief in Queen Charlotte Sound. Walker held the lovely object up in wonder. ‘All the way from the other side of the world. Thank you, James, thank you.’


    Sipping his tea, the ship-owner smiled and said, a trifle ruefully, ‘I have to admit, James, that your decision to leave the mercantile service was the right one. Your achievements have been remarkable.’ He shook his head in wonder. ‘I read in a newspaper that you have even had an audience with the King.’


    James nodded. ‘His Majesty was greatly interested in Endeavour’s voyage.’


    ‘Understandably so.’ Walker eased himself in his chair. ‘And I also read that you are to command a second voyage. Tell me about it.’


    They talked well into the night, after Mistress Prowd brought them supper. James was pleased that he had come. He could never forget Whitby, or not express his gratitude to this man who had taught him so much, whose vessels he had worked on from here to Tyneside, the London docks and the fiords of Scandinavia. John Walker’s Quaker integrity, too, had been absorbed into James’s philosophy, even though they had disagreed about the morality of war. While Walker detested armed combat as a way of solving political differences, James had argued that England’s sovereignty must always be defended when it was threatened. However, now that the Paris Treaty of 1756 had brought an end to conflict with France, and with Britain’s trade and commerce prospering, there was no mention of war or anti-war by either man. The Walkers were dedicated men of commerce, trade flowing through their veins as strongly as the German Ocean tides.


    ‘What is now to become of Endeavour?’ Walker asked, aware that she was originally a Whitby collier, the Earl of Pembroke.


    ‘She’s being refitted. Although she served me well, she took a fearful battering over the last year. She’ll now carry stores to the Falkland Islands, I’ve heard it said around the docks.’ James took another mouthful of cake, then added, ‘But be assured, sir, the two ships we’ll take on the next voyage are also Whitby-built.’


    Walker nodded. ‘Yes, I met the officials from the Navy Board last month at the Fishburn yard. They were overseeing the purchase of the Marquis of Granby and the Marquis of Rockingham. I know them. Both fine vessels, James.’


    ‘They will need to be. The Great Southern Ocean will test the strongest ships.’


    ‘Yes.’ Walker stood up. It was after 11 o’clock. ‘Well, I’ll turn in now. Your old room is ready for you, and Mistress Prowd has put a warming pan in the bed.’ He held out his hand again. ‘It’s been a pleasure to talk, James. Good night.’


    Lying once again in the narrow bed that he had slept in for nine years, staring at a sliver of new moon through the dormer window, James thought how important this place had been to him. Not just his maritime training—the knowledge he had acquired of navigation, lunar tables, ship construction, rigging and all the rest of it—but the personal example that John Walker and the other members of Whitby’s Society of Friends had set. Although James did not share their religious beliefs—preferring now to think of himself as what was known by the Enlightenment men as a ‘humanist’—he respected the Quakers’ unshakeable integrity, temperance and sense of honour. He had modelled his own behaviour to a large extent on that of his former employer. The maritime service—whether merchant or Royal Navy—needed more men like John Walker, James concluded as he drifted off to sleep.


    After seeing in the New Year of 1772 with Walker and his family, and visiting other old friends in Whitby, James returned by coach to Redcar. From there he and Elizabeth farewelled the Fleck family and returned to Great Ayton. After further discussions, James’s father agreed to sell his cottage and move to Redcar, the knowledge that he would perhaps have 50 pounds of his own—a small fortune—evidently outweighing his emotional attachment to the house.


    ‘I could buy a grandfather clock,’ he told James and Elizabeth. ‘I’ve always hankered after having a grandfather clock. A big ’un that chimes the hours.’


    James smiled and nodded his approval. That would be a fine luxury for the old fellow.


    With the New Year less than a week old, they said their farewells to the folk of North Yorkshire and began the long journey back to London. Although the coach made several breaks during their four days on the road, these were not enough to prevent Elizabeth from feeling unwell for most of the journey. And when at last they reached home and were reunited with little James and Nathaniel, she wept with relief.

  


  
    Six


    JAMES SPENT THE LONG DARK JANUARY DAYS in the upstairs study at Number 7, Assembly Row, working by lamplight to painstakingly complete his journals and charts from Endeavour’s voyage. Over that same period the London newspapers continued to ‘foam at the mouth’, as James put it to Elizabeth, about the forthcoming South Seas expedition, and specifically, about Joseph Banks’s role in it.


    ‘Look at this, Beth.’ He handed her the copy of the London Chronicle. It was headed, ‘Famous Naturalist Prepares for the Great Southern Continent’ and sub-headed, ‘Joseph Banks Finalises Plans for His Second World Circumnavigation’.


    Sitting beside the parlour fire, she read the story, her face becoming creased with concern. Then she looked up and said, ‘There is scarcely a mention of you, James. It is as if Mr Banks will be commanding the ship.’


    ‘Both ships, more like. And did you read about his, what is the word? For the others he will be bringing with him?’


    Elizabeth’s eyes returned to the page. ‘His “retinue”?’


    ‘Yes. His retinue will include 12 servants and secretaries—and flugelhorn players.’


    ‘What is a flugelhorn?’


    ‘I have no idea, but I’m sure that a ship doesn’t need one. A foghorn, yes, but not whatever the other sort is.’ His exasperation mounting, he said, ‘Both ships are sloops, formerly colliers. There will be no accommodation for such luxuries.’ He snorted. ‘Banks seems to have forgotten that the expedition is a scientific one, not a floating concert hall.’


    Elizabeth continued to peer at the story. ‘It says here that Mr Banks will be bringing Dr Solander and Dr James Lind. I know that Dr Solander was with you on Endeavour, but who is Dr Lind?’


    ‘A Scotsman. The namesake of the one who wrote a book on the likely causes of scurvy. I have no quarrel with his presence, or Solander’s.’


    She looked down again. ‘And Johann Zoffany?’


    ‘A portrait painter. From Germany.’ James grunted. ‘I don’t know him. But we will need an artist, that I concede. But hornists? And 16 servants? Who does Banks think he is, the Lord Mayor of London?’ Getting to his feet, he picked up the poker. ‘I need to talk to Hugh Palliser again,’ he said, thrusting the iron deep into the glowing coals.


    ‘Cook, how are you?’


    ‘A little chilly, but otherwise well.’


    ‘Splendid. Please sit. I’ve ordered coffee.’ Palliser indicated a seat at an alcove a little way along from the fireplace, beneath a large oil painting of an East Indiaman in full sail, the Jack flying at her stern.


    A coal fire was burning in the grate at Will’s coffee house, suffusing the room with smoky warmth. Several frock-coated men sat at other tables, sucking on pipes, reading newspapers or chatting. Outside, the city air was icy, and James had taken a hackney to Charing Cross rather than his customary walk along the river. He removed his tricorn, cape and scarf, and hung them on a stand by the fire but kept his naval jacket on.


    The two men took seats opposite each other in the alcove. Palliser’s pipe rested in an ash tray on the table between them. He too wore his naval uniform, his dress jacket buttoned to the neck. The jacket bulged at the midriff, James noticed, and his cheeks and nose had a rosy hue. Life ashore must be proving agreeable to him, he thought. The serving girl placed their coffees on the table then moved away. Lacing his fingers, Palliser leaned back in his seat, his expression sombre as well as curious. ‘You said in your note that what we needed to talk about was urgent.’


    ‘It is.’


    ‘Let me guess what it is about.’


    ‘Guess away.’


    Palliser flicked his eyebrows. ‘A certain naturalist and his plans?’


    James nodded. ‘You’ve read in the broadsheets of his demands?’


    ‘I did not need to read about them in the broadsheets, I’ve been coping with them at the Admiralty.’ He harrumphed in irritation. ‘Philip Stephens and I get more demands from Banks by the week. Last week I took him down the river to Deptford to inspect Resolution. When we had completed our tour of the ship and were standing dockside, he looked at her and declared, “This vessel will not do. She must be replaced.”’


    James leaned forward. ‘Replaced? Why?’


    ‘He said she is too small. He demanded a frigate.’


    James let his arms drop to his sides. Fixing Palliser with a firm gaze, he said, ‘You did not acquiesce to his demand, surely.’


    Palliser laughed mirthlessly. ‘Have no fear of that. I reminded Banks that you had recommended the purchase of both Resolution and Adventure, and that the Navy Board had authorised their acquisition and their refits. I said that there was no possibility of obtaining a bigger ship. Or ships.’


    ‘Good. Banks has to be stood up to. Otherwise he will declare himself master and commander of both vessels.’


    ‘However—’ Palliser’s expression became hooded. ‘There will be modifications made to Resolution.’


    ‘Modifications? Of what nature?’


    ‘Banks insisted that another deck be added. That her waist be raised. And that the poop deck be lifted too.’ He added, with obvious embarrassment, ‘To accommodate his entourage.’


    For a few moments James was speechless. Then, leaning forward, he said, ‘You told him that was out of the question, I presume.’


    ‘I did.’


    ‘Good.’ James gave a low laugh of relief. ‘What he proposed was ludicrous. The expense alone. It would have cost a king’s ransom.’


    Picking up his pipe, Palliser began to fiddle with it. Then, avoiding James’s eyes, he said flatly, ‘The modifications are going ahead. There will be a top hamper added to Resolution and her poop will be raised. The carpenters begin work on her next week.’


    ‘But you said—’


    ‘I said no to Banks’s demands.’ Palliser exhaled defeatedly. ‘But the First Lord overruled me. And overruled Stephens, who agreed with me.’ He gave James a telling look. ‘Banks and Sandwich are as thick as thieves. As I’m sure you know full well.’


    There was a long pause as the implications of this sank in. Then James asked, acidly, ‘Is Banks meeting the cost of these additions?’


    ‘Yes. It will run to several thousands, but he is paying for it all.’ He grunted. ‘So it was easy for Sandwich to persuade the other Sea Lords to agree to Banks’s demands.’


    They talked for another half-hour. Palliser reported that the naturalist’s party continued to swell. There would now be 16 servants joining the expedition and the flugelhorn players were confirmed. Banks had also invited Dr Samuel Johnson and his confidante James Boswell to come along on the voyage and document it. Listening to it all, James began to feel intensely dispirited. Banks was assuming more and more authority, knowing that he would be supported by his crony, Sandwich. It was not unlikely, he thought, that the formerly unthinkable could eventuate—that Banks would seek to assume command of the voyage, thereby making James’s position untenable. Already he felt, after hearing Palliser’s report, that he was losing whatever control he may have held over the expedition. He concluded, dejectedly, ‘If a new deck is to be added to Resolution, it will take weeks of work. So we cannot now hope to set sail in March.’


    Palliser nodded. ‘True. The departure will be sorely delayed.’ He picked up his pipe and tamped the bowl fiercely with his thumb. Looking down, he said, ‘I’m sorry about all this, Cook. None of it is your fault.’


    In spite of the frigid wind, James decided to walk home. Hat crammed on, cape collar turned up, he walked past Billingsgate and on towards Tower Hill. The London sky was slate-grey and the air was filled with drifts of coal smoke. Although the east wind was even more cutting, he ignored the cold, his mind seething with the implications of what Palliser had reported. The expedition could be imperilled by all this. Or, at the very least, delayed for weeks. Then, seeking to salvage some consolation from these maddening developments, he thought: our new child is expected in August. So I may yet be here for its arrival, which will be of comfort to Elizabeth.

  


  
    Seven


    A FORTNIGHT LATER JAMES TOOK A FERRY downriver to Deptford. Alighting at the wharf, then walking along to the naval dock, he stared at what was happening to Resolution. She was marooned in the graving dock like a stranded whale. Dozens of men—shipwrights and carpenters, aproned and betooled—swarmed along the dock and over her decks, hauling timber from carts, swinging it aboard with the aid of triangular shears, sawing planks and hammering frames and strakes into place. A burly, bearded man—the foreman, James assumed—was shouting orders at the carpenters while also directing the unloading of the timber. Sharing the dock with the workers was a crowd of onlookers—men, women and children—braving the cold and rain to witness the spectacle of Resolution’s well-publicised transformation. James stayed at the back of the crowd. Hatted, caped and wearing civilian clothes, he merged with the others. No one here knew who he was, no one knew he had commanded a ship that had sailed around the world, no one knew that he was the person who would command the ship they were all watching being converted to a rich man’s plaything.


    Still observing from a distance, James scarcely recognised the sloop’s profile. Her mizzen and mainmast had been removed to allow the top hamper to be added. The raised frame of her poop was out of all proportion to the foredeck, while her waist was now so high that it was almost level with the bow. And where now would the helm be? And how would the mainmast and mizzen be stepped? They were busy converting, he thought, a pit pony into a camel.


    As he observed this frenetic scene, another ferry appeared from upriver, pulled by six sailors. As it came closer to the dock, James saw several figures standing in the boat. They all wore fashionably coloured jackets and tricorns. One of them, taller than the others, had his foot up jauntily on the prow. His jacket was sulphur yellow, the cuffs elaborate, and his hat was tucked under his left arm. Two elegantly-gowned and wigged women sat on a thwart in the centre of the ferry. In front of James, the crowd became excited as someone recognised the leading figure. ‘That’s Joseph Banks!’ exclaimed a young man. A ripple of excitement went through the spectators. ‘Which one’s ’im?’ asked a stout, shawled woman.


    ‘The one wiv the yeller coat,’ said the young man, knowingly. ‘That’s the famous naturalist Joseph Banks.’ Unwilling to bear any more, James moved away.


    It was Elizabeth who found a report of the visit in the following day’s London Chronicle. They were sitting in the parlour after supper, having put the boys to bed. Elizabeth brought the paper closer to the lamplight. ‘James, listen to this. “The eminent naturalist Joseph Banks yesterday took a party of prominent Londoners to visit the additions to his ship, Resolution, at the naval dockyard in Deptford. The party included the First Sea Lord, Lord Sandwich and his friend Miss Ray, the painter Johann Zoffany, the French ambassador Comte de Guines, the distinguished Shakespearean actor David Garrick and the eminent botanist Dr Daniel Solander. Work on the additions to the ship was halted for several hours while Mr Banks showed his guests over the vessel, pointing out the cabins where his entourage for the forthcoming world circumnavigation will be accommodated. After the visit to Deptford the party returned to the city by ferry, where they dined as the guests of Mr Banks at his house in Soho Square.”’


    She offered the paper to James, who waved it away. ‘I saw the event, Beth. I have no wish to read about it.’ He scowled. ‘Banks has his retinue, I have my crew. That is what I am concerned about.’ He went to her and knelt in front of her chair. Placing a hand on her arm he said, ‘At least the delay affords me more time with you and our boys.’


    Placing a hand on her swelling belly, Elizabeth said, ‘Do you wish this one to be a girl, James?’


    ‘I do. Our daughter was irreplaceable, but another would compensate.’


    ‘That is my earnest hope, too. Another little Elizabeth.’


    ‘And if it is a boy?’


    ‘I have given that possibility some thought.’ She put her hand on his. ‘In honour of our King, and in thanks for his kindness towards us, I thought: George.’


    James nodded.


    There was a long silence, then she said, ‘I’m grateful, in a way, to Banks and his additions. They are keeping you with me for longer than I had hoped.’


    He smiled, tightly. Again he felt torn. He was needed here, by his wife, by his sons, by the new child. But he was also needed by his King and the Admiralty, to be at sea, to fulfil his sworn duties. This remained an insoluble dilemma.


    March came and went. April brought longer days and spring rain. The modifying of Resolution continued to drag on. Compounding his frustration, James was informed by the Admiralty that her companion vessel Adventure lay at anchor in Plymouth harbour, refitted and ready to sail. She would be under the command of Tobias Furneaux, who had served as second lieutenant on Samuel Wallis’s Dolphin during her world circumnavigation of 1766–1768. James received three letters from Furneaux in Plymouth, repeatedly asking when the expedition would be setting sail. James’s replies were terse. The refit of Resolution continued.


    To assuage his irritation at the enforced delay, James spent the weeks detailing the provisioning of the ships, discussing aspects of the voyage with Admiralty officials and interviewing the men he wished to join him in the officers’ quarters. Favouring two who had served him well on Endeavour, he invited Charles Clerke and Dick Pickersgill to be his second and third officers, and asked Hugh Palliser’s very experienced cousin, Robert Cooper, to be his First Officer. All three agreed eagerly. But as April melted into May, there was little more that he could do but wait, and read, wait and read. He devoured translations of the journals of those who had preceded him in the Great Southern Ocean, the Dutchman Sebald de Weert and the Frenchman Jean-Baptiste Lozier Bouvet, along with those of the flamboyant English explorer, John (‘Mad Jack’) Byron.


    At last, on 14 May, the modified Resolution was ready for her sea trial. With a senior naval officer on board as well as the pilot, she sailed on the tide from Deptford, bound for the Downs.


    She didn’t make it past the Nore, on the south side of the Thames estuary. In exposed waters, whenever the wind caught her topsails, the vessel heeled alarmingly and proved impossible to get back onto an even keel. Resolution had become the very opposite of her proud name. The pilot immediately ordered her back into the estuary. In his report to the Naval Board—rushed to Captain Palliser at Whitehall—the officer aboard Resolution described her as ‘an exceedingly dangerous and unsafe ship’. Without bothering to inform Banks, Palliser and the Naval Board immediately ordered that the vessel be dispatched to the yard in nearby Sheerness and the additional decks demolished.


    The startling news was conveyed to James at Assembly Row in a note from Palliser. As soon as he received it, James arranged to meet with him again at Wills’s coffee house. After discussing the latest dramatic turn of events, James concluded to his naval colleague, ‘I can understand a lubberly fellow like Banks not knowing what he was doing by adding more decks, but Sandwich—the King’s First Sea Lord—should certainly have foreseen what would happen.’ He shook his head in disbelief. ‘Did he not recall what happened to the Vasa?’


    Palliser looked blank. ‘I don’t know what you mean. Please explain.’


    James gave him a sharp look. Did none of these people read naval histories? ‘I thought you would have read of her,’ he said. ‘Vasa was a Swedish man-o’-war, built in the 17th century. A giant she was, over two 220 feet long. A thousand oaks were felled to build her.’


    ‘But what of it?’


    ‘She set out from Stockholm on her maiden voyage in 1628. She was less than a mile on the water when a gust of wind caught her. Foolishly designed, she rolled on her larboard side, took on water through her cannon ports and went straight to the bottom, in hundreds of fathoms. Many sailors were drowned.’


    ‘Good Lord.’


    James gave him a meaningful look. ‘Vasa was top-heavy. As Resolution became after Banks’s additions.’ He clenched his right fist. ‘The fools should have known.’


    Palliser became flushed with embarrassment. ‘And I should not have allowed Banks to have his way.’


    When Banks received word of what had happened, he went directly by coach to Sheerness. In the yard there, he saw immediately that the demolition—always a much faster process than construction—was well under way. A battalion of carpenters and shipwrights again swarmed over Resolution, this time tearing apart the added decks. Jemmies were at work, claw hammers were tearing out nails, planks were being prised from their framework, the superstructure was being sawn apart. The air was filled with the violent sounds of smashing and graunching. Discarded timber was tossed overboard, revealing the ship’s original bones.


    Banks watched from the dock, rendered speechless by the scene. Then, aware that his dreams were being jettisoned along with the discarded timbers, he began to scream like a madman. Running along the dock, dark hair flying, he yelled curses up at the carpenters, the overseers, the Admiralty officials. They looked back at his raging with amusement—one yob called out, ‘Who’s an angry boy, then?’, infuriating him even more. He snatched up bits of planking and hurled them back onto the decks. He was like an inmate from Bedlam on the loose. Then, realising that the decks were beyond restoration and that his task was futile, Banks stormed aboard the ship, went below and screamed at his servants, who had been aboard since it left Deptford. He ordered them and all their belongings from the ship. They came up on deck meekly, clutching their sea bags and personal effects, and walked down the gangplanks to the wharf, where they stood about confusedly, awaiting their master’s next orders.


    Banks returned home and wrote immediately to his friend Lord Sandwich. It was a long letter, which implored him to find another ship for the expedition. Banks even had one in mind, HMS Launceston, an armed ship of the line. On 2 June he received a frosty reply from the First Sea Lord, refusing to acquiesce in this latest scheme. Sandwich had at last realised what had been obvious to James when he first saw the modifications under way—that Banks’s hubris and ambitions had come close to placing the officers and crew of Resolution in mortal jeopardy.


    Thus the mutually admiring relationship between Joseph Banks Esq., adventurer, benefactor, botanist, collector, libertine and putative supernumerary on His Majesty’s Ship Resolution, and John Montagu, Fourth Earl of Sandwich, First Lord of the Admiralty and dedicated rake, was over.


    Now there was a need, an urgent need, to recast the expedition. A replacement botanist and an assistant for him had to be appointed, as well as another artist. James Lind too had withdrawn, while Dr Johnson’s and James Boswell’s presence in the retinue had always been more wishful thinking than likelihood. The expedition also needed an astronomer and an assistant astronomer. As for the crew, they needed to be hired by the Admiralty people. Already many of those who had first signed on had changed their minds and scarpered, mainly from fear of the unknown as the date for departure drew closer. But these were readily replaced. For every seaman fearful at the prospect of a world circumnavigation, there were two who were allured by it. Especially when Otaheite was mentioned as a possible port-of-call. The muster roll was regularly revised.


    James, Palliser and Stephens met frequently at the Admiralty offices to deal with myriad considerations: letters of credit that James would require in Funchal and Cape Town, supplies of baubles to be given to the natives they would encounter, the size of the livestock pens on the ship. James also met with members of the Victualling Board to finalise the provisioning lists. He was acutely aware that time was slipping away. Before they knew it, it was June. The departure time from Plymouth for Resolution and Adventure was set down for mid-July, or if possible earlier. But James still tried to ensure that he made time to spend at 7 Assembly Row, where there were other considerations.


    In the back garden young James and little Nathaniel were busy playing around the pond their father made for them last autumn. For once ‘flaming June’ had lived up to its name: the sky was deep blue and the heat intense, as if focused on the family garden through a magnifying glass in the sky. Today young James and Nathaniel were barefoot and shirtless, their trousers rolled up to their knees and their shoulders pink from the sun. James had taken the rocking-chair from the parlour out into the garden, and Elizabeth was lying back in it, hair loose, waving the hot afternoon air away from her face with a tasselled fan. The climbing rose, espaliered against the wall, was in full bloom, its white flowers star-bright against the bricks. Elizabeth had a nap most afternoons but not today, as James had agreed not to work or attend a meeting. Instead he played with the boys and their frogs.


    ‘There he is! Look, Papa, under that stone!’


    James, kneeling beside the pond, peered at the stone. ‘Yes, I see him. Which one’s that?’


    ‘Toby,’ replied Nathaniel. ‘He’s mine.’


    The frog had grown to the size of a half crown. Crouching beside the flat stone, it was mottled green and brown. Its bulbous eyes were black, rimmed with white, its tiny feet splayed. A pulse was beating in the patch on its neck. Nathaniel reached out and gently touched the little creature’s back. It immediately tensed, then leapt into the water, landing with a splash before floating. The boys had planted water-cress in the mud in the bottom of the pond, and it was now a flourishing miniature forest. Young James was holding his frog in his cupped hands. Carefully he held it out to his father. It was emerald green. ‘What’s yours called again?’ James asked.


    ‘Zachariah,’ the boy replied. ‘He’s my special friend.’ He slipped the frog into the little pond and it breast-stroked its way over to the turf island in the centre. Little James took out the handkerchief from his trouser pocket and carefully unfolded it. Inside were a dozen flies which he and Nathaniel had caught in the scullery. He called to the frogs, ‘Toby, Zac, dinner time!’ Both boys tossed the flies into the pond, then giggled as the frogs spotted them and snapped them up. Nan the goat looked up and added a sympathetic bleating to their laughter. Their father laughed, then walked over and sat on the grass beside Elizabeth.


    She put her hand on his shoulder. He had removed his jacket, stockings, boots and wig. Wiping the sweat from his brow, he leaned against the rocking-chair. ‘They love the pond,’ Elizabeth observed. ‘It keeps them amused for hours.’


    ‘Yes.’ He looked around proudly. ‘Our garden’s like a miniature of the English countryside.’


    Elizabeth nodded. ‘Perhaps Toby or Zac will lay eggs before long.’


    ‘If one or the other is actually a lady,’ James said. He placed a hand on the mound of her midriff. ‘The child moves still?’ he asked, a little nervously.


    ‘Yes. It kicked me a minute ago.’ She sighed heavily. ‘Oh, James, can your departure not wait for another few weeks?’


    He looked away. ‘The sailing is already sorely delayed, Beth, as you well know. I must be gone by mid-July.’


    She replied flatly, ‘For the birth of all four of our children, you have been absent.’ There was an unspoken adjunct to this indictment, one of which they were nevertheless both dreadfully conscious: ‘And absent also for the deaths of two of them.’


    She removed her hand from his shoulder and placed it on her stomach. ‘I do hope that this one is a girl. And I do wish that you could be here when it comes.’ Her tone was reproachful, as it always was when the subject arose.


    James looked at her impatiently. ‘What use could I be if I were here? A man can do nothing useful at the birth of a child. I am not a physician or a midwife.’


    ‘No. But your presence in the house would be a comfort to me.’


    There was a long silence. Then he said, ‘The birth will be in August, will it not?’


    ‘That is the doctor’s estimation, yes.’


    ‘Then it is impossible, I will already be at sea.’ He looked up at her unyieldingly, but noted her watering eyes. ‘After all the delays we have suffered, there can be no further postponements.’


    She turned away, not bothering to disguise her distress. James said nothing more. This conflict of duties—to his nation and to his family—was repetitive, and irreconcilable, throwing up cross-currents which pulled him in opposing directions. Yet this time he had been home for almost a year, longer than any other leave between voyages, so Beth should take consolation from that, he thought.


    From beside the pond, Nathaniel began to shout excitedly, ‘Papa! Mama! Come and look!’


    ‘What is it?’ asked James.


    ‘It’s Toby,’ cried little James. ‘He’s climbed onto Zach’s back, like a horse-rider, and won’t get off. He’s stuck there!’

  


  
    Eight


    DURING THE FIRST HALF OF JUNE, James at last sensed an impetus beginning to build about Resolution as she lay berthed at Sheerness. He made several trips downriver to inspect her and observe the constant to-ing and fro-ing of men and materials, dockside and about the ship. He checked the shortened masts and the making-good of the deck restorations, pausing by the bow to admire Resolution’s figurehead—a hound in full cry. He watched over the stowage of the casks of provisions, delivered in cartloads by merchants commissioned by the Victualling Board. On the ship’s foredeck two carpenters were erecting pens for the sheep, pigs and another nanny goat. A tortoiseshell tom cat, donated to the ship by one of the beef merchants, roamed the decks imperiously, as if he was its commander. James’s clerk, Alex Dewar, named the cat Rufus. ‘He’ll make a champion ratter, Captain,’ Dewar predicted.


    Watching from the quarterdeck the unloading, hauling aboard and stowage of the provisions, James now felt exhilarated. He had learned so much from the first voyage, he knew what would be fundamental for the coming expedition if crew losses were to be minimised: cleanliness, nourishing victuals, anti-scorbutics and, in the Southern Ocean, warmth. The demolition of Banks’s foolish additions also meant, to his immense relief, that he had regained his own sleeping quarters and the use of the Great Cabin. Moving closer to the rail, he peered over it. More barrels were being rolled aboard by the carters and eased down through the mid-deck hatch with ropes. He moved towards the companionway. He needed to carry out another check on every sail, every cask, every bolt of cloth and other trade goods, every fishing net and line, every crate of knives and axes, every case of fearnought coats for the crew. Preparation was all.


    Rations for 118 men for two years included ten tons of sauerkraut; 30 tons of ship’s biscuits; flour, butter and jellied-soup concentrate; 1400 gallons of spirits; 19 barrels of beer, plus wort, a beer concentrate; 624 gallons of wine; 7637 four-pound pieces of salt beef; 15,274 two-pound pieces of salt pork; 1900 pounds of suet; 3102 pounds of raisins; 30 gallons of carrot marmalade …


    There were 12 carriage guns, 12 swivel guns, ball, shot and powder. There were Jacks for raising over the lands newly discovered and claimed for King George III. Also delivered to Resolution were items of equipment which Endeavour had never carried—an experimental device for turning seawater into drinking water; a special thermometer to measure the temperature of the ocean’s different layers; and a Gregory azimuth compass, fitted with vertical sights to take the magnetic azimuth of a star or planet. As Resolution would be venturing into partly frozen seas, James had also insisted that she carry two ice anchors. Used in Greenland waters, these were large, hook-like devices for setting into the ice, to anchor the ship or provide a hold for a hawser in warping her.


    Most revolutionary, though, were the new timekeepers. These would be priceless in the exact calculation of longitude—the distance east or west from Greenwich—while they were at sea. On Endeavour James had calculated longitude using a sextant and figures from Maskelyne’s newly-published Nautical Almanac tables of lunar distances. This system had been satisfactory, apart from the drawback that the moon had not always been visible. But if the new timekeepers remained accurate while they were at sea, they would enable him to determine the time at Greenwich compared with the ship’s local time and hence allow the accurate calculation of its longitude.


    The grandest of the four timekeepers—named K1—was a replica of H4, which had been made by the immensely talented instrument inventor John Harrison. A complex arrangement of springs, weights, cogs and dials, all made of brass, the version Resolution would carry had been constructed by a London watchmaker, Larcum Kendall. The three smaller timekeepers were the work of another English watchmaker, John Arnold. After admiring the beauty of the four timekeepers, James placed them carefully in the cabinet under the stern windows, and locked it.


    On 10 June the First Sea Lord came aboard to inspect the ship. After James gave Sandwich a thorough tour of the lower decks, holds and officers’ quarters, the Sea Lord gave the preparations his approval. Then, when he and James climbed the companionway and were back on deck, Sandwich placed his admiral’s hat back on his head and announced loftily: ‘Other important appointments have been approved by His Majesty and the Admiralty, Cook.’ He adjusted the hat. ‘The artist replacing Zoffany will be one William Hodges, who was trained by the landscape artist, Richard Wilson. And the astronomer to the expedition, replacing Lind, will be William Wales.’


    James hadn’t heard of Hodges, but he knew of Wales. ‘He observed the ’69 transit of Venus at Hudson Bay, did he not?’


    ‘That’s the one. He’s a colleague of Maskelyne, the Astronomer Royal, who recommended him highly.’


    ‘A suitable choice, then, my lord. And I believe Wales is also the brother-in-law of the late Charles Green, my astronomer on Endeavour.’ James looked across the estuary to where clouds were building. ‘And who is to be our naturalist to replace Banks?’


    ‘Johann Reinhold Forster.’


    James frowned. ‘Not an Englishman, by the sound of the name.’


    ‘No. Prussian by birth, but with English antecedents. His scientific skills are highly recommended by those who have worked with him, in particular Judge Daines Barrington.’ Sandwich stepped closer to the taffrail. ‘He’s also a Lutheran pastor.’


    There was a thoughtful silence, then James said, ‘And who will assist him?’


    ‘His son, George Forster. He’s just 17, but already an accomplished scientific draughtsman.’ Leaning over the rail, Sandwich made beckoning gestures to the coachman waiting on the wharf below. ‘Stephens has arranged for the Forsters to meet you tomorrow afternoon at the Admiralty.’


    As he watched the Earl’s coach being drawn away from the wharf, James did his best to come to terms with these developments. William Wales he was confident about, but a Prussian pastor?


    ‘James Cook, Johann Reinhold Forster. And George Forster.’


    ‘Cook, I am pleased to be making our familiarity.’


    ‘Likewise, Forster.’ He turned to the son and shook his hand. ‘And you, too, young man.’


    Although they were to become the objects of artists, neither man was an oil painting. The father, at 43 just a year younger than James, had a large nose, a narrow chin and bulbous, rheumy eyes which were now fixated on him in a way he found unsettling. The son had a much more open countenance, although his jaw was undershot and his eyes too were protuberant. His brown hair was long and thick. Both were dressed very formally in dark jackets and trousers, the father wearing a large round collar beneath the jacket. The elder Forster waved his hand at the lad. ‘My son is a linga-vist, as well as a nature-a-list,’ he told James proudly.


    James turned to the son. ‘Indeed? Which languages do you speak?’


    ‘Russian, German and French.’ The young man smiled bashfully. ‘And English, naturally.’


    James smiled. ‘Well, we will have little need of the European languages where we are going. But the tongues of the native peoples you will find of interest, I’m sure.’


    The young man nodded. ‘I cannot wait to depart,’ he said, his eyes shining.


    Before the father and son climbed into the coach outside the Admiralty, the elder Forster bowed to James and said, ‘We will see you in Plymouth, Captain. In the meantime, may our good Lord be with you.’ His son, colouring slightly, just said, ‘Goodbye, sir.’


    Watching the Forsters’ coach depart, Stephens flicked up his eyebrows. ‘An interesting appointment, Cook,’ he observed, wryly.


    ‘He comes with strong recommendations, Sandwich said.’


    ‘Scientifically, yes.’ Stephens’s eyes twinkled. ‘But I also have the feeling that your spiritual needs will be well cared for on the voyage by the devout Herr Forster.’


    There remained just one more shore duty for James to carry out. One which he had been dreading.


    20 JUNE 1772


    The boys’ bedroom was upstairs, a small room in one corner of the house. A candle burned in its holder on the wall. James tucked them into the bed they shared, then sat at its foot. Nathaniel still clutched the piece of soft cloth he always held when sleep was near; young James just lay on his pillow, his eyes fixed on his father’s face.


    ‘Lads, while I’m gone you are to do whatever your mother tells you to do. You understand that, don’t you?’ They both nodded quickly. ‘When the new baby comes, there will be much to do in the house, so you are to help whenever you can, doing man’s work. Chopping the kindling, bringing up the coal from the cellar, lighting the fire, drawing the water from the well.’


    The boys nodded again, then Nathaniel said in a low voice, ‘We will miss you, Papa.’


    Little James said, firmly, ‘Be careful, Papa, please.’


    James came forward, took them both in his arms and hugged them, hard. ‘I will. Bye, lads,’ he said, softly. ‘Be good. And take care of your mother until I return.’ Then he released them, drew up their bedclothes and blew out the candle, hurriedly, so that his sons would not see him blinking away tears.


    He slipped into bed beside Elizabeth. The bedroom was in total darkness. She had her back towards him and he put his face to the back of her neck and one arm around her. Such warmth, such softness, whenever would he feel it again? Listening to her hesitant breathing, smelling the lavender water she had dabbed on the pillow, he knew that on this night sleep for both of them would be some time away.


    Turning her head slightly, she said softly, ‘James, the native women in Otaheite, and other places—’


    ‘What of them?’


    ‘Do you ever … go with them?’


    He felt himself tense. She had never raised this question with him before. He turned slightly. ‘Do you mean carnally?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Then the answer is no. I have never done so. Why do you ask?’


    She turned, so that now she was looking up into his face. ‘I was reading the newspaper reports, about Mr Banks in Otaheite, and your other men, and the way they carried on with the women there. And I could not help but wonder, after reading of such lasciviousness, does my James participate too?’


    He gave a low, dry laugh. ‘As always, Banks exaggerates his own prowess. There is much coupling with the native women, it is true. But I have never participated, and I never will. As commander, I must set myself above such base matters.’


    She gave a long sigh, in which he could detect her relief. But how strange, he thought, to raise this matter now, on the very eve of his departure. It must have been preying on her mind, he realised. Now, given the assurance of his fidelity, one source of her concern at least had been removed. He put his arms around her, drawing her towards him. Aroused now, he was aware too that because of her advanced condition the time for proper love-making had passed. Hearing his deep breathing, feeling him pressing hard against her thigh, she put her hand down, took him, held and caressed him. Until with a mixture of pleasure and sorrow, she heard his cries of relief.


    Being mid-summer, it was light very early, and James was washed, shaved and dressed by five-thirty. Susan had risen from her bed next to the scullery and made him tea and a boiled egg. He carried his two sea trunks outside, at the same time instinctively scrutinising the sky. Overcast but still warm, and no wind. He placed the trunks beside the step, then went back inside and climbed the stairs.


    ‘James?’


    ‘Yes?’


    ‘What time is it?’


    ‘Nearly six.’


    He went to the bed, bent down and put his face next to hers. She had wept in the night, quietly, and her eyelids were puffy. ‘I must be gone, Beth,’ he said, willing his mind to commit every feature of her face to memory.


    Her eyes were fixed, and penetrating. She nodded, reached up and hugged him fiercely. ‘Take care, James, please take care,’ she whispered.


    Releasing her gently, he nodded. ‘I will. You must not worry. And I will again share everything with you, upon my return.’


    Minutes later he was in the coach, bound for Wapping dock, where the ferry to Sheerness was waiting. It was the summer solstice, and the weather was still favourable.

  


  
    Nine


    ‘WALES, WILLIAM. PLEASED TO MEET YOU, Captain Cook.’


    ‘Likewise, Mr Wales. Welcome aboard.’


    The astronomer was 37, short and thick-set, with a plump face and prominent lips. While their trunks and equipment were taken below by the servants, he and James sat in the Great Cabin and chatted, about the 1769 transit observations, and the late Charles Green. ‘He died at sea, between Batavia and Cape Town,’ James said, flatly.


    ‘From an outbreak of dysentery on the ship, it was reported.’


    ‘Yes, it was a terrible business.’ James shook his head sorrowfully. ‘Your sister’s husband was a fine astronomer. And willing to share his knowledge with others. On Endeavour he taught several on board the skills of astronomical observation.’


    Wales nodded. Then he looked rueful. ‘When I received word of his passing, I assumed it was from the grog.’


    ‘An understandable assumption. Charles and the port decanter were closely acquainted.’ James smiled. ‘Yet it did not impair his cosmic observations.’


    There was a knock on the cabin door. ‘Come,’ James called.


    The face of First Lieutenant Robert Cooper appeared around the door. ‘Everything is in order, sir,’ he announced, gravely.


    James stood up. ‘Good.’ He beckoned the astronomer. ‘Time to be on deck, Mr Wales. Adventure awaits us, in Plymouth and thereafter.’


    
      Mr Hunt, the builder of the yard, and some of the other officers attended us to the Nore, where we tried the sloop upon a wind (having a fresh breeze at south) and found her to answer exceeding well: her draught of water at this time was 15 foot 10 inches in fore and abaft, a foot lighter than when she first went into Sheerness, one great point gained by cutting her down.

    


    Elizabeth opened her eyes. The room was completely dark. What had woken her? She lay very still, on her back, hands flat on the mound of her stomach. James had been gone a fortnight now, but she was still not used to the absence of his bulk in the bed. These last 11 months were the longest time they had ever spent together, and she had become well used to his presence. She and the boys loved having him home. She did not now begrudge his voyaging: what distressed her was that he was never here when she gave birth. Just then the noise from downstairs came again—an almighty crash. The door to the garden, she thought. Had Susan not secured it properly? Clicking her tongue in annoyance, still only half awake, she threw back the covers and eased herself from the bed. There was no moon and the bedroom was as black as a coal hole. One hand supporting her back, she shuffled across the room and through the door. Out on the landing, she felt for the railing, found it, held it. Through the night’s blackness came a low moan of wind, then the crashing came again. Yes, it must be the back door. Why didn’t Susan get up and shut the accursed thing? She slept like the dead, that girl. Taking her hand from the railing, Elizabeth took another step forward.


    Her bare right foot dropped into space. She pitched forward, flailed for the banister with her left hand, but did not connect with it. Falling, falling, crashing, crashing, from one tread to another, crying out as she pitched forward, thumped onto one staircase tread, then another, until she came to a halt in a heap at the foot of the stairs. She tried to move her arms, but could not. Tentatively, she moved her right leg, then stopped, abruptly. A sharp pain ran along the left side of her face, and out from her elbow, which had taken the brunt of the fall. Turning her head, she tried to cry out for Susan, but her voice was feeble, seeming to be someone else’s, and coming from far away. Dragging herself forward, she felt for the parlour rug, found it, gripped it. Then she lay still for some time, inhaling deeply. Other pains came, not just from her face, not just from her elbow, but from somewhere lower, somewhere deep within her. Trembling, eyes shut fast, she put her hand between her thighs. There was a thick, wet stickiness there. Withdrawing her hand sharply, she rolled over onto her back. She began to convulse, uncontrollably. Trying to ignore the waves of pain, finding a little strength, she cried out in the direction of the scullery. ‘Susan! Susan! Susan!’


    On 12 July Sir Hugh Palliser and Lord Sandwich were piped aboard Resolution in Plymouth harbour. Adventure was moored a short distance away. Tobias Furneaux had joined them, after giving Sandwich and Palliser a tour of Adventure. With Furneaux was his servant, a stocky Negro named James Swilley. Furneaux, the 37-year-old commander of Resolution’s support vessel had an oval face, dark eyes, a prominent nose and thinnish lips. Unusually, he was wigless, and his dark hair was flecked with grey.


    From the quarterdeck, Lord Sandwich’s eyes roamed over the midship area, where seamen on their knees were giving the decks a final scrubbing. Nodding approvingly, he turned to James. ‘All is in complete order I trust, Captain?’


    ‘Yes. She’s a fine vessel, my lord. Answered well to the helm all through the Channel.’


    Smiling wryly, Palliser said, ‘Better than on her previous outing, then.’


    James returned the smile, but Sandwich did not. He looked away, clearly discomfited. Banks’s folly obviously still rankled with him. Partly to assuage the Sea Lord’s embarrassment, James said, ‘Thanks to you both, Resolution is well fitted and well provisioned. Adventure likewise, I believe.’


    Furneaux nodded. ‘Indeed she is. And now eager to be away.’


    The inspection over, the men went below to the Great Cabin. There Sandwich presented James with a case containing gold medallions which the Royal Mint had struck especially for the voyage. Handsome, weighty objects, they bore the profile of George III on one side, and Resolution on the other. ‘For presentation to those of consequence whom you meet, Captain,’ the Sea Lord declared. Then he drew from his briefcase two long, sealed envelopes. They contained the Admiralty’s Instructions for the voyage, which James was ordered to open just before the ships left. Palliser smiled sardonically as James accepted the identical briefs, knowing that both men were already well aware what the primary motive for the expedition was. James handed the other set of Instructions to Furneaux, who nodded respectfully as he accepted them. Both commanders knew that the envelopes’ contents would dominate their lives for at least the next two years. Although there had been the usual speculations among the lower deck crew—‘Otaheite, I reckon, luds!’; ‘Van Diemen’s Land, for sure, I’ve heard it said’; ‘The cannibal islands, Noo Zea-land, that’s where we’re bound!’—only James and Furneaux knew just where the voyage would take them, and for what reasons.


    One of the final duties before departure was to set and calibrate the Kendall and the three Arnold timekeepers. Two of the latter were sent down to Adventure; the other was installed in Resolution’s Great Cabin along with the Kendall. The boxes in which the timekeepers were kept were locked and the keys held only by James, Furneaux, their respective first lieutenants, Robert Cooper and Arthur Kempe, and the astronomers, Wales of Resolution and William Bayly of Adventure. The officers and astronomers were always to be present when the watches were wound, and any differences between them recorded. James noted with satisfaction that the Kendall, when put in motion, was only seven-tenths of a second ahead of Greenwich Mean Time.


    The other locked cabinet in the Great Cabin was below the escritoire, next to the bookshelf cabinet. In it James carefully placed the several large notebooks which were to be his official journals of the voyage, and a smaller marbled notebook—his personal journal for Elizabeth. No one else, whether officer or not, was to have a key to that private compartment.


    The last of the supernumeraries to board was the landscape and portrait artist, 28-year-old William Hodges. Delivered by coach to the dock, he was a man of medium height with a pallid complexion, wide upper lip and pointed chin. As he lugged his equipment up the gangplank, James went down to greet him. ‘Captain,’ Hodges gasped, looking around nervously. ‘This is, ah, my first time on a ship. I was working as a scenery painter for a theatre in Derby when I was invited to join your expedition.’


    James smiled sympathetically. ‘Well, the scenery is certain to be dramatic where we are going, Mr Hodges. Welcome aboard.’ He directed George Forster to show the artist to his berth in the gentlemen’s quarters.


    Officers, crew, scientists and the other supernumeraries gathered on Resolution’s deck to bid farewell to Palliser and Sandwich. The mood throughout the decks was now buoyant: the officers and crew on both ships had been paid their back wages, and, unusually, the midshipmen and sailors had received a two months’ advance on their pay, a goodly portion of which had been happily transferred over the last few days to the proprietors of the taverns and brothels of the Plymouth waterfront. From the quarterdeck, flanked by Palliser and Sandwich, Lieutenants Clerke, Pickersgill and Cooper behind him, James read the 35 Articles of War to the assembly below, and the dire consequences of any transgression. His audience listened soberly, most eyes cast down deckward. The reading of the articles was a stark reminder that from now on their master and commander’s powers were absolute.


    The reading completed, the mood lightened. James gave Palliser and Lord Sandwich a farewell handshake. Then, when the two luminaries stepped from the gangplank onto the wharf and turned to face the ship, Lieutenant Pickersgill on the quarterdeck removed his hat and yelled, ‘Three cheers for Lord Sandwich and Captain Palliser! Hip-hip—’


    From the decks and shrouds of Resolution came a lusty chorus of 118 voices. ‘Huzzah! Huzzah! Huzzah!’


    13 JULY 1772, 0530 HOURS


    Cloudy skies, a brisk north-west wind.


    The Jack and Ensign were broken out and raised, the Jack from its pole on the bowsprit, the Ensign from the stern post. Men on deck stood at the halyards, ready to haul; the top men waited aloft; all assigned their duties by bosun James Gray. Half a dozen dock workers gathered around the bollards on the wharf, awaiting the command to cast off from Resolution’s master, Joseph Gilbert. Standing ready at the helm were quartermaster Anthony Atkin and John Cave, quartermaster’s mate. The scarlet-jacketed marines lined the larboard rail, muskets shouldered; the marine drummer prepared to beat a tattoo.


    A crowd had gathered dockside to watch: Admiralty officials, provisioning merchants, a few wives, lovers and children, a gaggle of strumpets. Deckhands stood by the bollards, ready to cast off. As was always the case when a prolonged voyage was imminent, an atmosphere of lively expectation pervaded the waterfront. Suppressing his own rising sense of anticipation, James stood on the quarterdeck, falcon eyes flicking from dockside to foredeck, from midship to masthead, watchful for any man—able seaman or midshipman—not attending closely to his assigned duties. How different it is this time, he thought. Four years ago in this position on Endeavour, departing Plymouth Sound, he had been largely an unproven commander upon whom the Admiralty had taken a gamble; on this day he had the confidence derived from his earlier success. Now, if a Great Southern Continent existed, then he would discover it, circumnavigate it and chart it.


    Just as Lieutenant Clerke was about to signal Resolution’s master to give the order to cast off, a horse and rider came cantering down the wharf, a black stallion carrying a hatless but caped young man. Bulging saddlebags hung from the horse’s sides. Bringing his steed to a halt behind the crowd, the rider tossed the reins over the horse’s head, slipped from the saddle and snatched something from one of the bags. After pushing through the crowd of curious onlookers, the young man approached the gangplank and the two marines guarding it.


    ‘A letter for Captain James Cook,’ the horseman announced breathlessly to Lieutenant Cooper, the nearest figure of obvious authority, standing amidships. Cooper came down the gangplank and took a small envelope from the messenger, then looked up at James. Like everyone else on the ship, he was staring down at the horseman, confounded by this interruption. Last-minute orders? A change of instructions? Another war declared?


    Cooper carried the envelope up to the quarterdeck and handed it to his commander. It was addressed to ‘Captain James Cook, RN, HMS Resolution’. James immediately recognised the small, neat handwriting. Elizabeth. Why writing so soon? He called down to Cooper, standing at the midship rail, ‘Carry on, Lieutenant.’ Cooper turned to the two quartermasters at the helm. ‘Carry on, helmsmen!’ The gangplank was hauled aboard by able seamen Chapman and Driver. The master, Gilbert, called ‘Cast off!’ to the deckhands on the wharf and the hawsers were unwound from the bollards, drawn aboard and carefully coiled. A cry went up from the master’s mate, Burr. ‘Let go the topgallants!’ The able seamen edging along the footrope let loose the canvas. Fifty yards aft of Resolution, similar shouts of command came from Adventure’s decks. Her cables too were cast off. Sails flapped, then billowed, and Resolution and Adventure drew away from the dock.


    With the ships moving slowly out into the harbour, James took the envelope below, to the privacy of the Great Cabin.

  


  
    Ten


    
      10 JULY 1772


      Dearest Husband,


      It is my earnest hope that this letter reaches you before you depart from Plymouth harbour. I instructed the postal authorities in Mile End that the news it contained was of the utmost urgency and they promised to do their very best to get it to you on Resolution in no more than three days’ time.


      The important news I have to inform you of is that the day before yesterday I was delivered of another son, a tiny George. I know this will come as a surprise to you, as it did to me, since the child was not due for another month. But should you receive this letter in time, at least you will have the satisfaction, before you take leave of England’s shores, of knowing that our newest child has arrived. As the little one did not go to ‘complete term’, in midwife Ella Thompson’s words, he is much smaller and less nourished than any of our other babies. As a consequence I assume, he demands to be fed frequently and I am kept occupied day and night, attending to his pressing needs. I feel some concern for the little one, but as both the other boys are strong and healthy, I am sure that he too will grow stronger with time, care and regular nourishment.


      Mama has moved in with us to assist with the running of the household, and for that I am most grateful. I am still confined to my bed, and it was too difficult for Susan to cope with all the domestic duties alone. James and Nathaniel do what they can to help. They show keen interest in their tiny brother and insist on calling him Little King George.


      I must end now, James. I am sure that should you receive this news in time, your voyage will be further blessed with the knowledge that you now have three adorable sons.


      Fair sailing, my beloved husband.


      And return safely home to your family,


      All my love,


      Elizabeth

    


    13 JULY 1772


    Everything being at length completed we at six o’clock in the morning left Plymouth Sound with the Adventure in company and stood to the south-west with the wind at north-west.


    His first official journal entry made, James blotted the sentences and put the notebook away. Then he took the other one from the locked drawer, sat down again at the writing slope, dipped his quill in the ink and began to write.


    
      Dearest Beth,


      It was with great joy that I read of the birth of little George. Your letter was impeccably timed, being delivered as we were about to set sail from Plymouth, so my heart was full to bursting with your news, filling like Resolution’s sails as we left the sound. Baby George’s arrival will compensate at least to some extent for the terrible loss of our beloved little Lizbeth. It was surprising to learn that George arrived before his due time, but Mistress Thompson’s estimation must have been just that—an estimation. Unlike an Eclipse of the Sun or a Transit of Venus, childbirth is surely not a matter which can be timed with exactitude! The main consideration now is that the child has arrived, and safely, and that you are well, though still confined to the bedchamber. By the time you receive this—I shall, I hope, be able to transfer the letter to a London-bound vessel in Funchal, the port of the Portuguese island of Madeira—you will be fully recovered and able to devote your energies entirely to the care of our three sons.


      Resolution sails and steers well and handles the Atlantic seas with little difficulty. We have only been obliged to take in her topsails when we observed that our consort ship Adventure was having difficulty carrying hers. Although the two vessels are well matched, being from the same yard, Resolution works more efficiently, I believe.


      We intend to call at Funchal to re-provision with wine and fruits, and if necessary at Porto da Praia, in the Cape Verde Islands. From there to Cape Town is a long haul, so it is imperative that we are well supplied with water and fresh food to supplement the anti-scurvy provisions we already carry and ensure that the men are healthy. (I also insist, as on Endeavour, that all crew wash and change their clothing and wash their bedding every five days, a procedure which they grumble about. But since I have made it plain that a dozen strokes of the lash await those who do not, the washing is always carried out. I also insist that the sloop is cleaned, smoked and aired between decks regularly. A clean ship is a healthy ship, I instil into the crew at every turn.)


      Of our personnel of 118, only twenty are from Endeavour, so most I have yet to know well. The company of those veterans of the first voyage—such as Charles Clerke, Dick Pickersgill and your cousin Isaac—I value most highly, as we are closely aware of each other’s preferences and temperaments. Clerke was offered a post on Banks’s forthcoming sulky expedition, but declined it in order to sail again with me, a gesture which I deeply appreciated. I have yet to become closely acquainted with the botanist, Forster, and his son George, or with the artist, Hodges. The elder Forster has so far spent most of the time in his berth, being seasick. After I advised him to go up on deck and absorb the ocean air he ignored my counsel, turned his face to the bulkhead and puked again. The son, though, followed my advice and consequently is in better spirits.


      Those who intended to accompany us on the voyage but did not at the last hour, due to the vanities of Joseph Banks, I miss not one jot. He would undoubtedly have been an insufferable presence had his extravagant plan proceeded. John Gore, who defected along with Banks, I already had a strong aversion to, due to his distemper and imprudence with firearms. Solander I could take or leave. It is rumoured that Banks intends to sail to Iceland to botanise on that barren island. If so, may the Icelanders enjoy the company of him and his motley crew.


      Doubtless my opinions of those of my company I do not yet know well will become firmer with time, so I will in due course inform you of their characteristics, so that you may better imagine the close company I keep.


      I trust that this letter will reach you before the autumn.


      All my love to you, James, Nathaniel, baby George, your mother and stepfather.


      I remain, your loving husband,


      James

    


    29 JULY 1772, FUNCHAL, MADEIRA. 32° 39´ NORTH, 16° 55´ WEST


    With Resolution and Adventure securely anchored in the roadstead, their launches were hoisted and parties prepared to go ashore and take on provisions. The launches’ return trips brought from the island barrels of wine, fresh beef, oranges and long strings of onions, the latter resembling huge brown beads. Johann and George Forster were eager to go ashore and took their botanising equipment with them, in spite of James informing them that Banks, Solander and Sporing had already collected and documented every specimen there when Endeavour called at Funchal four years earlier. Forster the elder insisted that they would stay ashore until Resolution departed. Preferring to stay aboard and oversee the stowage of the purchased provisions, James sent Charles Clerke ashore with his letter to Elizabeth, instructing him to leave it with the British consul for conveying to England on the next London-bound vessel.


    With the two vessels riding easily at anchor, the sun washed the bay with its warmth. The crew had carried out their cleaning duties at first light and James had ordered the lower decks fumigated with sulphur fires. The sulphur was placed upon a shovel, set alight, then carried through the quarters. The smoke streamed from the hatches and ventilation scuttles as if from a dragon’s nostrils. While both ships’ launches shuttled back and forth to the dockside, conveying the provisions, Furneaux and his lieutenants, Arthur Kempe and James Burney, came aboard Resolution. They dined with James, Pickersgill and the officers who had not been south of the line, and were regaled with stories of the South Sea and its inhabitants.


    When Clerke returned to the ship that evening, he sought out James in the Great Cabin where he was taking supper. Charts of the West Africa coast were spread out on the table before him. ‘A few moments, sir?’


    James nodded and the second lieutenant sat down opposite him. He looked agitated.


    ‘I heard a most extraordinary story while ashore,’ Clerke began. He had bird-like eyes and thick dark eyebrows. Pausing to wipe away the beads of sweat running down his nose, he said, ‘In Funchal I called at a waterfront tavern, run by an Englishman from Liverpool. A ship’s deserter, I would say. We talked, and he told me that there had lately been an English gentleman staying with him at the tavern. A man by the name of Thomas Burnett.’ Clerke took a deep breath. ‘Burnett told the taverner he was a botanist and that he was awaiting the arrival of Resolution because he was going to join Banks’s retinue on the ship. Banks was a close friend of his, Burnett said. While he was here, the taverner told me, Burnett spent his time in the hills above the town, collecting plants. Shortly before we arrived, Burnett heard news on the waterfront, from a vessel recently arrived from London, that Banks had withdrawn from our expedition. Burnett immediately decided to return to London. There was an East Indiaman in port, bound for the Thames, and he joined it.’


    James said, ‘That would seem a logical step, since Banks was no longer coming with us.’ Feeling a little irritated, he said, ‘So what is extraordinary about that?’


    Clerke put a hand over his face to conceal his mirth. Then, spluttering, he said, ‘The innkeeper then came upon Burnett, bathing naked behind the tavern, in preparation for his departure for London.’ Clerke’s eyes bulged. ‘And he had diddeys and a cunny.’


    James’s jaw dropped. ‘A woman?’


    Clerke nodded. ‘Every inch a woman, in a manner of speaking, the innkeeper reported to me with relish.’


    James’s shoulders sagged. ‘Good Lord,’ was all he could say. But he was thinking plenty. So Banks had arranged for one of his mistresses to join Resolution here. And likely be accommodated on his planned extra deck, adjoining his own cabin, for his carnal gratification. But how had he hoped to carry on the deception? Someone would have tumbled to it in time. But probably too late, by then, to disembark the woman. James recalled the case of Jeanne Baret, the woman the French explorer Bougainville had inadvertently carried on La Boudeuse in 1768. She too had been disguised as a man, so that on the voyage she could service Philibert Commerson, the expedition’s botanist. It was only in Otaheite, when the locals detected Baret’s female scents, that she was unmasked. Doubtless Banks, having read Bougainville’s account, thought he could deceive Resolution’s commander likewise.


    Shaking his head with disbelief, James said, ‘The Icelanders would best be forewarned, Clerke. That Banks is shameless.’


    ‘A little too late for that now, sir, I would say,’ Clerke replied, chuckling.


    The last trip of the launch brought, along with yet more oranges and onions, the Forsters. Bulging packs on their backs, they climbed the steps to the midship deck, their breeches streaked with dark brown mud, their boots caked with it. The younger Forster carried a long canvas bag containing his drawing materials. James went down and greeted them. Both men were dishevelled and unshaven, their faces sunburned. Johann unslung his shoulder bag and dumped it on the deck, scowling. George gave James an abrupt nod, then went quickly below.


    ‘How was Madeira?’ James asked Johann, concerned at his filthy appearance.


    ‘Terrible.’


    ‘How so?’


    Forster raised and opened his left hand, then began to count on his fingers. ‘One, the people are hopeless. Niggers who do nothing except sit about under the trees, chewing betel nut and drinking wine. Two, they speak no languages apart from their own.’ Flecks of spittle began to fly from his mouth. ‘Three, when we found horses for hire the cost was stupendous. Four, in the hills we found no new specimens—’


    James raised his hand. ‘One moment, Forster. Did I not tell you that Banks, Solander and Parkinson had already collected specimens here in 1768?’


    ‘You did. And I am familiar with their collection, and Parkinson’s drawings.’ He sniffed. ‘But that does not mean there are other plants, which they did not find.’


    ‘Yet you found none, you just said,’ James pointed out.


    ‘No. Because the terrain was too steep, even for the horses. So we tied them to a banyan tree, then walked. Or tried to. Then it rained and everywhere turned to mud.’ He gestured at his filthy breeches and boots. ‘And the mud is like ordure.’


    Giving Forster his most pointed look, James said, ‘Madeira is not Prussia. Nor London. And neither are any of the other places we will be sailing to. The climate is different, the land is different, the people are different. You must understand that.’


    Forster pouted. ‘I am a man of science, not a rich man on a Grand Tour. It is my vocation not only to botanise, but to bring civilisation to any species of humanity we encounter.’


    Staring down at the agitated little man, James said coldly, ‘Then behave like an enlightened man, Forster. And be aware that there are other civilisations besides ours, and very different from ours. Not as advanced as we are, certainly, but if we demonstrate our superiority to them arrogantly we will never achieve their cooperation. And always we will need the cooperation of the native people we encounter. I learned that in Otaheite and New Zealand, and New Holland, and elsewhere.’


    Jerking his thumb back over his shoulder at the island, the botanist declared, ‘People such as that have nothing to offer men such as me.’ He screwed up his face. ‘And in the town, everywhere there are women of ill-repute, plying their disgusting trade. Even near the steps of the Cathedral. I spoke to some, urging them to follow the ways of our Lord Jesus.’


    ‘And?’


    ‘They scoffed at me.’ He shook his head. ‘Papists, undoubtedly. And beyond salvation.’


    ‘That too is something you will have to become used to. In most of the places we will go to, there is no such thing as Christianity.’


    ‘Then it will be, among my many other duties, to bring Christ’s teachings to them.’ He snatched up his rucksack and strode towards the companionway.


    Watching him, James thought, that one has much to learn.


    At first light the next day, the anchors were weighed and both ships set sail on a south-south-west course. Conscious that Cape Town was still hundreds of miles away, James had decided that the ships would call at Porto da Praia, in the Cape Verde group, to again replenish the water casks and purchase more provisions.


    Six days later they reached St Jago, both ships anchoring in the roadstead at mid-afternoon.


    PORTO DA PRAIA, ST JAGO. 14° 55´ NORTH, 23° 30´ WEST OF GREENWICH


    Co-ordinates established and confirmed after a consultation on deck with astronomer Wales, James then went below to check the timekeepers. Reassured that K1 and the other three devices were showing identical Greenwich time, he confidently entered the latitude and longitude of Praia in his log: 15 degrees of longitude was the equivalent of precisely one hour, and James and Wales’s calculation had progressed from estimation to exactitude.


    The island of St Jago was pear-shaped and mountainous, the port of Praia located at its southern extremity. While both ships rode at anchor James stayed aboard Resolution and Lieutenant Pickersgill was rowed ashore to pay the expedition’s respects to the governor and invite him to dine that night in the Great Cabin. The Forsters again went ashore to botanise, artist Hodges accompanying them with his sketchpad. Resolution’s clerk, Daniel Clark, visited the market in order to purchase supplies. A group of able seamen was also given leave to see the town.


    When Pickersgill returned to the ship later that day he reported to James that he was less than impressed with Praia. ‘A dismal town, Captain. The governor is a slovenly Portuguese officer unworthy of the title, and his residence is little better than a shack. I extended your invitation to dine with us, but he declined.’


    James nodded. ‘Not my loss. But I was duty-bound to extend him the courtesy.’


    They were standing on the poop deck. Resolution’s launch was preparing to return to port to collect the Forsters, Hodges and the crew members who had been ashore. ‘And the provisioning?’ James asked.


    ‘Clark reports that the supplies here are of poor quality, including the water. Only the fruits are satisfactory.’


    ‘Then there is no need to linger here. I’ll send word across to Furneaux that we’ll weigh at first light tomorrow.’


    It was later that day, his course for Cape Town set and the master, Gilbert, given his instructions, when James went up on deck again. The sky was turning an apricot shade, the heat was intense and he was sweating profusely inside his heavy jacket. As a concession to the conditions he had removed his wig and left his waistcoat in the Great Cabin. Given favourable winds he calculated that they should cross the line during the first week of September. Looking out over the quarterdeck rail, he observed the activities below. Barrett the cook’s mate was emptying slops over the starboard rail and a gang of seabirds was squawking and foraging for them. Six crewmen were preparing to hoist the launch aboard. Hodges and Forster the younger were in the forecastle sketching the coastline of the island. James then noticed Johann Forster amidships on the larboard side. He was behaving oddly, dancing some sort of jig, holding one hand up high. Curious, James moved across the deck to get a clearer view.


    The botanist was indeed dancing, but not solo. His partner was a grey monkey, which was prancing about on the rail, tethered to Forster’s wrist by a leather lead. Peering down, James saw the creature leap from the rail to the shrouds and begin to climb. It came abruptly to the end of its tether, stopped with a jerk and fell to the deck.


    Intensely displeased by the sight of such a creature on his ship, James called down to the naturalist. ‘Just what are you doing with that animal, Forster?’


    The botanist looked up. ‘Exercising him. He is my pet.’ He placed the monkey back on the rail.


    ‘Your pet?’


    ‘Yes. I bought it in the town market. It is a Callithrix monkey. Chlorocebus sabaeus. Found throughout West Africa. I have named him Carl, after the great naturalist, Linnaeus.’


    James took a very deep breath. ‘And just where on the ship will it be kept?’


    ‘I will tie it to the pig pen railing by night, then release it by day.’


    The monkey looked up and bared its teeth defiantly at James. It had pale fur, a black face and the tip of its tail was yellow. It dropped to the deck, squatted, and shat at Forster’s feet. He stepped back, reached down and patted the small head.


    James raised his voice. ‘Clean up that creature’s mess, Forster. Now.’


    Forster looked annoyed, but made his way towards the mainmast where there was a bucket and mop. The monkey trailed along after him.


    After they sailed again it soon became obvious that other monkeys had been pressed into service on Resolution. Several sailors had bought the creatures in the town market and carried them back to the ship, tied to their wrists. The animals resisted this restriction so firmly that the men were soon forced to release them, whereupon the creatures scampered about the decks and rigging, fighting, hissing, pissing and shitting. Some of the males sat on their backsides and worked fiercely at their bright red penises with their paws.


    By the third day out of Praia, James had had enough. The hygiene of the ship was in jeopardy. He ordered Gilbert and Burr to capture every monkey and throw them overboard. Few of the crew resisted. As well as their shit and piss, the creatures had brought an infestation of fleas and lice to the orlop deck.


    ‘No, you cannot get rid of Carl!’ Forster’s face was the colour of a pink camellia. He began to wrestle with Burr, who was attempting to seize Forster’s monkey. In the confusion the creature bolted, then scampered up the starboard shrouds, trailing its lead. Forster stumbled after it but it was soon well beyond his reach. Burr shrugged, then walked away. Carl was by now well aloft, swinging from a sheet by his tail, looking down, baring his teeth.


    Without bothering to knock, Forster sought out James in the Great Cabin, where he was poring over the chart of the West Africa coast. ‘Captain?’ Wig awry, the botanist’s face was even pinker, his expression accusatory.


    Annoyed at the interruption, James said, ‘Is it urgent, Mr Forster? I am busy here, as you can see.’


    ‘It is urgent, and important.’ He drew his lips back from his teeth, so that he partly resembled a monkey himself. ‘Did you give the order to throw them overboard?’


    ‘The apes?’


    ‘Not apes. Chlorocebus sabaeus. Commonly called green monkeys. Did you?’


    ‘I did. The animals brought filth to the ship and so threatened its hygiene.’


    Forster waved his hands about. ‘There are already animals on the ship. The swine, the sheep, the goat, the hens.’


    ‘Do not try my patience with illogic, Forster. You well know that our livestock are put to good use, for food and trade. A monkey is good for nothing.’


    Forster’s expression became pious. ‘They are all God’s creatures.’


    ‘That may well be. But monkeys have no role on my ship. They have gone overboard, and God is welcome to them.’


    ‘And what of my monkey? What of Carl?’


    ‘He will join the others over the side.’


    Forster spun about and scuttled out of the cabin. As James’s attention returned to the chart, he thought, Banks’s dogs had been bad enough, but monkeys? And what else would the Prussian insist on bringing aboard?


    ‘Sir?’ Now it was George Forster who approached James, in the officers’ mess. He looked ill at ease. Feeling rather sorry for the lad, James greeted him airily.


    ‘George, how are you? How was the botanising on the island?’


    ‘Unremarkable, sir. The flora was sparse. Due to the low amount of rainfall, I surmise.’ The young man paused, still looking uncomfortable. ‘Sir, my father’s monkey—’


    ‘What of it?’


    ‘He wishes to keep it, sir, in order to study its habits. And being a lover of animals, he is fond of the creature.’


    ‘Its habits are objectionable to me. Like the other apes, its filth contaminates the ship.’


    ‘I understand that, sir. But if we agree to not let Carl below decks—’


    ‘Carl?’


    ‘That is the monkey’s given name, sir.’


    ‘Oh yes. So?’


    ‘He will not be allowed below, we will keep him tethered on the forecastle deck. And I will guarantee to immediately deal with any mess Carl makes on the deck, sir.’


    The lad had his hat in his hands and his eyes were downcast. James continued to feel sympathy for him. Already he had observed that the father’s actions and reactions embarrassed his son in front of others. ‘Very well. The creature can stay. But on no account may it go below. Should it do so, it will go overboard. And its messes must be cleaned up instantly. Is that understood?’


    The young man looked up, his expression one of relief. ‘Yes, sir. Thank you. You have my word.’ He turned, then another thought struck him. ‘And that of my father.’


    ‘Man overboard! Man overboard! Off the larboard bow!’ The dreaded cry came on the morning of 18 August. Carpenter’s mate Edward Dawson had been edging along the larboard bowsprit arm, helping to reef the jib during a squall. As Resolution came off the crest of a swell and plunged into a trough, the ship rolled heavily and Dawson was caught off-balance. Losing his footing, he dropped, snatched at the arm, missed and plummeted into the sea.


    ‘Man overboard! Off the larboard bow!’ The cry from the arm was directed at the officer of the watch, Cooper, who shouted immediately to the helmsmen, Lockton and Whelan, ‘Man overboard! Luff the ship, hard down on the helm!’ The helmsmen obeyed, the ship came around into the wind and was hauled aback. Those on deck rushed to the larboard rail. Dawson surfaced, his right arm raised, his dark hair slicked, his head rising with the next swell. His cries reached those at the rail as he floundered, sank, then rose again. Like all the rest of them he couldn’t swim, but by treading the water he wasn’t going under. Richard Collett, Dawson’s friend, rushed to the bow, snatched up a bundled line, untied it and hurled it out over the water. It spun down, then landed a few feet from Dawson. Open-mouthed, still flailing at the water with open hands, he saw the rope and lunged for it. But before he could grab it a triangular fin appeared to his right, slicing through the water a few yards away. From the deck they saw a second fin, then a third, all converging on the stricken seaman. Below the fins were three sinuous shadows.


    ‘Sharks! Sharks!’ cried Collett. Seconds later their snouts broke water, jaws agape. There was a scream, then another. Dawson’s arm rose and fell, twice. Then he was gone. All at the rail stared, helpless and horrified.


    Minutes later, on the water where Dawson had been, a stain appeared, a terrible darkness, spreading like ink spilt on a baize cloth.


    A mood of gloom descended upon the ship. Men went about their duties without speaking, too shocked to describe what they had witnessed to those who hadn’t. Most had seen men drown at sea, it was an all-too-common occurrence, but none had seen a shipmate eaten alive. Over the next few days, below decks, many a dream became a nightmare at the memory. All were aware that what had happened to Dawson could happen to anyone, and this knowledge brought to the ship a sobriety which lasted until Resolution emerged from the doldrums and began to make her way steadily south, approaching the line of zero degrees latitude.

  


  
    Eleven


    25 AUGUST 1771


    Dearest Beth,


    I write from a few degrees north of the line. The west coast of Africa bulges unseen, many leagues to our west. We have been at sea now for almost six weeks, barring two calls for provisions at Funchal and Praia. A month and a half at sea is time enough for me to have formed impressions of those of the ship’s company with whom I associate most closely, impressions which I will now share with you.


    My officers, Charles Clerke, Richard Pickersgill and Robert Cooper, are all fine men, the first two well known to me from the Endeavour voyage. You have read my accounts of their inestimable worth in my earlier journal. Clerke, who hails from Weatherfield in Essex, was offered a berth on Banks’s petulant alternative expedition to Iceland, but declined this dubious distinction. Further proof of his sound judgment. Clerke is something of a humorist, and keeps us amused with his quips, an attribute which is important on a long voyage, where laughter can be in short supply. You may recall that three years ago a letter of his was published, a chronicle of his voyage with Byron, entitled ‘Accounts of Very Tall Men, Seen Near the Straits of Magellan’, in which he claimed the men of Patagonia were nine feet high. This falsehood was exposed when Endeavour called at the region in 1769, causing Clerke acute embarrassment. We all laugh about that, still. He is also greatly interested in brewing, and has brought aboard supplies of hops and malt for this purpose. Already he has several puncheons in the hold fermenting, and yesterday tapped one and gave me a mug to taste. It was agreeable enough, and since the beer may well have anti-scorbutic properties, I have recommended it to the men, who consumed it enthusiastically.


    Pickersgill, who you may recall I promoted to master on Endeavour last year after Robert Molyneaux died, also possesses many talents and his elevation is thoroughly merited. He has well developed surveying skills and also enjoys acting the part of diplomat. He volunteered to go ashore at Funchal and Praia and pay the expedition’s respects to the governors of those islands, duties which I was more than willing to grant him, given my dislike of petty officialdom. You are well aware how impatient I become with such people!


    First Lieutenant Cooper is 29 and hails from Lincolnshire. A cousin of my friend and loyal supporter, Hugh Palliser, Cooper has served on HMS Niger in Newfoundland and in stations in the West Indies. He is as steady and reliable a young man as one could hope to find, and confided to me that he too is keeping a journal, perhaps from the example set by Clerke. Pickersgill is doubtless hoping that his account will also eventually appear in print.


    Of the non-commissioned men, Resolution’s sailing master Joseph Gilbert stands out as a model of discipline and dedication. I believe this is due to his mature age. At 39 he is only five years younger than myself, a fact which makes me sympathetic to him. The fact that he assisted Palliser with the surveying of Newfoundland and Labrador gives us even more in common.


    Now, the gentlemen.


    Let me first say that I do not miss Joseph Banks for a moment. It occurs to me that had he sailed with us this time I would have found his antics intolerable. The best thing that could have happened was the demolition of the additions to Resolution, as it terminated Banks’s involvement with the expedition and so freed us from his extravagant behaviours. I even find myself fervently hoping that we do discover the Great Southern Continent, so that he will fume at his failure to be party to the discovery. A mean-minded thought, Beth, but one which I cannot deny.


    Banks’s counterpart on Resolution is the Prussian naturalist, Johann Forster, assisted by his son George. I must say that I find the older Forster a strange fellow. He is a man of the cloth and sanctimonious with it. Clerke has termed him the ‘god-botherer’, an apt appellation. Before the midday meal he insists on saying a lengthy grace, something which annoys the rest of us. I have no objection to a simple giving of thanks before dining, but Forster would give us no less than a sermon, until I told him to desist. Excessive piety has no place on a ship, I told him. He took offence at this, but did obey, now confining his grace to a brief statement of gratitude for what we are about to receive. I have no doubt that Forster’s dedication to the natural sciences is sincere and thus his collection from the voyage will prove of great value. However his vexatious nature, along with his piety, presents a potential difficulty to me. His son George, however, presents no such problems to the rest of us. A considerate and sober young man, he must take after his mother.


    I miss Sydney Parkinson a great deal. As Pickersgill said to me yesterday, ‘Tis a great pity, sir, that Sydney is not still with us. He was a fine young man, as well as a gifted illustrator.’ I could only concur with these sentiments. Of our many losses on Endeavour, it was Sydney’s I felt most keenly. That prompts me to tell you something of his counterpart on Resolution, William Hodges. At 28 he is just a year older than Sydney would have been, but appears much older due to the fact that he has already gone quite bald. Sharp of nose and small of chin, he is unprepossessing in countenance, except for his eyes, which are a piercing blue and very observant, as befits an illustrator of people and landscapes. While in port at Praia I came upon him sketching the island from the afterdeck. We chatted and he told me how greatly surprised he was to be chosen by the Admiralty to accompany us as the first official artist on such an expedition. ‘But I am determined,’ he added, ‘to justify the Lords’ faith—that is the Admiralty Lords, not Forster’s deity—in my ability.’ He later showed me his official instructions proudly. He is ‘to observe, draw and paint peoples and sights whose existence had been perceived in Europe almost entirely through fantasy and fable’. Never having left England before, he is already struck by the intense tropical light of these latitudes. ‘It imbues everything beneath the sun with a clarity which is wondrous to me,’ he said. I agreed, then told him that if he is giddied by the Atlantic light, then that of the Pacific will intoxicate him. ‘Then I cannot wait to experience it,’ he replied. ‘Landscapes are my great love.’ I am hoping that he will produce illustrations of real worth during our voyage.


    Our second casualty occurred on 20 August. Henry Smock, one of the carpenter’s mates, fell while working over the side of the ship on the scuttles, and was drowned. We could not recover his body.


    Astronomical observations taken by James and Bayly on the morning of 9 September confirmed that they would cross the line later that day. The event was first signalled by gunner Anderson firing a cannon from Resolution’s deck, which was answered by one from Adventure. Both ships moved closer to one another in faint winds, then stood to at close quarters while the equatorial baptisms were carried out. There were many seamen and midshipmen who hadn’t crossed the line before, and the shellbacks who had done so took great delight in ridiculing and dunking these novitiates. The gentlemen all sold a pound of sugar and a gallon of rum to King Neptune rather than undergo the ritual, then crowded the decks to watch the baptism.


    The proceedings were overseen by Resolution’s bosun Gray and the bosun’s mate, Anderson. Much heavy drinking accompanied the actual crossing, and the shouts and farting blasts from a trumpet on Adventure’s decks carried across the water, letting the Resolution know that a similar carry-on was happening there. Mid-decks on Resolution, Gray was dressed as Neptune and Anderson—in a nightgown—as his mistress. The novitiates were smeared with dung and feathers from the animal and poultry pens before their dunking, which most took with great humour.


    James and Clerke watched the immersions and accompanying charades in amusement from the quarterdeck. ‘You first went through this on Dolphin with Byron, I presume,’ said James.


    ‘I did, sir. Took a dunking. Harmless fun.’


    ‘Aye.’


    As they watched, a young seaman was swung in a sling from the main starboard yard, then released to plunge into the sea. He was pulled up by six eager hands on deck, then the rope was promptly let go again. The young man came up spluttering, then was swung up onto the deck. He stood there, dressed only in trousers, dripping, then shook his body like a dog. Someone tossed him a length of towel and, grinning good-naturedly, he began to dry himself.


    ‘Who is that?’ asked James.


    ‘Able seaman Vancouver, sir. George Vancouver, from King’s Lynn.’


    ‘He seems a spirited lad.’


    ‘He does, sir. And only 14.’


    ‘An officer in the making, perhaps.’


    Another young man stepped forward, grinning, to receive his smearing and ducking. Slightly older than Vancouver, he was tall with blond hair tied in a queue. ‘Which one’s that?’ James asked his lieutenant.


    ‘Jem Burney. A friend of young Vancouver’s. He comes from King’s Lynn too, from a distinguished family. His father is Charles Burney, a musician.’


    James gave him an inquisitive look. ‘How do you come by such personal information, Clerke?’


    The officer coloured slightly. ‘I’ve met Burnley’s sister, Fanny. She had read my description of Patagonia from the Dolphin’s voyage and wrote to me to say how much she enjoyed it. We took tea together in Piccadilly one afternoon. Jem was there too. Fanny has an ambition to be a writer herself, she told me. I’m rather fond of her.’


    James nodded, pleased for him. Then he squinted up at the almost cloudless sky. ‘Carry on, Lieutenant, while I go below and make my journal entry.’


    ‘Very good, sir.’


    Before he descended the companionway James glanced forward. Jem Burnley, half naked and smeared with sheep shit, was flung from the yardarm, into the oily sea. He was dunked, twice, then hauled from the water and swung back on board, greeted by hearty cheers.


    1 OCTOBER 1772, 7 ASSEMBLY ROW


    ‘Mistress! Mistress!’


    Susan’s cry came from upstairs. Elizabeth rushed to the staircase, called up. It was late morning. ‘What is it? What’s wrong?’


    ‘It’s little George. He’s not breathing!’


    Gathering up her gown, Elizabeth climbed the stairs. Even before she reached the landing, grief began to overcome her. The little one had been poorly for days, bringing up her breast milk, gasping for breath, hardly sleeping, crying constantly. Over the last week she had seen him wasting away, and could do nothing. He had become weaker and weaker, his tiny arms and legs barely moving. It was because of her fall, she felt certain. Tumbling down the staircase had caused the poor mite damage in utero, and had precipitated his early birth.


    Susan was standing beside the cradle, her face stricken, hands held up in supplication. Most of the colour had drained from her normally ruddy cheeks. Moving away, she covered her face with her hands to muffle her sobs. Elizabeth came closer, bending forward over the cradle. George’s little face was waxen, the eyes clouded, the mouth open and frozen. She sank to her knees, closing her eyes, unable to look. Resting her arm on the end of the cradle, she began to rock it, softly. Tears streamed from her eyes. Making no effort to stem the flow, she allowed the tears to fall into the cradle and onto the embroidered counterpane. Yet another child gone. And this one not yet three months old. Thank the Lord little James and Nathaniel are not here, she thought. They were spending the weekend with her mother and stepfather. She felt Susan’s arms wrap around her and the two women stayed locked in an embrace for some time. Elizabeth’s mind was a black hole of grief, mixed with a rising tide of anger. Always, through the births and deaths, she had had to face these tribulations alone, with no husband at her side. If James had still been here this might not have happened to tiny George, Joseph and Elizabeth. Five children, and only James and Nathaniel still living. Now poor George would join the others in the graveyard of St Dunstan’s. Through her tears she looked once again at the deadened, doll-like body in the cradle. James Cook, she vowed, I will never permit you to leave me and our children again.


    30 OCTOBER 1772


    Winds NNW. Latitude in South 33° 53´. Fresh gales with rain in the night. At 2pm saw the land of the Cape of Good Hope, the Table Mountain which is over Cape Town. Bore ESE, distant 12 or thirteen leagues. A 7am anchored in Table Bay (the Adventure in company) in five fathom, distance from shore one mile. Sent an officer to notify our arrival to the Governor and on his return saluted the garrison with eleven guns which was returned. Moored NE and SW a cable each way, hoisted out the longboat and began to prepare to heel and water the sloop. At this time we have not one man on the sick list, the people in general have enjoyed a good state of health ever since we left England.


    As he was rowed ashore in his dress uniform, James stared up at the great slope and slab of Table Mountain which loomed over the town. There was little wind and the afternoon was intensely hot, with streaks of cirrus high above the mountain. Several merchant ships were at anchor in the harbour and James observed them closely. Most were flying the flags of the Dutch East India Company or the British East India Company. Two French frigates were anchored some distance away. Launches were being rowed from the ships to the waterfront and back, laden with casks. This reminded him that Cape Town was a truly international port, a re-provisioning and recovery outpost, midway between Europe and the Far East.


    Although nominally a colony of the Dutch government, real authority in Cape Town lay with the Dutch East India Company. James vividly recalled the last occasion he was in this port, in March last year with Endeavour. How different the circumstances between then and now! Endeavour had by then become a death ship, her crew beset by illness and disease. On the two-month voyage from the Far East Dutch settlement of Batavia, 22 men had died. The ship could barely be worked for the loss of hands. And although the facilities at Cape Town had allowed the afflicted to recuperate, five more had died here or on the way home.


    As the launch approached the dock, James’s mood lifted. Now, on Resolution, the crew were fit, healthy and eager for the adventures which lay ahead. He was aware that his strictly enforced regime of cleanliness below decks, regular washing of clothes and an anti-scorbutic diet had combined to produce the crew’s robust state of health. The pissing and shitting monkeys, except for Forster’s, had been dispatched. All this afforded James satisfaction. The consort vessel had not fared so well, though. Last night Furneaux had come aboard and reported that two of his midshipmen had died of fever. His first officer was also unwell, so much so that he couldn’t continue. After a discussion it was decided that Lieutenant Kempe be appointed First Lieutenant in his place, and that Resolution’s Jem Burney be promoted and sent across to Adventure.


    Although satisfied with the expedition’s progress to date, James was far from complacent. The two deaths and the other illness on Adventure troubled him. Had Furneaux been lax with his hygiene orders? After leaving this port and venturing into the high southern latitudes it would be far more difficult to keep the ship and its crew in prime condition, so James had ordered that while they were in Cape Town, both ships would be thoroughly scrubbed and caulked.


    The launch’s painter was tossed up and made fast and James stepped onto the dock. Pickersgill had already volunteered to go ahead and notify the office of the Governor of Cape Colony that James would be calling this afternoon to pay his respects. Others of the company had dispersed. Furneaux was ashore with the clerks, overseeing the purchasing of provisions, Hodges was outside the town with his easel, making drawings of Table Mountain, and the Forsters had gone inland on horseback with a local guide to botanise.


    James walked past the warehouses and chandleries. The afternoon was windless, sunny and very hot. Cape Town’s cobbled streets were laid out in a grid pattern behind the dock and a network of canals connected the port with its hinterland. Both the streets and the canals were congested, the latter with narrow, horse-drawn barges piled high with goods. He came to Strand Street, which was crowded with open carriages, shirtless, barefoot Hottentots pulling handcarts, promenading white women in hooped gowns, Dutch burghers on horseback and lumbering ox teams drawing carts laden with wine and water casks, sacks of cereal and mounds of potatoes. The shops lining Strand Street were crammed with produce. There were wine shops, tea and coffee houses and taverns. Sailors, merchants and men in Dutch and French military uniforms milled about the pavements. The prosperity of the town was obvious and James found its bustle and business invigorating. Although he had no great affection for Dutch authority, it was good to be here.


    Stepping around heaps of steaming dung in the street, he made his way to the residence of the governor, whom he had first met while here with Endeavour. It was built in the Dutch style, with a high, ornately rounded gable and whitewashed walls. Window boxes bright with petunia and geranium blooms stood out against the whiteness. The flag of the Vereenigde Oost-Indische Compagnie—the Dutch East India Company—hung from a pole above the entrance to the residence, which had a portal of teak and a moulded plaster architrave. A flight of wide steps led up to the front door. An elderly Negro retainer with frizzy white hair answered James’s knock and ushered him into a large drawing room.


    ‘Cook, James Cook. Of His Majesty King George III’s naval vessel, Resolution.’


    ‘Baron Joachim van Plettenberg. We meet again, Captain. Please be seated.’


    In his 50s, the governor was short and stout, with a chubby chin and a pale, moonish face. His frock coat was black, his waistcoat bright orange, his wig heavily powdered. He spoke English but with a heavy Germanic accent. And there was a wariness about him, James sensed. Was he going to be obstructive in some way? Coffee was brought in by the Negro servant and they sipped it on the sofa under the window. There was a large bureau beside the fireplace, a globe table in the corner, a glass-fronted bookcase across one wall and large portraits of William V, Prince of Orange, and his wife, Princess Wilhelmina, on the other.


    Setting his coffee cup down, the governor said, ‘I have read something of your long voyage in Endeavour, Captain.’


    ‘In the news-sheets, I presume. The full account will not be published for some time yet.’


    ‘Yes. In the news-sheets.’ His expression became clouded. ‘You have claimed New Holland for England, the reports said.’


    ‘I have. And I named the continent New South Wales.’


    The governor looked distinctly unimpressed. ‘Were you unaware, Lieutenant, that my country had discovered New Holland many years earlier?’


    James returned the governor’s haughty stare without flinching. ‘I was aware of the discovery.’ He added, pointedly, ‘Just as I was well aware of the Englishman William Dampier’s arrival on the western shore of the continent in 1699.’ He paused to allow this salient fact to be registered. ‘The Dutch explorers did not venture past the Gulf of Carpentaria. My expedition charted the continent’s entire east coast, and the strait to its north. And claimed the land for England.’


    Looking uncomfortable, the governor waved his hand airily. ‘New Holland is a barren place, from the accounts I have read. Not worth having.’ He coughed several times, then recovered. ‘But this continent,’ he said, pointing to the north, ‘is endowed with great riches, my explorers tell me. Fertile soil, fine timber, precious minerals, navigable rivers.’ He smiled smugly. ‘Once we have cleared all the niggers out of the way, it will make a priceless addition to the Dutch empire.’


    James did not stay for much longer. Over their coffee and cake they discussed the provisioning of Resolution and Adventure, then the governor began to question him as to the intent of his voyage. Since James was not at liberty to disclose this information, the meeting came to an abrupt end. James excused himself, bade the governor farewell and walked back to the dock. On the way he thought that the Dutch were welcome to Africa and its savages—he and his expedition had bolder ambitions. Greater continental ones.


    Clerke had been ashore for some days. Back on Resolution, in the Great Cabin after the midday meal, he reported to James. ‘I spent some time in the taverns of this town, sir. I talked with a man from Bristol who is involved in the wine trade here. He was a mine of information about the vessels lately in this port.’


    ‘Such as?’


    ‘Recently a French navy sloop has been here. Its sailors told the Englishman that the sloop had been on a voyage of discovery, out of Mauritius.’


    ‘Where to?’


    ‘On a line of longitude directly south of Mauritius.’ Clerke lowered his voice. ‘The Frenchie sailors said that last February, sailing due south, they had come upon land at latitude 48 degrees.’


    James began to feel discomfited. The French, trespassing, again. And no doubt in search of the Great Southern Continent. He said, ‘What did they report of this land?’


    ‘They coasted for 60 leagues, eastward, then came upon a bay in which they thought to anchor. Boats were hoisted and the bay was sounded to find suitable ground for an anchorage, but a storm blew up and the ships were driven off the coast.’ The officer’s expression darkened. ‘They left the men in the boats to fend for themselves.’


    ‘They did not return for them?’


    ‘No. And the land was bleak and barren. So doubtless they perished.’


    ‘And did the French claim this land for their king?’


    ‘No. There was no opportunity to do so, the sailors told the innkeeper.’


    James considered this in grim silence. Had the French come upon the Great Southern Continent? That was a thought too dreadful to contemplate. If the French commander had not claimed or charted the discovered land, then it may not have been what they sought. A large island instead, perhaps. Thanking Clerke for the information, he dismissed him. This latest news added impetus to their expedition. As usual, the provisioning was taking longer than anticipated. With the impending onset of the southern summer, any land in the high latitudes would be accessible. But the time would be limited. Resolution and Adventure must leave Cape Town before the end of this month.


    The sentry on after-quarters duty, marine private Phillips, knocked on James’s cabin door just as he was about to begin writing a letter to Elizabeth. After he opened the door, annoyed at the interruption, Phillips said, ‘Begging your pardon, Captain, but Mr Forster wishes to speak with you.’


    There was a young man, a stranger, standing behind Forster.


    ‘Captain? We need to speak,’ Forster said, loftily.


    ‘Can it not wait? I am busy here.’


    ‘No.’ Forster stood aside. ‘Come in, Sparrman.’


    The young man was tall, with a craggy face and a beaked nose. His face was reddened from the sun. Wearing a worn frock-coat and breeches that had seen better days, he held out his hand. ‘Captain Cook, I am Anders Sparrman. Naturalist.’


    Forster nodded. ‘We met on Table Mountain where my son and I were collecting insects. Anders is from Sweden.’


    James looked the newcomer up and down. His boots were cracked and dusty. He said, ‘You have an interest in African natural history?’


    ‘Ja. I am collecting scorpions. Opistacanthus validas. But also I am interested in ocean creatures.’ His blue eyes glittered. ‘So I was most pleased when Johann invited me to join your expedition.’


    For a few moments James was speechless. His gaze went from the newcomer to Forster, then back again. Then he said to Forster, ‘You have invited, without first consulting me—’


    Forster pouted. ‘He will be a great assistance to me. He too studied under Linnaeus.’ His voice now took on a whining tone. ‘Anders is a fine cataloguer, and a skilled illustrator.’


    Dismayed at the naturalist’s presumption, James shook his head. ‘I cannot sanction this addition, Forster. Unlike yourself, this man does not come with the approval of the English authorities.’ Glaring at him, he said, ‘Besides, there is no accommodation for an extra supernumerary.’


    Forster’s expression remained confident. ‘I have thought of that. The midshipman, Burney, who left Resolution, has created room. My son will take Burney’s berth, and Sparrman will fill George’s.’ His eyes bulged. ‘See?’ he said triumphantly.


    James laughed drily. ‘And have you informed your son of this arrangement?’


    ‘I have.’ He added defiantly, ‘And my son does whatever I tell him.’


    ‘Who will pay for this gentleman’s berth?’ James demanded.


    ‘I will,’ Forster shot back. ‘I will meet the costs of his passage.’


    There was a long silence. James again looked the newcomer over. He looked fit, as well as eager. And another naturalist could be helpful. He said carefully to him, ‘How old are you?’


    ‘Twenty-four, sir.’


    ‘Have you spent much time at sea?’


    ‘In the Baltic, yes. And I have sailed to China, two years ago. I am happy to be on a ship.’ He smiled boyishly. ‘After all, my family name is Sparrman.’ James was unable to suppress a smile. At least this Swede could laugh at himself. The young man looked at him earnestly. ‘I assure you, Captain Cook, I will cause your expedition no trouble. I will be helpful.’


    14 NOVEMBER 1772, CAPE TOWN


    My dearest Elizabeth,


    I write on the eve of our departure from this port, and in the knowledge that this letter can be taken across the bay tomorrow by my clerk, Dewar, to the East Indiaman, Bengal Bay, which sails for London shortly. Dewar will entrust my letter to that ship’s purser and ensure that the postal authorities in London deliver it to you at Assembly Row. Hence it is my hope that this news will reach you by the New Year, if the winds are favourable for Bengal Bay’s northward passage.


    Here in the southern latitudes summer is imminent and the daylight hours are lengthening. Yet for you and our sons, winter will soon be upon you. No doubt the leaves on the common’s trees have already fallen and the holly berries will be ripening. I trust that James and Nathaniel are taking care of the firewood, the coal and the fire-lighting, as I instructed them to. It is important that the house is kept well warmed, for baby George’s sake in particular. James and Nathaniel’s lessons at Mistress Duncan’s school are progressing satisfactorily, I hope, so that both lads will be well prepared for their naval careers when they commence their training in a few years.


    The provisioning of Resolution and Adventure is almost complete. We were delayed by the late arrival of some supplies, fresh beef and brandy in particular, which caused me frustration, but I ensured that the men did not waste the time by setting them to caulking, varnishing and cleaning the ship. Some shore leave has also been enjoyed by our crew, who relish the waterfront taverns and their attractions. Whilst waiting at anchor, we aboard have enjoyed newly baked bread, fresh vegetables and mutton, brought out to the ships each day from the town market. But who knows when we will be able to savour such luxuries again?


    The gentlemen spent most of the time ashore. Wales the astronomer, Hodges the painter and the botanising Forsters all spent the time on land productively. The young Forster showed me a drawing he had made of a wild African cat which he had shot. I was struck by the detail of the creature’s portrait, in particular the manner in which he has captured its orange and black markings and facial expression. Hodges has made an oil painting of Table Mountain which he did from a pencil drawing while on land. I think this is also a very fine likeness. Landscape portraiture is obviously where his principal talent lies.


    Wales and Bayly, our ships’ two astronomers, rejoice in the clarity of the African night sky. After obtaining the services of a team of native bearers, they and their instruments were carried to the top of Table Mountain, where they spent two nights in the open. (The natives here are very black, similar in hue to those of New Holland, but much more cheerful and willing to assist us. Some of them wear European clothes.) I too have regularly observed the vividness of the constellations at night from Resolution’s afterdeck—the infinite sweep of the Milky Way, the brilliance of the Southern Cross, the full moon resembling one of the gold medallions we carry—sights which I never tire of observing.


    Of close interest to us is the performance of the timekeepers we carry. Wales and Bayly checked the instruments’ accuracy against the astronomical observations they have made here. Bayly reported to me that K1, Kendall’s copy of John Harrison’s timepiece, has gained only a second a day since we left England, a most impressive performance, we agreed. The timekeepers made by John Arnold are far less accurate, however, one of them having stopped altogether. Yet so long as Kendall’s timepiece continues to perform with exactitude, we will have dependable measurements of longitude.


    The older Forster, the naturalist, I have previously mentioned as a source of some annoyance to me. This continues. He said to me the other day, after I again told him to refrain from reciting a prolonged grace before the midday meal: ‘Captain, I am becoming concerned for the state of your spiritual well-being.’ To which I replied, ‘Forster, my spiritual well-being is solely of my concern. You need pay it no heed. Please do not attempt to do so.’ After which he lapsed into a surly silence. More and more I find myself preferring individual beliefs over clerical dogma, which inevitably brings me into conflict with a man such as Forster. Whenever he expounds on the benevolence of an all-knowing God, I am tempted to say to him, ‘If your God is so kind, why did he permit the deaths of four of my brothers and sisters, three whilst in their infancy, and the deaths of our innocent little Joseph and Elizabeth?’


    We set sail south from here shortly, in earnest search of the Great Southern Continent. We will be bound first, though, in search of Cape Circumcision, which the Frenchman Jean-Baptiste Bouvet sighted in 1739, in order to ascertain whether it is an island or part of a continental landmass. The temperatures in the high latitudes towards which are sailing will be approaching zero degrees. Yet in spite of this frigid aspect I relish the prospect, as I am aware that we will be sailing in seas never before penetrated by Englishmen. It is my earnest wish that we may there make discoveries which will enhance the prosperity and reputation of England.


    I will end now, dearest Beth. I cannot say when I will next be able to write a letter such as this to you, as we are from now on departing for unknown and uncivilised landfalls. But my personal journal to you will continue as always, for presentation to you upon my safe return.


    Convey my deepest love to our three sons and assure them that they are constantly in their Papa’s thoughts. As are you, my beloved wife.


    Yours,


    James


    23 NOVEMBER 1772


    At 3pm weighed and came to sail with Adventure in company. Saluted the garrison with 15 guns which compliment was returned. Made several trips to get out of the Bay which we accomplished by 7 o’clock at which time the town bore SE distant 4 miles. Stood to the westward all night to get an offing, having the wind at NNW and NW blowing in squalls with rain which obliged us to reef our topsails. After having got clear of the land I directed my course for Cape Circumcision.

  


  
    Twelve


    AS THEY SAILED SOUTH, AVERAGING 50 nautical miles a day, the hours of daylight increased but the temperatures fell steadily. After only one week at sea the sun and civilisation of Cape Town seemed a distant dream. Now, for every degree of latitude they passed through, the coldness seeped deeper into the ships. As they entered what James called ‘the roaring forties’ the winds—mainly from the west or north-west—grew stronger. As November came to a close Resolution and Adventure seemed forlorn creatures, following each other like twin lambs amid the increasingly frigid, wind-driven sea.


    Pickersgill joined James on the quarterdeck. In front of them, Atkin and Bee were at the helm. All the crew now wore the fearnought coats and trousers James had ordered them to be issued with three days ago, as well as leather mittens. He was now deeply grateful for the woollen scarf that Elizabeth had knitted for him. Although the sky was clear blue, the westerly was approaching gale force. Sailing master Gilbert had advised that the topsails be reefed to reduce the strain on Resolution’s rigging, but she was still rolling heavily in the high sea. A mile or so astern, Adventure could be seen running before the wind, her topsails also reefed. She plunged and reared among the swells, her bow vanishing, then reappearing.


    Pickersgill sneezed, twice, and wiped his nose on his jacket sleeve. ‘Damn this cold.’


    ‘You’d best get used to it,’ James said. ‘It will only get worse.’


    Pickersgill nodded. ‘Many of the men already have chills.’


    Holding his hat in place with one hand, James said, ‘I’ve ordered the tailor to sew caps for the men from a bolt of baize in the hold. And they’re to be issued with a mug of brandy every morning. That’ll lift their spirits.’ Earlier, he had climbed to the topgallant crosstrees, put his scope to his eye and scanned the horizon, but had seen nothing except sea under the hard bright sky, the swells dark blue, the sun weak and watery.


    Squinting into the distance, Pickersgill said, ‘Sir, this land the French commander Bouvet saw in 1739—’


    ‘Cape Circumcision?’


    ‘Yes. How came it by its strange name? Was the froggie captain’s cock being trimmed at the time?’


    James chuckled. ‘I think not.’ He recalled his reading of Bouvet’s voyage. ‘It was because he came upon the promontory on the first of January. According to the New Testament, that is the day of Christ’s circumcision. It is a holy day for the French.’


    Pickersgill looked askance. ‘The frogs have a festival of circumcision?’


    ‘Yes. Being Papists, they have a festival for all such events. And because Bouvet discovered the cape on that day, that is the name he bestowed upon it.’


    Pickersgill frowned. ‘Yet we have seen no sign of the cape, circumcised or not.’


    ‘No. I now think it likely that Bouvet’s observation was inaccurate. The French are not as advanced as we are in navigational matters. Besides, he thought the cape was part of an island, and therefore it is in all likelihood not the continent we seek.’


    Resolution plunged into a trough, and both men gripped the rail. The wind gained strength and the rolling of the ship worsened as Atkin and Bee wrestled with the helm. Drawing his cape tightly about him, peering through the shrouds into the misty distance, Pickersgill said, ‘How far south do you intend to take her, sir?’


    ‘To the Antarctic Circle. And possibly beyond.’


    At that moment Johann Forster came staggering along the starboard deck. He was cradling something inert. James peered over the quarterdeck rail. ‘What is it you have there, Forster?’


    When the naturalist looked up his face was stricken. He held the creature up like an offering. It was his monkey, its thin brown limbs stiff as sticks, its open mouth in a hideous rictus. ‘Carl is dead. He is frozen to death.’ He looked at James and Pickersgill accusingly.


    James could not disguise his irritation. ‘You could hardly expect a creature from a tropical clime to survive in these latitudes, Forster.’ He was unable to resist adding, ‘As a naturalist, you must have been aware of that.’


    Forster stared down at the stiffened body. ‘I made a straw shelter for him on the foredeck. But still he died.’


    ‘Then I suggest you commit him forthwith to the sea.’


    As Forster stumbled across the deck, James thought, this Prussian is proving to be an unending trial.


    December began and they saw their first ice islands. Crew, officers and gentlemen gathered on the decks, swaddled in their caps and jackets, mesmerised by the sight. The huge chunks of ice, hundreds of feet high, were twisted into fantastic shapes, looming from the sea like white castles. From time to time chunks fell from their sides and crashed into the sea, generating strong waves. Realising that these falling slabs of ice could threaten the stability of their ships, James and Furneaux ensured that Resolution and Adventure stood well off from the ice mountains. Watches were posted at the masthead, even during the shortening hours of darkness, to warn if the mountains came too close.


    Despite their distance the crews could see, where the slabs of ice had fallen away, the emerald green of the mountains’ cores. And despite the low light, the mountains were luminescent. Hodges sketched them from Resolution’s afterdeck, capturing their infinitely varied shapes with deft pencil strokes on his drawing pad as the ship made its way cautiously through the ice fields under the mackerel sky.


    Providing further amazement for the crews were the creatures that lived among the ice. Huge whales, their backs studded with barnacles, heaved and spouted around them. Solemn little penguins with yellow head-combs stood in soldierly formation on platforms of ice. Gleaming seals streaked through the sea and albatrosses soared above the mountains, their pinions appearing to brush the peaks.


    Resolution and Adventure had entered a remote, ethereal world. The cold was constant and inescapable. Mist drifted across the decks and leached into the cabins. Winds swept the decks and chilled everyone to the bone. Out on the yards it became painful for numbed hands to work the stiffened sails and icicled sheets. Fingers froze and were cut and bled. Below decks the men huddled in their berths, swaddled in their blankets, their sole solace the warming brandy ration. The only external heat came from the galley’s fire box, so all the crew envied Ramsay the cook and his mate, Barrett.


    It was Clerke who first raised the question of the nature of the ice which comprised the mountains. Aware that water supplies aboard were running low, over the midday meal in the Great Cabin he mused, ‘I have been wondering. If the ice from the mountains was melted, would it prove to be salt or fresh?’


    ‘Fresh?’ Johann Forster scoffed. ‘They are frozen seawater. Saline, undoubtedly.’


    Young Forster looked up from his sauerkraut. ‘But the ice mountains are drifting. So they may have their origins over a landmass. If so, they may consist of fresh water.’


    His father shook his head. ‘Impossible. They have their origins in the sea, therefore they must be salt.’ He looked across the table at Anders. ‘What say you, Sparrman?’


    The Swede looked thoughtful. ‘It seems to me that they must be salt.’ He turned to James. ‘What is your view, sir?’


    James shrugged. ‘I don’t know. We could only determine their nature by collecting some ice from the mountains and melting it. But we can’t get too close, it’s unsafe to do so.’ He set down his coffee mug. ‘But I would very much like to know.’


    The further they sailed on their south-easterly course, the more the frozen world drew them into itself. Fog descended from the grey sky like a winding sheet, so thick that from their afterdecks it was not possible to see the ships’ bows. By mid-December the cold began to take its toll. More men developed chills and fevers. The stock—goats, chickens, sheep and pigs—shivered miserably in their deck pens. After some died, James ordered the goats and the sheep breeding stock—two ewes and a ram—taken below and accommodated in a space between the cabin of the sailing master and that of Johann Forster.


    There was a knock on the Great Cabin door. ‘What is it?’ James called. The door was opened by the duty sentry, marine private Harper. He looked embarrassed. Looking up from his log, James said tetchily, ‘Yes?’


    ‘Mr Forster to see you, Captain.’


    The naturalist pushed past the sentry and entered the cabin. His face was flushed. He said immediately and loudly, ‘Captain, the animals. The pigs and sheeps. They stink!’


    ‘Animals do. What of it?’


    ‘They are so close. Just through the wall. I hear them grunting and bleating, always I smell their piss and shit!’


    James exhaled slowly. ‘Mr Forster, as you must know, the livestock are precious. I intend to introduce them to the New Zealanders so they can use them for breeding. They will die if they are exposed to the cold, and if so that opportunity will be lost.’


    Forster’s eyes popped. ‘And what of me? I too will die of the cold if it continues. And furthermore, my cabin leaks. Each day it becomes worse. And now this animal stench!’


    James cursed under his breath. Forster’s bleating was worse than that of the sheep. He waved his hand dismissively. ‘We will speak no more of this, Forster. Now leave me, I have urgent business to attend to.’


    The next evening, when he came to supper in the Great Cabin, Forster held a handkerchief to his face. After he sat down he blew his nose violently, then began to wheeze, clutching the kerchief in both hands. The others exchanged exasperated looks. Forster looked at James with his rheumy eyes. ‘My cold has worsened.’


    ‘The cold affects us all, Forster. As should be obvious to you.’


    Forster shook his head. ‘But the animal stench is worse for me as I am so close. The creatures must be moved back up to the deck.’


    James glared at him. ‘They cannot be moved, and they will not be. As I have already told you.’


    A deathly silence fell upon the cabin. The officers looked down, their faces stony. Forster stared at James. He sniffed hard. ‘This voyage is becoming a farce. All we have, day after day, is water, fog, ice and snow.’ Another sniff. ‘And I have made no botanic discoveries!’


    James allowed a pause then replied in a voice as icy as the air outside, ‘You must have been aware, Forster, when you signed on for this voyage, that we would be in Antarctic waters for much of the time. And that that would preclude making many botanic discoveries.’


    Forster wiped his nose. ‘Had I but known what discomforts this voyage would involve, I would have asked to be paid much more than 4000 pounds.’


    There was an immediate silence. The officers’ jaws dropped, in unison. James fell back in his chair. Gulping, Cooper said, ‘Four thousand pounds?’


    Forster raised his chin. ‘That is what I said. That is what I am to be paid.’ His eyes roamed around the company. ‘And it is no more than a man of my talents deserves.’ He shoved back his chair, got to his feet and with a final dismissive sniff left the cabin.


    Pickersgill looked at James in disbelief. ‘Did you know of this princely sum, sir?’


    James shook his head. ‘No.’


    ‘Could he be gulling us?’ suggested Cooper.


    James considered the question in silence for some moments. He thought back to the time of Forster’s appointment, to the time when Banks had abruptly withdrawn from the expedition. A naturalist’s services were considered vital for their mission, and the Admiralty had just lost the services of the man the Sea Lords had assumed would accompany the expedition. That being the case, and at such short notice, it was possible that the Lords had considered it necessary to offer Forster a generous incentive. But 4000 pounds? That was ten times the sum that James was being paid as master and commander. It was a fortune, only a little less than the Admiralty had paid for the entire ship. His face set, he looked around at the others. ‘If that is what he says he is to be paid, then we must accept his word for it. But it is part of our duty to see that he earns every penny of it.’ He raised his eyebrows. ‘And that means his berth remains where it is. Close to the pig pen.’


    The others burst into laughter, relieving the tension in the cabin as if the air in a balloon had been released.


    Winds NE to NNW, latitude in the South, 58° 55´, longitude East of Greenwich 14° 43´.


    First and middle parts strong gales attended with a thick fog, sleet and snow, all the rigging covered with ice and the air excessive cold. At noon we judged ourselves to be in or near the same longitude as we were when we fell in with the last field ice and about six leagues farther to the north, so that had it remained in the same place we ought to have been in the middle of it, or at least so many leagues advanced within it. As it cannot be supposed that so large a body of ice as that appeared to be could be wasted in so short a time as four days, it must therefore have drifted to the northward, and if so there can be no land to the north of this meridian, that is between the latitude of 55° and 59°.


    No creature, human or animal, could escape the cold’s consequences, but James was determined that they would not alter their southward course. They had to determine if somewhere in these icy southern depths there lay land. Twice the ships were brought alongside one another and Furneaux came aboard from Adventure. After discussions with the other officers this obligation was affirmed, in spite of seeing no cape, no island, no continent. They also discussed what they should do if the two vessels fell out of sight of one another. The thickness of the fog banks recently had made that a possibility. James and Furneaux agreed that should a separation occur, Resolution’s cannons would be fired at intervals. Adventure would respond with signals from her cannons until the vessels sighted one another again. If it was not possible to fire the cannons, the marines would beat out a tattoo on their drums from the decks. Furneaux gave James a weak smile. ‘And should we still not be united, sir?’


    ‘We will in that eventuality rendezvous in Ship Cove, Queen Charlotte Sound, New Zealand.’ He gave Furneaux a straight look. ‘You have the co-ordinates.’


    ‘Yes. And the cove is a very agreeable anchorage, you have said, sir.’


    ‘It is indeed.’ James stood up. ‘And now you’d best be getting back to your vessel.’


    As the mid-summer southern solstice, 22 December, approached, the air temperature averaged freezing point, 33 degrees the maximum, the minimum 31 degrees. Paradoxically, the high latitude they were in meant that there were barely two hours of darkness. The winds remained gale force and frigid, the weak sun described a long low arc across the western horizon far astern of Resolution and Adventure and dipping only briefly below it.


    Three days later both ships were again brought to and the crews celebrated Christmas. Albatrosses caught on fishing lines were plucked, converted to pies and eaten. Young seals were shot, butchered into steaks and fried. The rum ration was doubled. The crews jigged on the decks to fiddle music and staged bare-fisted boxing matches, their insides warmed with the grog while all around them the rigging was adorned with icicles. It was the most bizarre Christmas any of them had ever known.


    With their fresh food stocks depleted, the threat of scurvy loomed. The anti-scorbutics—mainly wort and sauerkraut—were compulsorily included with all meals. Considering that fresh meat may also combat scurvy, James encouraged the shooting and eating of baby seals. But with the water casks running low, the time had arrived to answer the vexed question: could the ice mountains be tapped for drinking water?


    On 9 January of the New Year, 1773, at latitude 61 degrees south, they came upon smaller chunks of ice floating loose in the sea. An ice field, James immediately named it. Soon the ships were surrounded by the chunks. Seizing the chance, he ordered the boats hoisted out and the men to bring some aboard. From the boats, the seamen hacked lumps from the floating ice and collected them. While they did so, others shot the seabirds that roosted upon the ice, mainly petrels and penguins, and Hodges sketched the scene.


    The ice chunks were brought aboard and dumped amidships. James and the other officers watched from the quarterdeck as one of the able seamen, Richard Collett, popped a lump into his mouth. Everyone stared as Collett sucked at the ice lump, his cheeks bulging. Would he spit it out with salty distaste? He kept sucking, frowning with concentration. Then he swallowed twice and his face broke into a grin. Looking up at James, he called up delightedly, ‘That’s the sweetest, freshest water I’ve ever tasted, sir!’


    ‘No salt, Collett?’


    ‘Not a trace, sir. It is as fresh as a Pennine stream!’


    Everyone except Johann Forster looked thrilled. Fresh water, just what they needed! James instructed the seamen gathered on the deck, ‘Bring the water casks up from below, jettison the stale water and replace it all with ice.’


    It was the best news they had heard since leaving Cape Town. Clerke looked particularly pleased. ‘The fresh water will be good for the men’s spirits, sir. Moreover, the fact that the ice mountains are fresh may indicate that they originate over land.’


    James nodded. He had already come to the same conclusion.


    17 JANUARY 1773


    Dearest Beth,


    I write from the bottom of the world! Today by the reckonings of astronomer Wales and myself, we passed through the latitude of the Antarctic Circle, 66° South Latitude. This notable milestone occurred at about a quarter past 11 o’clock this morning. I do believe that ours is the first ship ever to have crossed this line, an event which occasions me great pride. Forgive me, Beth, for this boasting but I cannot desist from recording this event in my journal to you. Now, however, through my cabin window I can see that the field ice which has become our constant companion these last weeks will preclude any further sailing southward. Two of the crew who have sailed in Greenland’s icy waters reported to me a few days ago that ships caught in field ice can be imprisoned and crushed by it, a hazard which I cannot possibly subject the men of Resolution and Adventure to.


    England now seems so far away, as indeed it is, almost as far as it is possible to be. Yet you and our three sons are still constantly in my thoughts. You will by now I hope have received my letter sent from Cape Town two months ago. Your Christmas and New Year festivities were joyful, I hope, at Assembly Row. Roast goose, chestnut stuffing, vegetables and plum pudding?


    We have sighted no land whatsoever during these past two months, neither the Frenchman Bouvet’s Cape Circumcision nor the islands his compatriot Yves-Joseph de Kerguelen-Tremarec came upon in February 1772. Either this discovery was an invention, or the Frenchman’s observation of longitude estimate, 58° East of Greenwich, was inexact. In either respect, I do not believe that either of these discoveries can possibly be a continent, meaning that after sailing through more than one hundred degrees of longitude we have sighted no land whatsoever, only ice mountains, some the size of cathedrals. The Christmas scarf you knitted for me I wear constantly, it keeps my throat protected from the bitter winds.


    James and Nathaniel always asked me about the creatures we encountered on Endeavour. Doubtless they will want to know which ones we have observed on this voyage. The birdlife in these high latitudes consists mainly of petrels, skuas and albatrosses, the latter the most majestic birds I have ever seen. The sea creatures are remarkable: huge whales which spout water from holes in their heads, sleek bewhiskered seals and solemn little penguins which stare at us from their ice platforms, standing in lines like militiamen. Our artist Hodges and the young Forster have sketched all these creatures, so I shall be able to display copies of their drawings to the boys upon my return. That reminds me—how are James and Nathaniel’s frogs, Toby and Zach? Hibernating at this time, I presume.


    I will close this entry now, Beth. In the depths of the English winter you will no doubt be longing for spring’s arrival. We too are immersed in bitter cold, but at least we have long daylight hours in which to navigate and avoid the ice mountains which are our constant, silent companions.


    My love to you, dearest wife, and to James, Nathaniel and baby George. Your devoted husband, James


    It was on 8 February that Resolution and Adventure lost one another. Another dense fog had descended, blanketing the sea and limiting visibility to a few yards. Adventure melted into the mist and failed to reappear. James ordered gunner Anderson to fire Resolution’s cannons and sailing master Gilbert to tack the ship across the area where they had last seen their consort. But there was no answering cannon fire. The guns were fired again, every half-hour, booming out eerily over the blanketed ocean. No response. The marines beat their drums frantically. Still no reply. And when at last the fog lifted Adventure was nowhere in sight. James ordered Resolution returned to the place where Adventure was last seen, then ordered them to make short boards, expecting that Furneaux would do likewise. But there was no sign of the sister ship, only dark sea and more dark sea, grey sky and more grey sky.


    The loss of contact with Adventure cast a mood of gloom over Resolution. The two vessels had enjoyed a comforting companionship since they had left Plymouth six months ago and losing their consort was akin to a death in the family. Little was said about Adventure’s fate but she was in everyone’s thoughts. Had she struck an ice mountain and founded? Could a huge slab of ice have broken away and fallen on her? Could she have been dismasted and now be drifting helplessly? Agonisingly, there was no way of knowing. Pickersgill offered James some consolation. As a 17-year-old he had been with Samuel Wallis on Dolphin in 1767 when they became separated from her consort vessel, Swallow, in the South Pacific. As the cannons boomed out yet again from the decks of Resolution and echoed in the mist without a reply, Pickersgill said, ‘In ’67 we too feared the mortal loss of our consort, sir. But Swallow did make it back to England safely.’


    ‘Yes,’ James conceded. ‘But it took her two years to do so, did it not?’ After Pickersgill nodded, he added grimly, ‘We have the need of Adventure now.’


    After calling a meeting of his officers in the Great Cabin, James declared, ‘Given the regrettable separation which has occurred, Resolution must now proceed independently. We will continue on an eastward course, following the Antarctic Circle, in search of a landmass.’


    There was an uneasy silence around the table. Lieutenant Cooper said hesitantly, ‘Should we not now proceed to New Zealand, Captain? And be reunited with Adventure in Ship Cove?’


    There were murmurings of approval. James felt a surge of annoyance. He replied coolly, ‘Let me remind you, Cooper, that our primary instruction is to ascertain if there is a landmass in these latitudes.’


    This time it was Clerke who spoke up. ‘That is understood, sir. But we have come across no land whatsoever. It seems that these latitudes contain only ice.’


    Pickersgill raised his hand. ‘I have also to say, sir, that below decks the men are weary from the cold. It has been over two months since we had fair weather and—’


    James cut him off. ‘I am fully aware of that fact. We are all tired of the cold. But I am also fully aware of our obligations to the Admiralty. We will continue on an eastward course until at least 150 degrees longitude.’ His eyes swept the cabin. ‘Is that understood?’


    They all nodded, though aware that today’s longitude had been calculated to be just 64 degrees east. That meant several more weeks of bitterly cold sailing.


    After weeks of seeing the sun or moon only intermittently, for a few nights in mid-February the sky cleared and they saw the lights. James, Clerke and Wales stood on the afterdeck, staring in wonder. A display of brilliant white light was spread across the sky in columns, streaks and whorling waves so bright that they hid the stars. At their highest point, several of the columns swept upwards like coiffed white hair.


    ‘The southern counterpart of the Aurora borealis,’ murmured Wales.


    ‘Yes, the Northern Lights,’ said James, who had seen them in Norway years ago. ‘But these are far brighter.’


    Clerke said, ‘They are so beautiful. Like a natural fireworks display.’ He turned to Wales. ‘What is the cause of such lights?’


    ‘It is unknown,’ the astronomer replied, still gazing upwards, ‘although it is surmised that it is due to changes in the Earth’s atmosphere. Or perhaps magnetic particles.’


    ‘We should name these the Southern Lights,’ suggested Clerke.


    ‘Or Aurora australis, perhaps,’ James added. ‘But why do the lights appear only in the high latitudes?’


    ‘That is a question which many astronomers have asked, Captain. And as yet, we have no answer.’


    At that moment Johann Forster joined them on the deck, caped and scarfed against the cold. Hands thrust into his pockets, he stared up at the spread of brilliant white light. Giving a long, satisfied sigh, he said, ‘More of God’s wonderful handiwork.’


    The others looked at him sceptically. Wales said, ‘The aurora is a natural phenomenon, Forster.’


    Forster shook his head. ‘Not so. It is a creation of the Almighty. One of many. To remind us of His creation and authority.’


    James thought, let the fellow believe what he wants to. But the lights are undoubtedly natural.


    The aurora’s brilliance was on display for several nights, then the cloud, fog and gloom closed in once more. James kept the men above deck on shortened duties to minimise their exposure, while also keeping those below smoking the decks out and cleaning their berths. Noticing how tatty the men’s uniforms had become, he issued them with needles, buttons and thread and commanded them to mend the tears in their clothing. The anti-scorbutics were compulsorily prescribed and consumed, to keep scurvy at bay. More seals were shot and eaten. James had read that the natives of Greenland did not contract scurvy, although they lacked fresh fruit and vegetables. And indeed the fresh meat did seem to be effective, as there was no onset of the dreaded disease. However, many of the crew developed chilblains and fevers. The animals too continued to suffer. The ship’s breeding sow farrowed nine piglets but in spite of the men trying to keep them warm, all died shortly after birth. And were turned into soup.


    24 FEBRUARY 1773


    Winds ESE, distance sailed 22 miles. Latitude South 61° 21´, Longitude 95° 15´.


    Fresh gales and hazy with snow and sleet. Stood to the south till 8pm at which time the ice islands were now so numerous that we had passed upwards of sixty or seventy since noon many of them a mile or a mile and a half in circuit, increasing both in number and magnitude as we advanced to the south, sufficient reasons for us to tack and spend the night making short boards. Accordingly we stood to the north under reefed topsails and foresail until midnight when we tacked and stood south having very thick hazy weather with sleet and snow together with a very strong gale and a high sea from the east. Under these circumstances and surrounded on every side with huge pieces of ice equally as dangerous as so many rocks, it was natural for us to wish for daylight which when it came was so far from lessening the danger that it served to increase our apprehensions thereof by exhibiting to our view those mountains of ice which in the night would have passed unseen. These obstacles together with dark night and the advanced season of the year, discouraged me from carrying into execution a resolution I had taken of crossing the Antarctic Circle once more.


    James now set Resolution on a new course. He watched from the quarterdeck as Master Gilbert ordered the helm put over so that she stood to the north. Helmsmen Bordall and Cave swung the wheel to port; the men fumbled at the sheets with frozen fingers. Stiff with frost, the canvas slowly filled, making whip-cracking sounds, and the ship again began to make way. James could not conceal the huge disappointment that he felt. These last weeks he had taken Resolution along the edge of the great ice sheet, following the 60th parallel, sailing across a vast expanse of the Antarctic Ocean. They had succeeded in crossing the Antarctic Circle, but this achievement had been diminished by encountering no landmass and losing contact with Adventure. Now every man jack aboard was relieved that they were quitting these latitudes and putting the cold astern.


    James’s first plan had been to make for Van Diemen’s Land to determine whether it was part of the continent of New Holland. But after making latitude 50 degrees they encountered adverse winds and so made only slow progress. Resolution’s supplies of water, food and wood were running low, so after conferring with his officers James set a revised course north-east, to the south-western coast of New Zealand’s southern island which he had sailed past in Endeavour three years before.


    Although the spirits of his crew lifted at this news, the new course gave James little satisfaction. He remained troubled, even guilty. A sense of failure began to weigh upon him. New Zealand was a land he had already circumnavigated and charted. Magellan had discovered the Dangerous Archipelago, the Spanish had discovered the Marquesas Islands, Tasman had discovered Van Diemen’s Land, other Dutchmen had discovered New Holland, Wallis had discovered Otaheite. But what had he, James Cook, discovered? Nothing. He had merely charted what others had first found. As for the Great Unknown Southern Land, that must be, as he had long suspected, a figment of the unenlightened medieval imagination. Nowhere in this vast expanse of frigid sea had they seen evidence of land. Then he thought again. Unless such a landmass lay in the highest latitudes of the South Pacific Ocean, to the south and east of New Zealand. That remained a possibility, and one he must explore. For his own sake, and for England’s, he had to find some undiscovered land, somewhere no civilised man had been before.


    He looked upwards to where young Vancouver was aloft at the main topgallant crosstrees. They now had a following wind and Resolution was making a steady five knots. The ice mountains and snow were at last behind them. The ship had taken a fearful beating these past weeks, but her sails were now billowing and she was rolling steadily eastwards. Warmth had returned to the air. Now they were well and truly on a different course.

  


  
    Thirteen


    ‘LAND! LAND! OFF THE LARBOARD BOW!’


    The cracked, though delighted, cry came from young Vancouver, at the main masthead. It was mid-afternoon on 25 March. The crew peered towards the eastern horizon, but as yet could not see it. James and Clerke climbed to the topgallant crosstrees and put their spyglasses to their eyes. Just above the horizon they saw it, a purple wall, appearing continuous. As he lowered his spyglass, Clerke’s expression was one of joy. ‘New Zealand,’ he said, heaving a sigh of relief. ‘Real land, at last.’


    James nodded, but his emotions were mixed. Holding this course, at latitude 45 degrees 74 minutes, and with the following south-west wind, they could make the coast and Dusky Bay the next day. Staring at the inky, rampart-like coast, memories came rushing back. Nearly three years ago in Endeavour they had sailed right past the entrance to the bay that lay within those cliffs, in the face of Joseph Banks’s protestations. He had wanted to enter the bay but James insisted they pass it by and continue north because once inside it they could be embayed for weeks. Located in the extreme south-west of New Zealand’s southern island, the bay entrance’s towering cliffs were forbidding and a large island lay across the entrance. In view of the darkness of the surrounding cliffs, James had named the gap ‘Dusky Bay’ and his adamant decision to pass it by and carry on north had then been the correct one. Now, though, there could be no question of not seeking an anchorage within the bay. The Resolution’s crew—seamen, officers, marines and supernumeraries—were weary and in need of recuperation. It was almost three months since they had set foot on land. The ship’s rigging and sails were badly in need of repair. Provisioning had to be carried out, astronomical observations taken. But just what, James now wondered, lay within that breech in the massive wall?


    Lit by the sinking sun, the coast came into clearer view. Around the decks there were murmurings of expectation from the crew. James again climbed the mast and put his telescope to his eye. He spied the entrance to the bay, which resembled a gaping mouth with one front tooth missing. Would the place prove barren and inhospitable? Or providential? He called down to Resolution’s master. ‘Steady as she goes.’


    The ship was brought to for the night, half a league from the coast. Next morning, when they were opposite Dusky Bay, there were gale-force winds. They stood off to the south under close reefed topsails until 11 pm, when they stood to the north. By first light next morning the wind had abated and in light airs and a gentle swell Resolution was worked through the entrance. It was wider than James had estimated, about a league across from north to south. After he ordered the ship brought to near an island on the northern side of the entrance, soundings revealed 60 fathoms in the main channel. He ordered the boats hoisted and a suitable anchorage sought.


    Two hours later Pickersgill located an ideal location on the sound’s southern side. It was a snug cove overlooked by tall trees. A clear stream flowed through the trees. The trunk of one tree grew out horizontally over the water, so that by warping Resolution beneath its crown and anchoring her, they had a natural gangplank over the larboard gunwale. The cove was protected and tranquil. Securely moored, and overlooked by the towering slopes of the surrounding mountains, Resolution’s scale was reduced to that of a ship in a bottle.


    The crew fell upon Dusky Bay like famished men at a banquet. After months of privation and cold, here was an abundance of warmth, water and wild food. The bay was a place of dramatic beauty, an enclosed, entirely natural world. Its sheer sides were covered in luxuriant evergreen forest, so dense that from a distance it resembled a closely woven carpet of green. Clouds covered the summits of the mountains; brooks flowed down their sides, cataracts leapt from rocky outcrops and as if by magic, rainbows sprang from them when the showers passed. Everywhere they looked there was fresh, sweet water. Although downpours were frequent, the rain was warm. The forest resounded with birdsong, and the birds themselves had no fear of the men. Small inquisitive birds with tail-feathers like fans flitted down from the trees and perched on the muskets’ muzzles.


    That first week was one of industriousness and discovery as Dusky Sound—for that was what they now knew the inlet was—was explored and put to good use, becoming the Resolution’s encampment, larder, hunting and fishing ground. This niche in the remote New Zealand west coast was turned into an outpost of European civilisation.


    The sailmakers and carpenters worked on repairs while others dropped fishing lines and brought up blue codfish by the dozen. They shot the wildfowl and seals that made their home in the sound. On board the ship they dined on duck meat, cod and seal. On land Clerke and Ramsay the cook brewed beer from the leaves of some of the trees, mixed with molasses in buckets, and they happily imbibed the result. Charged with the responsibility of taking astronomical readings, Wales selected as his site a promontory just north of where Resolution was moored. After he and two of the able seamen had cut a section of forest and scrub which obscured the northern sky, Wales set up his observatory on the highest point, using the stumps of the felled trees as a base for his instruments. He and the others erected tents and camped in the clearing, which James promptly named Astronomer’s Point. After taking numerous observations of the moon, sun and stars from the clearing, Wales recorded its longitude as 166 degrees 18 minutes 9 seconds east of Greenwich and its latitude as 45 degrees 47 minutes 26 seconds south.


    Both Forsters spent most of their time ashore, collecting and drawing bird and plant specimens. On another patch of cleared and dug-over land, George planted peas, parsley and mustard seed. Johann netted a fish in the stream which flowed into the cove, a kind of trout, which George drew beautifully, along with a native grey duck and a bush falcon. William Hodges set up his easel and between showers sketched the land and seascapes.


    They now had plentiful fresh water and food. What they still craved, after three long months at sea, was women. Where were the natives? And more to the point, where were their females?


    It soon became obvious that Dusky Sound was not an area of Maori settlement. There were no villages, no pallisaded settlements. They saw only a few canoes in the sound, whose male crews merely stared at Resolution. Marine Samuel Gibson, who had absconded with a local woman in Otaheite in 1769 and so spoke the language, called out to the natives. ‘Ia orana ana! Maeva! To’u i’oa ’o Samuel!’ The New Zealanders responded to his greeting with non-comprehending looks. Later James, the Forsters and Wales took a boat to the cove where they had seen the canoes, but found only a few primitive huts. James left some trinkets on the site, but for another week they saw no natives, male or female.


    On board in the Great Cabin, over dinners of codfish, rock lobster and duck, washed down with Clerke and Ramsay’s cabin-brewed beer, they discussed the sound and its bounty. The only member who was dissatisfied with their circumstances was the expedition’s naturalist. Johann Forster wiped his mouth with the napkin he had tucked about his neck. He cleared his throat loudly. ‘It is a great pity, Captain, that our arrival in this place was so late.’


    James frowned. ‘Why?’


    ‘It is now April. That means that the plant flowering season of the southern summer is over.’


    ‘So?’


    ‘You are obviously not a botanist. Having no flowers means that I cannot classify the New Zealand trees and plants by the Linnaeus system.’


    James said carefully, ‘We could not have closed this coast earlier. We had to explore the Antarctic waters, which we were ordered to do. It was impossible to be here in the southern summer. And you have collected specimens of the plants, have you not?’


    ‘Yes, of course.’ Forster again cleared his throat. ‘But that brings me to another matter.’ He ran his tongue around his lips. ‘I must have better quarters.’


    James stared at him. ‘What do you mean?’


    ‘My cabin is not adequate. With all the specimens—plants, fish, birds, shells and so forth—my berth is overcrowded. I must have more room.’ The others at the table looked at one another grimly. George Forster’s cheeks coloured. It was by now common knowledge among the company that the elder Forster was being paid a fortune to be on this expedition, and there was not a man aboard who didn’t resent it. Giving him his coldest look, James said: ‘This is not a London museum, it is a sailing ship. Quarters are necessarily constricted. For everyone.’


    As if James had not spoken, Forster continued in his peevish tone. ‘And not only is my cabin cramped and stinking, it lacks light. The trees overhanging the ship make it dark by day as well as night. I must use a candle when making my notes, even during the daytime. That is a waste of good candles.’


    Through gritted teeth, James said, ‘You will make do, Mr Forster, like all of us. There is room in the hold for your specimens, so I suggest you stow them there.’


    Forster’s eyes popped. ‘In the hold? My specimens? Where they could be damaged or destroyed by a common crewman?’


    James shrugged. ‘That is a risk you will have to take. Either that or put up with their stench. It goes with your work, surely.’


    Making unpleasant sucking noises, Forster got up and left the table. His son, still red-faced, followed him. Clerke chortled. ‘I thought perhaps, Captain, that you were going to suggest he move his quarters to the for’ard hold. A suitable location.’ In the Great Cabin’s now-relaxed atmosphere, they all laughed.


    James spent as much time ashore as he could, sloshing across streams, probing the forest, taking a running survey of the coastline from the pinnace, climbing to the summits of the islands and taking observations. With the aid of Kendall’s timekeeper he was able to confirm the co-ordinates that Wales had earlier established on Astronomer’s Point.


    For the first time since giving titles to features on the east and north coasts of New Holland two years before, James experienced the pleasure of naming landmarks. As before, he called them after his men or on geographical grounds: Pickersgill Harbour, Passage Point, Cooper’s Island, Five Fingers Peninsula. After a shooting party returned drenched to the ship from a branch of the sound, he later named the inlet Wet Jacket Arm.


    As he was rowed across the sound, past the rugged island he had already called Resolution, James stared up at the precipitous slopes of the sound and thought back to that day in March 1770 when he and Banks had quarrelled. Now, James confessed to himself with the wisdom of hindsight, Banks might have been right. Already Pickersgill had reported that there was a navigable passage on the northern side of the sound that led directly back to the open sea. James decided that when they left that would be the route they would take. Again he looked up at the forest, from where came the sweet sounds of birdsong. But Banks was foolish, too. If not for his pride and vanity he could have been here on Resolution, relishing the fauna and flora which the Forsters were now collecting and cataloguing for science.


    Feeling a sudden sharp pain in his right foot, James winced and stretched his leg, pushing it against the aft thwart.


    ‘What is it, sir?’ asked Chapman, one of the able seamen oarsmen.


    ‘Nothing,’ replied James, flexing his leg. ‘Just a little pain.’ Then he felt it again, shooting up his leg and stabbing into his groin. Dammit, he thought, what’s this?


    APRIL 1773, DUSKY BAY, NEW ZEALAND


    My dearest Elizabeth,


    We are now in the relative warmth and security of a sheltered sound in New Zealand’s large southern island. Although the rain falls in torrents, the forest and tranquillity of this place are balm to us. It has been my privilege, as well as my duty, to survey and name most prominent landmarks of the sound (which we have ascertained is sufficiently large to accommodate the entire Royal Navy’s fleet!).


    You may be surprised to learn that we have brewed beer in this remote location, taking advantage of the clear stream at the head of the cove. Lieutenant Clerke and Ramsay our cook are the principal brewers, assisted by the Swedish naturalist, Sparrman. Since your stepfather may be interested in the process involved, the recipe for our beer is as follows:


    We first made a strong decoction of the leaves of a type of spruce tree, called by the natives ‘rim-moo’, mixed with the foliage of a shrub they call ‘man-ooka’, names we are familiar with from the Endeavour visit. We achieved the decoction by boiling the foliage in a copper for three or four hours, until the bark could be easily stripped from the branches. After removing the leaves and branches from the copper we mixed with the liquor a quantity of molasses and inspissated juice (one gallon of the former and three of the latter is sufficient to make a puncheon, or eighty gallons of beer). After letting this mixture just boil, to it was added an equal quantity of cold water, then after allowing it to become warm, some little grounds of yeast were added (or any other substance which would allow a chemical change to occur, such as rum or brown sugar). In a few days the beer is fit to drink. Its taste might best be described as ‘unusual’, but it is a refreshing and healthy drink which effervesces like champagne. I have encouraged it to be served to the men, as I believe it may contain anti-scorbutic properties. It may be some time, however, before the Dusky Sound brew is served to the customers in the Bell!


    It is now Autumn in this land and the temperature in the sound is constantly mild and most agreeable. Notwithstanding this, I am troubled by a pain in my right foot and a swelling in my groin, hampering my ability to fully explore the land when ashore. I have no idea what the cause of this ailment might be, save the suggestion that it may be attributed to the wetness in my boots for prolonged periods. The pain is alleviated somewhat by the application of a heated cloth to the affected areas, but this step I take only when alone, as I have no wish for anyone else to see that I am in this way afflicted. Illness is something a commander cannot allow to be shown, I believe. Physically and morally he must display no weakness, so I have not divulged my complaints even to Resolution’s estimable surgeon, James Patten. Hence my earnest desire for privacy in this matter. Only you, dearest Elizabeth, can know of any illness which may befall me. By the time we are together again and I can read this account to you, my physical difficulties will be a matter long past.


    The other and more welcome development here in Dusky Sound is that we have at last made proper contact with the natives.


    James, Hodges and the two Forsters were rowed in the pinnace across to the north side of the sound. There they came across a small bay whose waters teemed with ducks. A waterfall cascaded down a cliff overlooking the bay and the ducks playfully splashed at the place where it entered the bay, rebounding waters creating a delicate rainbow, its colours kaleidoscopic in the mist. James blasted shot after shot into the flock with his scattergun, killing 14 in all, which the oarsmen gleefully collected and piled into the pinnace. Setting his fowling piece aside, James said to Hodges with a smile, ‘This place names itself. Duck Cove it shall be.’


    Leaving the bay they rounded a headland and there, standing on a rocky point, was an elderly Maori man and two women. The women were of medium height and strong-limbed, with black curly hair. The man was a little taller and had a luxuriant grey beard. A jade pendant hung from one of his earlobes. All wore skirts and sandals of flax and had feathered cloaks around their shoulders.


    As the pinnace approached, the man bent down and picked up a wooden implement shaped like a long paddle. His face contorted, he called out in an angry tone.


    James quickly got to his feet and called out the Maori greeting he had learned. ‘Haere mai! Nau mai, haere mai!’


    The man looked confused. He turned and muttered something to the women.


    James said to the oarsmen, ‘Row me in. I will talk properly with him.’


    George Forster looked at James with dismay. ‘Sir, please, no. He is threatening.’ The older Forster also looked concerned. ‘He has weapons. Take your fowling piece.’


    Ignoring these pleas, James said to the oarsmen, ‘Draw up alongside the point.’ It was essential that they achieve a relationship with these people, he thought. If only Tupaia the Otahetian was here.


    The trio stood their ground as James stepped up onto the point, the women standing behind the man. A flat club of whalebone hung from his waist. Determined to achieve a rapport, James took his handkerchief from his sleeve and held it up to the native. Although the man accepted it, his expression became one of bafflement, his eyes betraying his incomprehension at these aliens’ ways. The women too peered at James and frowned. Removing his tricorn, James bent his face to the man’s. His manner immediately changed. He too bent his head, their noses met, then pressed. ‘Haere,’ said James.


    ‘Haere, haere mai,’ the man replied. ‘Tena koutou.’ Behind him, the expressions of the women visibly relaxed. They began to sway in unison, and croon, their hands moving rhythmically, somewhat in the Otaheitian manner.


    An understanding thus attained, James and the others went to the natives’ encampment on the foreshore a little distance away. These people were a family, they realised, visiting the sound from much further north to hunt the seals which inhabited its shores and the petrel chicks which lived in burrows along its foreshore. The old man’s name was Maru; the two adult women were Aroha and Hakete. Their names for the seals were ‘kekeno’ and for the petrel chicks ‘titi’. These creatures would be packed in their own fat and preserved as food for the winter months which lay ahead, the man explained by gestures. As well as the old man and the two women, the wider group consisted of a younger girl, a lad of about 15 and three much younger boys. ‘Whanau’, the man said, pointing around the group, and James recalled the word for family from his earlier voyage.


    From then on, regular visits were made to the bay and gifts exchanged: axes, nails, coloured beads and mirrors from the Englishmen, carved staves and a dogskin and feather cloak from the Maoris. Marine corporal Gibson managed to converse with the family in halting Otaheitian. They were, he reported to James, part of a tribe called Ngati Mamoe. They were nomadic, keeping only temporary encampments as they roamed the region, hunting and gathering. In this regard they were completely different from the agrarian New Zealanders James had encountered in 1769 and 1770, although physically and linguistically they showed little difference from the northerners.


    As the gifts were exchanged, Hodges studied the group silently with his painter’s eye. Then he held up a sheet of paper on which he had sketched the old man’s head, and pointed at them with a pastel. ‘I draw you,’ he said. The New Zealanders looked in awe at the sketch, smiled shyly at the artist, then one another.


    A little distance from the sleeping hut, easel propped up on his knee, Hodges pinned another sheet of paper to his drawing board. The morning was warm and dry, with just a faint breeze entering the cove. After instructing the two women to stand a few yards away, he picked up his crimson pastel and began sketching. Looking in turns abashed and amused, giggling from time to time, the women struck a pose for the artist. James stood behind him, watching in fascination as the figures assumed form on the paper. Hodges’s portrait technique was markedly different from Sydney Parkinson’s. Whereas Sydney—who had been primarily a botanical illustrator—worked first with pencil, and drew with remarkable speed and dexterity, William’s strokes were slower and more deliberate, his eye moving constantly up and down, from his subjects to the paper and back again, his beaky nose moving like a hound’s sniffing a scent.


    They clustered around the easel, exclaiming at the work. ‘Ae, ae, ae,’ the old man said approvingly. ‘Whero.’


    Hodges looked at him inquiringly. ‘Whero?’


    ‘Ae, whero. Kapai whero.’


    It was James who made the connection. ‘Red,’ he said. ‘Whero must mean red.’


    The girl, still staring at the paper, murmured, ‘Whero, whero, red, red.’


    The old man made an emphatic gesture with one hand. ‘Whero. Tapu,’ he declared, but still approvingly.


    James nodded, understanding. Tapu meant sacred, therefore the man considered that Hodges had created something very special with his red pastels.


    The artist began to pack up his equipment. ‘Later,’ he said, ‘I will begin to draw their proper portrait.’


    When they returned to the ship, James ordered Corbett the sailmaker to cut and sew up a cape from a length of red cloth. Later, when they presented it to the old man, he was ecstatic. Wearing the bright cape like a Roman cardinal, he beamed around at his whanau. ‘Rangatira,’ he pronounced. ‘Rangatira Maru.’ From the hut he fetched his flat whalebone patu and presented it to James, who accepted the gift with equal delight.


    The family now trusted the aliens enough to come on board the giant waka, Resolution.


    Maru, red cape about his shoulders, along with Aroha and Hakete and the girl, Areta, ascended the hull steps and walked out onto the mid-deck. Maru joined James on the quarterdeck, pressing his nose in greeting. The crew watched Aroha and Hakete with hungry eyes. Both women were bare-breasted. Knowing full well the source of the looks, Cook eyed the crew sternly. These New Zealand women were not like those of Otaheite, who would willingly part their legs in exchange for a nail. During Endeavour’s visit, only Tupaia had known the women of this country carnally, much to the chagrin of Banks and the others. But that did not stop the men of Resolution from eyeing Aroha and Hakete hungrily as they roamed the deck, pausing from time to time to peer up at the masthead and stare in disbelief at the sheep and goats in their pens on the foredeck. The ship’s cat, Rufus, emerged from a companionway. He waved his tail warily at the women, then went to Areta and began to rub himself against her legs. Staring at the animal in amazement, the little girl began to stroke its back, then ruffled the fur to see how long it was.


    Gibson rushed up to Aroha, bowed extravagantly and presented her with a length of blue ribbon. No sooner had he done so than gunner Anderson shoved past him and handed Hakete a small square of red cloth. Briscoe, the ship’s tailor, dashed up and handed each of the women a small mirror. Both women were now surrounded by the crew, each one pushing further forward for a better view. Suddenly a hand reached out, cupped one of Hakete’s breasts and caressed it. Another hand reached out for Aroha’s breasts. Crying out in dismay, both women turned away, dropping their gifts. Both bowed their heads and held their hands across their breasts.


    The boatswain, James Gray, rushed into the fray, calling out, ‘Leave them be! Stand aside!’ Wielding a starter, a short rope with hard-knotted ends, he lashed out at the men, striking them heavily around the head and shoulders. Boatswain’s mate David Anderson waded in too, beating the offenders with his starter.


    The offenders howled, raised their arms to deflect the blows, then fell back, leaving the two women standing alone together. They quickly gathered up their gifts, walked across the deck and climbed back down the hull steps. Areta immediately followed.


    James had witnessed this incident from the quarterdeck, and totally approved of Gray and Anderson’s punitive actions. The crew sorely had need of women after so long at sea, but at all times there must be consent of carnality. Any transgression of sexual conduct with local women would be severely punished. Carnal congress was inevitable and had to be tolerated, as was the giving of carnal favours for desired items in return, but there must never be forcing of sexual intent. To James such behaviour was exploitation, the antithesis of civilised, enlightened conduct.


    ‘Resume your duties!’ bosun Gray bellowed, holding up his starter threateningly, and he watched as the men slunk away to various parts of the ship. From behind James, Maru came to his side. He must have witnessed the incident on the deck. But to James’s consternation he was chuckling lasciviously.


    12 MAY 1773


    Having quitted Dusky Bay I directed my course along shore for Queen Charlotte Sound, having a gentle breeze at SE and South with fair weather.


    At 4 in the PM Doubtful Harbour bore ESE distance three or four leagues and the north entrance of Dusky Bay SSE distant five leagues. In the night had little wind with showers of rain, in the morning it was fair but the weather was dark and gloomy and the wind veered to NW. At noon we were distant from the shore five leagues.


    For six days they bore north, following the western coastline of New Zealand’s southern island. The winds were variable, from gentle breezes to gales. But the crew was well fed and rested after the weeks in Dusky Sound, and were hopeful of a reunion with Adventure in Queen Charlotte Sound. But had she made it there, or had she foundered in the bleak Antarctic depths?


    At four o’clock in the afternoon of 18 May, bearing east through the strait which now bore James’s name, and with Stephen’s Isle five leagues away, the wind suddenly dropped. With the lull came a sudden darkening of the sky. Black billowing clouds covered the sky to the north and east of the ship. Sensing that a storm was about to burst, James ordered all Resolution’s sails clewed, then stood with Clerke, Pickersgill and Hodges on the quarterdeck, staring out over the water. Something strange, something almost unnatural was happening. The waters of the strait became ruffled by gusts of wind which seemed to be coming from all points of the compass. But instead of the anticipated gale, out of the clouds several enormous waterspouts appeared, four between the ship and the land, the fifth some distance away, and a sixth which headed straight for the ship’s stern.


    There were cries of alarm from the men on the mid and foredecks as the huge column of twisting, whirling water, 60 feet across at its base, came closer, a great roaring coming from the revolving mass as it joined the sea to the sky. Its strength was palpable; within the column they could see the bodies of large seabirds being spiralled upwards. If it struck the ship, it had the power to destroy it. James and Clerke both pressed their hats down onto their heads; Hodges pinned his sketch pad under his arm. Spray from the spout flew in all directions, reaching the ship. No one was aloft, and the men below them on the mid-deck were crouching, eyeing the great twister in terror as it moved closer to the ship.


    Then, abruptly, the waterspout altered its course. It moved 50 or so yards away to the north-east, then remained in the same spot, still spiralling upwards. The sea remained distressed, the sky was still dark, the six waterspouts still clearly visible. But the ship was safe.


    Clerke stood up, his chest heaving. ‘Have you ever witnessed such a sight, Captain?’ he asked, his voice low with relief.


    James shook his head. ‘No. I have seen waterspouts, but only singularly. Never so many in one place.’ He stared at the retreating columns. ‘They are whirlwinds of rising air caused by overheating of the atmosphere, I have read.’


    Hodges rested his sketch pad on the afterdeck rail and began to draw, using his grey and white pastels. The others watched him curiously. The column he drew was broad and white at its base, but where it reached the clouds he rendered it darker. Then, with a blue crayon, he sketched the turbulent surrounding sea.


    ‘A fine impression,’ said Pickersgill, peering over Hodges’s shoulder.


    ‘Thank you,’ Hodges replied, not pausing in his drawing. ‘I have in my mind a dramatic tableau, featuring the spout but with added elements.’


    ‘What added elements?’ asked James.


    ‘A suitable shoreline, and this ship, to convey the scale of the spout. Some human figures, perhaps.’ He added more billowing black clouds. ‘The whole will comprise a fine montage.’


    The following morning, during a breakfast of broiled blue cod, wort and celery, they discussed the waterspouts and their close escape. Cooper said, ‘Ramsay told me that the men on the berth deck consider that the spouts are an evil omen. They say it means that we will never be reunited with Adventure.’


    James clicked his tongue in frustration. ‘Foolish superstition. Waterspouts are a natural phenomenon.’


    Johann Forster looked up from his meal. ‘No. They are yet another act of God, a demonstration of our Almighty’s divine power.’


    ‘They are a work of nature,’ James muttered, ‘caused by whirlwinds over water.’ He fell silent, wondering bitterly how much longer it would be before sailorly superstition and religious dogma were replaced by rational beliefs. At that moment the strained silence at the table was ruptured by a booming and a subsequent echo. All pricked up their ears. Thunder? But the sky was now clear. Moments later the boom came again, from somewhere east of the ship.


    Eyes bright with realisation, Cooper looked across the table at James. ‘That is—’


    James nodded. Awash with relief, he said, ‘Cannon fire, yes. Adventure’s guns. They have seen us.’

  


  
    Fourteen


    RESOLUTION AND ADVENTURE LAY AT ANCHOR side-by-side in Ship Cove. The morning air was crisp, the water in the bay like glass. Sounds of birdsong came from the forest which clothed the steep slopes above the cove, the birds’ harmonious notes contrasting with the dull thuds from the firewood parties’ axes. Two seamen were rolling filled water casks down the beach towards the launch. Further out in Queen Charlotte Sound, the long profile of Motuara Island was illuminated by the rising sun, while between the cove and the island the sound’s waters were ruffled by a light south-westerly. From the decks and rigging of both ships came the shouts and laughter of the two crews, who had caroused happily last evening. The expedition was united again, at last.


    Waiting on the deck for Furneaux to come aboard, James absorbed the scene gratefully. It was good to be back here, even if only briefly. Ship Cove offered the expedition everything it needed: a sheltered beach where the vessels could be heeled, clean water from the two streams which flowed into the cove, straight-grained timber for planking, and branches for feeding the ships’ fireboxes. There were fish and shellfish aplenty and wild celery and scurvy grass grew along the foreshore, fresh greens to help ward off the malady. Watching the men rowing the water casks out to the ship, James knew they would need to be fully provisioned. There was much hard sailing ahead.


    ‘Captain! Welcome to Ship Cove. It’s good to see you again.’


    ‘Thank you, Furneaux. It’s good to be here.’


    They shook hands on the mid-deck. The master of Adventure’s dark eyes twinkled with pleasure. His fleshy face was ruddy and unshaven, his greying hair tied back in a queue, his jacket unbuttoned. James invited him below to Resolution’s Great Cabin, and there over coffee, Furneaux apprised him of the consort ship’s news. ‘I held to your instruction to stay in the area in which we had become separated, for three days, tacking constantly. But the fog remained dense and we heard no sounds from Resolution, so at midday on 11 February I ordered that we take a north-easterly course, bound for New Zealand via Van Diemen’s Land.’


    James gave him a hard look. ‘Why did you not sail directly for Ship Cove?’


    Furneaux set his coffee cup down. ‘Our supplies were running low, water especially. We reached the south coast of Van Diemen’s Land on 9 March. There we found excellent watering and wooding in the bay Tasman discovered in 1642. Storm Bay, the Dutchman called it.’ He grinned. ‘I renamed it Adventure Bay. We provisioned there for four days, then sailed along Van Diemen’s Land’s east coast, as far as the 41st parallel.’


    James leaned forward. ‘Did you determine if Van Diemen’s Land is part of New Holland?’


    ‘Alas no, we were unable to. There were many islands off Van Diemen Land’s north-east coast, and much shoal water. The sailing was hazardous.’ He stroked his chin. ‘It’s my belief that beyond the islands lies a deep bay, but I considered it too great a risk to venture further west, so we turned east and made for Queen Charlotte Sound. We sighted Cape Farewell on 3 March.’ He made an open hands gesture. ‘And so here we are. Together again.’


    ‘Yes. And we will remain so for the rest of the voyage, I hope.’


    But James felt a twinge of regret that the opportunity to determine whether Van Diemen’s Land was an island or not had been lost. He gave Furneaux a resume of their time in Dusky Sound, spreading out on the table the chart he had drawn of the area and pointing out the sound’s salient features. Furneaux nodded approvingly. Then, rolling the chart up, James asked, ‘And your men, are they in good health?’


    Furneaux’s eyes lost their sparkle. ‘Not entirely. Morale became low after we separated from Resolution. One of the midshipmen suffered hallucinations while on watch, claiming that he had seen his father’s ghost coming across the deck towards him.’ He looked down. ‘Then several of the crew fell ill. They’ve been taken across to Motuara Island to recover. They’re staying in tents there.’


    Giving him a loaded look, James said, ‘What are their symptoms?’


    ‘Bleeding, ulcerated gums, livid marks on their bodies, melancholy, swollen limbs—’


    ‘Scurvy.’ James almost spat the word.


    When Furneaux nodded, James felt a flash of anger. Looking hard into the other man’s eyes, he said, ‘Did you not insist that they ate the anti-scorbutics? The wort? The sauerkraut?’


    Furneaux’s eyes slid away. ‘I did. But the men refused to eat them.’


    James’s expression hardened. ‘And as a consequence, they have the scurvy.’ He shook his head. ‘Furneaux, I cannot believe this. You knew the consequences of the men not following a strict diet. You and the other officers followed it, I assume?’ After Furneaux nodded, James continued. ‘On my ship it is a flogging offence for the men not to consume the anti-scorbutics.’ He fixed Furneaux with his sternest gaze. ‘And consequently not one man on the ship has the scurvy.’ He got up, walked to the stern window and stared at the land. ‘While we are here, celery and scurvy grass will be gathered and stowed. The wort and sauerkraut will be taken daily. By everyone.’ Turning back to Adventure’s commander, he said adamantly, ‘Those who refuse must be lashed. Is that understood?’


    Looking subdued now, Furneaux nodded. Then he said quietly, ‘There are venereals too, affecting several of the men.’


    ‘Those affected must not be allowed to consort with the Maori women,’ James declared. ‘We cannot permit the venereals to spread among the natives.’


    Furneaux nodded. ‘But that will be difficult to enforce during the wintering over in this cove.’


    James’s reply shot back. ‘We will not be wintering here. You have already been here for six weeks. Time enough. And I remind you, Furneaux, that our instructions are to thoroughly explore the Southern Ocean. Thereafter, we will set a course for Otaheite and points further west, so we cannot spend months idling away time here. After the ships have been aired and cleaned, and food and water stowed, we will set sail together, on a south-westerly course, to take advantage of the prevailing winds.’ He folded his arms. ‘Is that clear?’


    Looking chastened, the commander of Adventure nodded. ‘Yes. My ship, and my men, will be ready.’


    Furneaux then brought James up to date on other developments to do with the natives, ones which made James even more determined to set sail without delay. During the weeks that Adventure had been in Ship Cove, a trade with the New Zealanders had begun, far more vigorous and prolific than the gentle encounters experienced by Endeavour’s men back in 1770. Those natives, including the old chief Topaa, whom the Endeavours had got to know well, had gone. Vanquished by their tribal enemies, the Adventures surmised. But although it was different groups of natives who greeted Furneaux and his men, they had all heard of the Raiatean, Tupaia. They asked after him and his foster-son Tiata, and showed great sorrow when informed of the Otahetians’ deaths in Batavia.


    There had been an outbreak of carnality, Furneaux also reported. A trade in sex, in exchange for metal and glass, had begun and had gathered pace rapidly. The men of Adventure had quickly learned the purchasing power of nails, axes and bottles. A pattern had been established. The Maori men brought their women to the ship in canoes. After climbing aboard, offers were made and deals swiftly done between the sailors, the native men and their women. A nail, an axe or a bottle were given over to the Maori men, who then passed over their women. At first the sailors took the women below decks and fornicated with them there. Then, urged on by the Maori men, business became brisker. More trade goods were exchanged. Copulation now took place around the decks, with those awaiting their turn cheering the rutting couples on. The nearby beach had also become the scene of frantic sexual connections.


    ‘It is a kind of madness, sir,’ Furneaux concluded. ‘One which I am powerless to stop. The men seem almost drunk with lust.’


    James sighed heavily. ‘I know. I have seen it before, in Otaheite. It is impossible to prevent it, the men being as they are after long periods at sea.’


    He clenched and unclenched his aching right fist. ‘What I most abhor is the spread of the venereals as a result. We have infected the people of these islands as a consequence of our lust, and that must be stopped.’


    The next day Johann Forster confronted James in the Great Cabin. He seemed almost beside himself with shock. Face puce, eyes almost popping from his head, he spoke in desperate bursts. ‘The men are indulging in sin and depravity. This morning on the foreshore—’ He brought up one hand and put it over his eyes as if to block out the image. ‘Two men were sharing a native woman. In and out like dogs at a fair.’ He lowered his hand. ‘One after the other, on her, this way and that.’ Shuddering, he added, ‘Their rutting put me in mind of the baboon colony I visited at the Cape. It disgusted me so much I could scarcely bring myself to watch.’


    Suppressing a smile at this image, James said, ‘I share your concerns, Forster, but there is little we can do to stop it, the men having gone without women for so long. My principal anxiety is the spread of disease.’


    Forster was silent for a moment, his face still rigid with revulsion. Then his eyes widened still further. ‘Our Lord’s words may stop them.’ He blinked hard. ‘I could institute Bible readings for the men after the midday meal. Or prepare a sermon on the evils of fornication and deliver it to them.’


    James held up his hand. ‘That would do little good, Forster.’ He stood up to indicate the meeting was over. ‘I suggest you concentrate instead on your botanising.’


    Forster gave a cry of frustration, then walked away.


    The following day James witnessed one effect of the carnal trade. Hodges, wishing to portray a particularly attractive young wahine he saw in a canoe coming alongside, invited her to the Great Cabin for a sitting. She was about 18, her eyes were deep brown and her raven hair hung down over her shoulders. Her bare breasts were high, her nipples prominent. Smiling and pointing to herself, she said, ‘Arapera.’


    Once below, Hodges by gestures invited her to sit in an armchair next to his easel. The young woman looked confused. ‘The chair, please,’ said Hodges, again indicating where she was to sit, and picking up his crayon. Still looking puzzled, Arapera obeyed. She sat in the chair, then lay back, trying at the same time to part her legs. Through the lines of her flax skirt Hodges could see a pad of dark hair and a pink crevice. She looked at him expectantly, holding up her hands.


    Observing the scene from the other side of the cabin, James realised what the source of her confusion was. ‘No, no,’ he said desperately. He picked up another crayon and made drawing gestures with it. ‘Your picture. He only wishes to draw your picture.’


    Understanding, Arapera smiled, brought her knees together and sat up in the chair, primly. Hodges winked at James, then commenced his portraiture.


    There were some successes, along with the failures. James ordered that the ram and ewe which had been penned on Resolution’s deck be liberated on Ship Cove’s foreshore, and they promptly disappeared into the forest. As he and Clerke watched the pair go, James said, ‘Their offspring and their descendants will offer the natives meat and wool, something they sadly lack.’


    Two days later, at dinner in the Great Cabin, Pickersgill reported that the two sheep had been found in the undergrowth by the wooding party, dead and already fly-blown. ‘I suspect they ate something toxic.’


    Johann Forster nodded gloomily. ‘There is a plant the natives call karaka. Its berries are poisonous to humans and animals.’


    ‘They do eat the berries, though,’ George put in. ‘After baking the berries in their earth ovens. The baking destroys the poison.’


    James looked thoughtful. He was determined to introduce grazing animals to this land. ‘Then we’ll let the goats free,’ he concluded, ‘the billy and the nanny. Goats can tolerate any food. Is that not correct, Forster?’


    The naturalist looked up from his duck. ‘I believe so. Pigs, also. I think we should take a breeding pair of swine ashore too.’


    The pair of pigs was released at Cannibal Cove. A week later James, Furneaux and Johann Forster were rowed across the sound to East Bay, where the male and female goat were let go. James and the others were confident that the natives would not kill the pair, as they had observed that the New Zealanders were fearful of goats, after a young boy visiting Resolution had been fiercely butted and knocked over by Will the ram.


    As the crews prepared to unmoor Resolution and Adventure, James climbed the mainmast and stared across the sound to the islands in the distance. It was early evening, the air was cool, and the setting sun was casting a pinkish light over the water of the sound and the forests of Motuara and Arapawa Islands. A solitary gannet hovered above the ship, its pinions see-sawing, eyes fixed downward as if inspecting Resolution’s topgallants. James savoured the scene. He loved this place, for its natural beauty as much as its people and resources. The animals they had released would breed, he hoped, and so comprise a lasting legacy from the British to the people of these islands. He climbed back down the mast to the deck, nodding a greeting to sailing master Gilbert, who was checking the compass beside the helm, comparing it with his own hand-held instrument. Then he descended the companionway, entered the Great Cabin, and began to write a further journal entry to Elizabeth.

  


  
    Fifteen


    9 JUNE 1773


    Dearest Elizabeth,


    Our three-month sojourn in New Zealand proved at least partially worthwhile, in that we are reunited with our consort vessel, Adventure, and the sound previously uncharted and which I have named Dusky Bay has been thoroughly surveyed and its parts also named. However it is with considerable relief that we will shortly be at sea once more. Ship Cove, which you will recall my describing to you in detail during my stay there in January 1770, proved again beneficent to our needs, and consequently we are well provisioned for this next stage of our voyage.


    However, distressing events of a nature too amoral to describe, concerning the native women and their corruption by both our men and theirs, lead me to wonder if contact with so-called civilisation will prove to be in the best interests of the natives. While I deplore this disgraceful trade, and the depths to which the men’s behaviour sinks, there was little I could do to prevent their wantonness except set a personal example of my own to them.


    As I have already mentioned to you, it is my earnest desire that we introduce European agriculture to these wild islands, in order that their native inhabitants may develop pastoralism and animal husbandry of their own. (They have no animals save dogs, which they eat and make cloaks from their skins.) Potatoes planted by Adventure’s naturalist on the island have already sprouted, and provided they are left to mature, will provide a ready food source for generations of New Zealanders. That they understand the fundamentals of crop-raising can be gained by their cultivation of a sweet potato in the warmer regions of their islands, brought I believe from Otaheite many years ago. Their word for potato is ‘kumara’ and after harvesting they store this nutritious root crop in pits for consumption during the winter months. (Sydney Parkinson illustrated the kumara plant, Ipomoea batatas, and its flowers in Otaheite during our earlier voyage.) It is my earnest hope that the New Zealanders’ diet will be enriched by the European plants as well as the animals which we have bequeathed to them.


    I intend taking a south-easterly course through the southern Pacific, in pursuit once more of the elusive Great Southern Continent, I will hold this course for several more weeks, in the hope that we discover hitherto unknown land. There is an island in the lower latitudes already discovered and named Pitcairn by Philip Carteret of HMS Swallow, in 1767, which I intend to survey.


    Summer in London, what thoughts of home the knowledge of that season brings! Doubtless little George is growing rapidly and proving a much-loved playmate for young James and Nathaniel. I often picture the three boys in our back garden, enjoying the long hot days and hunting out insect food for their frog collection. Your climbing rose must be brightening the garden with its blooms, along with the red geraniums in their window boxes.


    These thoughts and images console me during the long and often lonely nights at sea.


    My love to all,


    James


    ‘Morning, Captain.’


    ‘Morning, Clerke.’


    Both men were on the quarterdeck, caped against the cold. Although the air was chilly, unusually on this morning there was not a breath of wind. Both Resolution and Adventure were becalmed, their sails slack and baggy. The sea was silky, the sky almost completely clear, with only skeins of cirrus cloud high above. A pair of tropic birds soared above Resolution, eyeing it curiously. Quartermaster Atkin alone gripped the wheel. For over two weeks now the two ships had followed first a south-easterly, then an easterly course, sailing south to the 47th parallel, then tracking due east, accompanied mostly by gale-force winds and roiling seas. Their progress was satisfying—on 2 August, propelled by a south-westerly, they covered 107 nautical miles. And day after day there was nothing but ocean and more ocean, the sea seemingly endless and certainly landless.


    This morning comprised a rare interlude of calm in mid-ocean. James did not mind this respite as it enabled the cleaning of the ship to be carried out more expeditiously. Overseen by bosun’s mate Anderson, at dawn half a dozen men had been on their knees, scrubbing the mid and foredecks. Now, on the foredeck, sailmaker Bevans was repairing a torn jib; other crewmen were busy reeving the blocks and greasing them with seal fat.


    Clerke peered at the horizon. ‘Not a sign of land, sir.’


    ‘No. No refracting currents, no driftwood, no land birds.’ James laughed. ‘The Great Unknown Continent remains unknown. Or at the least, elusive.’


    ‘We must be in the vicinity of Pitcairn Island, though.’


    ‘I believe so, but there is no sign of it.’


    At that moment a boom of cannon fire rang out. Both men looked quickly to starboard. Adventure’s launch was being hoisted out. James called down to the master, who was standing at the base of the main mast. ‘Gilbert! Adventure’s launch is coming our way. Prepare to have her alongside.’


    It was not Furneaux who was being rowed across to Resolution, but Lieutenant Kempe. A line was thrown down by Gilbert and made fast, and Adventure’s lanky First Officer climbed up onto the quarterdeck. Shaking hands with James and Clerke, he said soberly, ‘Captain Furneaux wishes me to convey his apologies. He is suffering from gout. Brought on by the cold, the surgeon declares. He prescribed quantities of port wine.’ Kempe bared his teeth, as if he was in pain himself. ‘And our cook died yesterday. Of consumption.’ Looking even more uncomfortable now, he said, ‘Several of the men are ill also.’


    James looked at him sharply. ‘What are their symptoms?’


    ‘Bleeding and swollen gums, extreme lethargy, ulcerated limbs—’


    ‘Scurvy,’ James said accusingly.


    ‘We fear so, sir.’


    ‘Were the men not ordered to eat their greens, and the wort? The anti-scorbutics?’


    Kempe looked down. ‘They were ordered to, sir, but I believe that they made only a pretence of doing so. Those affected are confined to their berths and are unable to work the ship. Unless we gain more fresh provisions, I fear we will be unable to continue.’


    Inwardly, James fumed. He had stressed the importance of enforcing an anti-scorbutic diet to Furneaux on several occasions, so why had he not heeded this strategy? He turned to his First Officer. ‘What was our last recorded latitude, Clerke?’


    ‘Forty-two degrees south.’


    James thought quickly. Not a single sign of land in these latitudes, not even Pitcairn Island. In the circumstances, it was pointless to continue on this course. They dare not risk another separation, and that was possible if Furneaux’s ship could not be properly worked. But damn the Adventures and their refusal to eat their fresh victuals. Why did Furneaux not prescribe the lash? He looked at Kempe coldly. ‘In view of this bad news, we must alter course. We will proceed to the north, to the latitude of 20 degrees, in the region of the Dangerous Archipelago. From there we will turn west and make for Otaheite in order to gain fresh provisions. Return to your ship, Lieutenant, and convey that order to Captain Furneaux. But before you do so, I will pen a letter for you to take back to him.’


    Furneaux,


    I have on previous occasions emphasised to you the importance of diet in combating scurvy, but from Lieutenant Kempe’s report to me today on the poor state of many of your men’s health, it is necessary for me to reiterate these dietary instructions, viz: You are to brew beer from the thickened juice of wort, essence of spruce and tea plants, boil cabbage with the peas, serve wine instead of spirits and reduce the crew’s intake of salt beef. These instructions must be adopted immediately and followed to the letter.


    Cook


    A week later, Furneaux, his gout much reduced, crossed to Resolution from Adventure and reported to James that the health of his crew had also improved.


    14 AUGUST 1773


    Winds East. Distance sailed 102 miles. Latitude in South 17° 15´. Longitude in West reckoning 146° 41´. At 5 o’clock in the pm saw land extending from WSW to SW distance 3 or 4 leagues. I judged it to be the Chain Island discovered in my last voyage. Fearing to fall in with some of these low islands in night and desirous of avoiding the delay which lying to occasions I hoisted out the cutter, equipped her properly and sent her ahead to carry a light with proper signals to direct the sloop in case she met with danger. In this manner we proceeded all night without meeting with anything. At 6 in the morning I called her on board and hoisted her in, as it did not appear that she would be wanted again for this purpose, as we had now a large swell from the South, a sure indication that we were clear of the low islands.


    The sloops may have been clear of the hazardous low islands, but shortly after again entering open sea, word was sent across from Adventure that scurvy had again broken out, this time because of a depletion of the supply of anti-scorbutics. Several men were seriously ill.


    On the table in the Great Cabin, James set out his chart of the two conjoined islands of Otaheite, drawn by him in 1769 and published by the Admiralty. Placing his forefinger on the southernmost area, he said to Furneaux, ‘We will make first for Vaitepiha. It is a day’s sailing closer than Matavai Bay, and offers a safe pass through the reef and a sheltered anchorage within. And a fertile plain will provide us with an abundance of fresh fruit and vegetables.’


    Looking relieved, Furneaux peered at the chart. ‘Vai-te-pi-ha. I am looking forward to seeing this place, sir.’


    Three days later there was a hammering on James’s cabin door. ‘Sir! Sir!’ It was just daybreak.


    He swung from his berth and put his feet on the floor. ‘What is it?’


    John Burr, master’s mate, put his head around the door. He was wild-eyed. Frantically he said, ‘We’re drifting, Captain. Towards the reef!’

  


  
    Sixteen


    THE CLIMBING SUN LIT UP THE MASS of Tahiti-Iti island’s jagged, forest-covered mountains. But James’s eyes were focused not on the land in the distance but on the broken water larboard of the ship. He immediately realised that Resolution was much further south than the course he had set yesterday, so the officer of the watch must not have followed his instructions. Instead of being off Vaitepiha Bay, they were close to the south-eastern extremity of the island. Although the sun was still low, the heat was already searing, the sea satiny. But where its currents met the reef, waves formed, reared, and dashed themselves down on the coral, tossing spray high into the air. And the reef was now only a few hundred yards away. Fifty yards away to starboard, Adventure was in the same perilous position. A terrible memory flooded into James’s mind. Of another coral reef and another foundering, on the New Holland coast three years ago, when Endeavour was almost lost.


    Pickersgill and Clerke, who had also dashed up from below, joined James on the quarterdeck. Ignoring them, he rushed to the quarterdeck rail. In front of him, Atkin and Bee were at the helm, Gilbert beside them. They turned back and looked at James expectantly. After glancing up at the tell-tales to gauge the direction of the light airs, he shouted to the helmsmen, ‘Haul off to the northward!’


    Atkin spun the helm five spokes to starboard. The ship began to bear away from the reef, but only slowly. Taking her cue from Resolution, Adventure also turned to starboard. A few minutes later, the sails of both sloops slumped. The wind had died and they were now at the mercy of the in-flowing tide, the current bearing them westward and directly towards the reef.


    The inhabitants of Tahiti-Iti had seen the ships, and half a league to the north dozens of outrigger canoes had put out from the shore and passed through the passage opposite Vaitepiha Bay. The canoeists were working frantically, their paddles rising and falling rapidly as they dug into the water. At first James thought the islanders were coming to help rescue the ships, but as they came closer he saw that the canoes were filled with baskets of produce: fish, plantains, coconuts and other fruits. They were coming to trade. There were many semi-naked young women in the canoes, and both they and the male paddlers wore garlands of woven flowers.


    In minutes the canoes had surrounded both ships and the Otaheitians were swarming aboard, crying out ‘Taio, taio, Tute!’ and carrying up the baskets of produce. The crewmen immediately halted their duties, their attention diverted by the bodies of the young women, who were walking up to the men and stroking them enticingly. At the same time the Otaheitian men were wandering around the decks, picking up any items of interest, including belaying pins, buckets, brooms and lengths of rope. Angered by the disruption around the decks, James shouted down to the bosun. ‘Dammit, Gray, get the men back working!’ Pushing his way through the throng, the bosun attempted to shove the couples apart, but was not wholly successful. The Otaheitians seemed oblivious to the ships’ hazardous position, and instead were pressing upon the crew their gifts of fruit and fish, and demanding nails and beads in return.


    Furious now, James rushed to the taff rail and peered overboard. Both ships were now fully at the mercy of the tidal current, which was streaming landward. Lacking wind, both ships’ sails were slack; captured by the current, their bows pointed westward. They would have to try to tow them away from the reef.


    ‘Hoist out the boats!’ James called to Gilbert, and under his direction both launches were hastily launched. The Otaheitians paused in their trading to watch this process, showing more amusement than concern. Cables were tossed down from the ship to the boats, the oarsmen settled in, then strained and sweated in the tropical heat. Across the water, Adventure’s crew duplicated the strategy. But the current was too strong, and neither team could turn their ships’ bows seaward.


    Cursing under his breath, James realised there was just one more option. He called to Gilbert. ‘Lower both bow anchors!’


    The ship continued drifting for a few more minutes, then was brought up. Her bow began to turn into the tidal flow. But there was little comfort in this, as they heard the leadsman’s voice call up from the chains, ‘Depth less than three fathoms!’


    Fifty yards to starboard, Adventure had also dropped her anchors and was struggling against the current. The sea bottom was now only feet from both ships’ keels. Waves broke violently against the reef, close under Resolution’s stern. In James’s mind that nightmare from New Holland’s Great Barrier Reef kept returning. Now realising what was happening, most of the Otaheitians climbed down the hull steps to their canoes and began to paddle away. Minutes later, from beneath Resolution’s stern came the hideous sound of timber against rock. ‘Carry out the kedge anchor!’ James shouted to Gilbert on the foredeck. ‘And the bower!’ They were carried out and let go. Still holding fast, and with the capstan worked by eight men, the ship moved slowly forward until the anchors were apeak. ‘Cut the bower anchor!’ James commanded, and Gilbert slashed the cable with his sword.


    Staring over the rail, James saw that the current was now not flowing so strongly. He called down to the men in the boats, ‘Put your backs to it! Row her off!’


    The team of men heaved at their oars. Gradually, and with the reef swells still slopping at her hull, the ship’s position eased. A few minutes later, with the oarsmen still straining, she moved up far enough for the kedge anchor to be raised. At the same time, with the sun now higher in the sky, they felt the first hint of an offshore wind. Staring up at the sails, James saw them beginning to fill. The gusts strengthened, the sails began to billow. The wafts of wind merged and became a breeze. The ship began to make way. The combination of the breeze and the hauling of the men in the boats was working. Out in their canoes the Otaheitians waved their paddles, pointing them westward towards Vaitepiha Bay. Looking across the water, James saw with huge relief that Adventure too was making way. Later, Furneaux informed him that three of Adventure’s anchors had been sacrificed before they too were able to catch the delivering breeze.


    All that night both ships made short boards outside the reef, while an almost-full moon cast its beams across the velvety waters of the lagoon, a mile away. Around the decks all hands savoured the fresh fruit and fish the Otaheitians had brought aboard, while still casting wary glances at the waves breaking over the still-visible reef. Although James severely admonished Anderson, the officer on watch who had set their course incorrectly, his displeasure was mollified by the knowledge that both ships were now safe and the natives had already showed them that they were welcome. He was grateful too for the fact that from now on the scurvy-afflicted men on Adventure would have all the fresh fruit and vegetables they could eat, ensuring that their health would soon recover.


    Paradoxically, however, later that day James himself began to suffer intense stomach cramps, so strong that he was unable to stand. He took to his berth, handing command of the ship to Cooper. When Johann Forster offered to read him uplifting scriptural passages, James waved him away irritably, but when Sparrman pressed a goblet of brandy upon him, he accepted it with alacrity.


    Next morning James’s cramp was gone and both ships made for the haven of Vaitepiha Bay. Keeping well out from the reef, and with men posted at the masthead, they passed through the passage and entered the tranquil bay, which was bordered by beaches of black sand. They anchored in 12 fathoms, about two cable lengths from the shore. It was now late morning, and the sun poured down intensely from a radiant blue sky.


    Now, at last, they could gaze upon the island whose surrounding reef had so recently threatened them. Most of the crews had not seen Tahiti-Iti before, and they stared from the railings and rigging at the panorama which lay before them, enraptured by its beauty. The coastal plain was covered in coconut palms and breadfruit trees, but there were clearings where thatched houses had been built, smoke from their cooking fires making white spirals in the air. Inland, rising abruptly from the plain, were forested mountains with saw-tooth peaks. The mountains were split by a v-shaped valley through which a translucent river flowed. It broadened as it passed across the plain, then flowed into the bay.


    Artist Hodges was transfixed. Standing beside James on the quarterdeck, he said in an awed voice, ‘I would not have believed that there could be such natural beauty. It is like Eden itself.’


    James nodded. ‘That was my thought too, when first I saw it. Otaheite is like nothing else on Earth.’


    ‘And the light. So clear, so clean, so intense.’


    ‘Yes. But it would be as well for you to undertake your painting in the mornings. In the afternoon the clouds usually build, then break with torrential rain. It clears quickly, but soaks everything. It was for that reason that Parkinson found the early morning to be the best for drawing and painting.’


    Just as the old hands of the 1767 Dolphin expedition, such as Clerke and Pickersgill, had found radical changes in the island’s society when they returned to Otaheite with Endeavour in 1769, now the veterans of that expedition learned that more drastic shifts of power had occurred over the ensuing four years. Clerke, with Gibson’s assistance, spoke to the people of Tautira village and learned what had happened. The old chief of Tahiti-Iti, Vehiatua, was dead, replaced by his young son of the same name. Another civil war had erupted between Tahiti-Iti and Tahiti-Nui. Fought at sea and on land, it had been bloody. One consequence was the death in battle of Tutaha, James’s special taio on Tahiti-Nui. Young Vehiatua claimed now to be the paramount leader of the two conjoined islands. Learning of these developments, James felt dispirited. These beautiful islands were sullied by so much killing.


    1 SEPTEMBER 1773


    Dearest Beth,


    I write on the eve of our departure from the Windward Group of the Society Islands, with thoughts of you and the children savouring the golden days of a London autumn, with the oaks and elms on the common in the season of their yellow leaf. Although many of the men are unhappy at leaving these enchanting isles, I am somewhat impatient to be away. The reported death of my special taio, Tutaha (you will remember that I called him Hercules) saddened me, as did the passing of several others who lived in the vicinity of Matavai Bay. Our stopover at Tautira, following the near-loss of our ships on the reef near there, was not straightforward. Although we bartered for fresh fruit and vegetables, whose consumption has allowed the scurvied crew members to recover, there was no great warmth from the local leader, Vehiatua the younger, who knowing of my friendship with Tutaha, who his father killed in battle, evidently feared that I might take vengeance on behalf of my slain friend. Though I mourned his death, I had no intention of doing so. There also followed an incident which infuriated me. Wishing to show friendship, I invited another chief and his retinue aboard, and hosted the group in the Great Cabin. They were offered refreshments which they accepted, but then began to purloin anything which they could—nautical instruments, books, glasses etc—and passed them through the cabin window to their friends waiting in their canoes. Fortunately the Kendall timekeeper was safely locked away. Furious at this blatant thievery, I turned the group out of the cabin and did likewise to those on deck, ordering them all from the ship. Still livid, I then fired a pair of musket balls over the offending leader’s head as he paddled away in his canoe, which to my men’s amusement so startled him that he leapt from his canoe and swam ashore. I also ordered our gunner, Anderson, to fire a four-pounder towards the strand, to emphasise our authority. This had the effect of dispersing the would-be thieves, although they returned later and showed no ill-feelings towards us. Although young Vehiatua avoided us, while we were ashore his people were amicably disposed. The peninsula, the river and the bay are uncommonly beautiful. An enduring record of our stay at Vaitepiha will be afforded by artist Hodges’s rendition of the scene. He has captured the mountains, forest and river in all their sublime beauty, although he points out to me that the painting will not be completed in oils until we return. He will add to the landscape, he tells me, a group of human figures in the classical style, an interesting conceit. It is my great hope that I can obtain at least one of Hodges’s Otaheitian landscapes, so that it can adorn our parlour wall.


    After departing Tautira we made for the northern coast of Tahiti-Nui and anchored at Matavai Bay. I admit to some nostalgia when we entered the bay, as I recollected our stay here four years ago. There was at that time, you will recall, the imperative of observing the transit of Venus, with all the accompanying astronomical organisation and procedures. This time all we required were provisions for the next stage of our voyage, which was a much less taxing activity. Furneaux and I and a party from the ships also had intercourse with the new ari’i rahi, or paramount chief of Tahiti-Nui, called Tu, and his followers, whom we met at Pare. Gifts were exchanged and friendships established. Bosun’s mate Anderson, who is a Scotsman, played the bagpipes for Tu and his people. They were rendered speechless with admiration for this instrument and the exotic sounds which emanated from it. There were exchanges of gifts, mainly axes, cloth and mirrors, for island produce. What we required above all was hogs, but few were forthcoming as they were in short supply here at this time of year, which the natives consider to be the season of scarcity. Accordingly, they conserve their holdings of hogs and there are few available.


    Artist Hodges again spent most of his time ashore and has produced several beautiful drawings of Matavai Bay with our ships at anchor within it. He is particularly adept at rendering images of vessels of all types, whether the small outriggers of the natives, or their much larger double-hulled canoes, as well as Resolution and Adventure at anchor. I am full of admiration for his work.


    I also renewed my acquaintance with Purea, formerly the Queen of Otaheite. However due to the recent war her circumstances are much reduced—she had not supported Tutaha or Tu during the conflict—so consequently is out of favour with the new rulers. She had also parted from her husband, Amo, who now has a new and much younger wife. Poor Purea was but a shadow of her earlier glory and authority, and I felt pity for her.


    During this stay there was also more carnality with the local women. If both parties consent to carnal knowledge of each other I cannot prevent them doing so, although the consequent spread of the venereals concerns me greatly. Licentiousness also results in further ill-discipline. Four men from Adventure stayed ashore longer than authorised and attempted carnal knowledge of some local women without their consent. Fighting broke out with the Otaheitian men as a consequence. When their behaviour was reported to me I was irate, and sentenced the four—three of whom were marines—to the lash. We can scarcely expect to be looked up to by the natives as civilised and superior beings when we behave like dirty dogs with their women. It distresses me to report such matters to you, Beth, but be assured, my fidelity to you will never waver.


    After leaving Otaheite we called again at the high island of Huahine, and were well remembered, especially by the paramount chief, Ori. He is an elderly man, but one of fine bearing who now regards me as his son, I believe. When we met again he wept freely, and we are now so close that he calls me Ori and I refer to him as Tute (Cook), a case of exchanged identity. His island is another one of exceptional beauty, with a fine harbour, forests, plantations, mountains and, to the north, a tidal inlet containing ingenious fish traps made of stone. Ignoring the conserving of livestock which we observed on Otaheite, Ori and his people have bartered generously with us. We traded axes and nails for the hogs that were so lacking on the other island, along with many hens and cocks, yams, plantains and sweet potatoes, so that we will be more than adequately provisioned for the next stage of our voyage. Our only difficulties were the usual ones—persistent and apparently incurable thieving of our possessions by the natives.


    Our naturalists, the father-and-son-Forsters and the Swede, Anders Sparrman, botanise keenly. The latter goes off alone, I suspect because he tires of the Forsters’ company. I think this solitary excursioning to be unwise, but he blithely continues to do so.


    I must conclude this entry now, Beth, as shouting from the deck indicates that a shore party has returned.


    My love to you, as always,


    James


    James watched the Forsters come aboard. Both carried their fowling pieces and specimen bags. Johann emptied his bag onto the deck. A dozen or so birds tumbled out. He held up a couple of small, bloodied corpses to James. ‘Fine specimens to add to my collection,’ he called up jubilantly.


    James moved to the rail and peered over. ‘What are they?’


    ‘A type of kingfisher, some ducks, and a heron. We shot them by a tidal lagoon, half an hour’s hike from here.’ He was still grinning as he shoved the birds back in his bag.


    James remained silent. Taking specimens was all very well, but he had been told by Ori that some birds were sacred to the Huahinians. His people could be upset at this indiscriminate killing. At that moment there was a shout from the shore. Looking across the water, James saw a figure standing on the beach, waving wildly towards the ship. It was Sparrman, with only a length of bark cloth wrapped around him. James ordered the launch to be rowed over to collect him. As the botanist climbed back on board, James flinched. Sparrman’s face was streaked with blood and his fair hair was matted with it. The Forsters came up from below and looked shocked at their friend’s appearance. Panting as he spoke, pale with fright, the botanist recounted what had happened.


    ‘As I walked beside the inlet, seeking new plants, two Indians approached me. They told me by miming that they would show me many interesting plants in the forest. They led me up a rough trail through the trees. But once in the forest they attacked me. One man seized my belt and hunting knife while the other had his hands about my throat. They beat me about the face with their fists, stripped all the clothes from my body.’ Distressed, Sparrman sank to his knees on the deck. ‘They took my microscope as well as my clothes and knife, and I was left alone, naked. It was an abominable assault. As I walked back here an old man saw my unclothed state, brought this cloak from his house and wrapped it about me.’


    The older Forster looked up at James. ‘We must take the marines, find the assailants, apprehend them and have them flogged.’


    James felt a double flash of anger, precipitated initially by Forster’s attempted usurpation of his authority and then by Sparrman’s recklessness at venturing inland alone. It had been well understood until now that the expedition’s members must never do so. Forster was still looking at him accusingly. James said, in carefully measured tones, ‘I will be the one who decides on a suitable punishment, Forster.’ To Sparrman he said, ‘You were advised not to botanise alone, Sparrman, and you ignored that advice. Now go below and dress yourself.’ Miserably the Swede got to his feet and crept away, George Forster following him. The older Forster, hands on his hips, demanded, ‘And the punishment for the savages’ violent assault?’


    ‘I will visit Ori. He is the one who holds authority on this island. To him I will insist that the culprits be found and punished, and Sparrman’s clothes and other possessions retrieved.’


    The older Forster made a mulish face and turned away, making a hissing sound that clearly meant, ‘Not enough.’


    Ori was advised of the assault and was horrified by the news. He promised James that the offenders would be caught. Three days later word was taken out to the ship that they had been apprehended and the stolen items recovered. Ori invited James ashore to witness their punishment, but he declined to do so. He wished to leave Huahine on the most cordial terms.


    The next day, surrounded by canoes bidding them farewell and hurling garlands onto their decks, the two ships were warped out of the lagoon and set a course west for Raiatea, whose serrated profile was visible on the horizon, just a day’s sail away.

  


  
    Seventeen


    AGAIN THEIR SHIPS WERE WELCOMED. Many people remembered the visit of Endeavour four years before, and a meeting was arranged with the current ruler of the island, a burly, bearded man called Reo. He had two children, a boy of about 12 and a girl a year or so older, and made James, Furneaux and their entourage welcome at his house above the lagoon at Hamanino Bay. The boy, Rongo, was chubby and shy; his sister Poiatua was already a beauty, with dark, inquisitive eyes and long glossy hair. Both wore pendants of pearl shell. With Pickersgill and Gibson translating for him, Reo inquired after Tupaia, who came originally from Hamanino, and listened thoughtfully to James’s account of the death of the priest and his foster-son at Batavia. ‘Tupaia,’ Reo murmured sadly, ‘Tupaia maa-tay. Aue, aue.’


    Friendships established, a brisk bartering ensued with Reo’s people, overseen by Dewar, Resolution’s clerk. Pigs, poultry, dogs, fruit and sweet potatoes were exchanged freely for cloth, axes, beads and nails. While the bartering was carried out the Forsters headed inland with their fowling pieces and packs.


    James and the others were served pork, fish and vegetables cooked in an earth oven, washed down with the milk from young coconuts. It was very hot, and Reo’s two children moved about the group, stirring the air and brushing away flies with fans of woven pandanus. As James and the others concluded their meal, the Forsters emerged from the undergrowth behind Reo’s house, scatterguns in their hands and red-faced from their exertions. Johann, eyes bulging with triumph, entered the house and without making a greeting, emptied his collectors’ bag at James’s feet. As on Huahine, dead birds tumbled out: two herons, three grey-green fruit doves and seven kingfishers. As they fell, Reo’s young daughter cried out in horror: ‘Ney, ney, ruro tapu!’


    Covering her face with her hands, she began to weep uncontrollably. Frowning with concern, Reo went to her, put his arm around her shoulders and said consolingly, ‘Poiatua, Poiatua.’ He scowled at the Forsters. George blushed; Johann looked defiant.


    Reo spoke quietly to Gibson, who translated for James, ‘The kingfishers, which they call “ruro”, are sacred birds to these people. They believe they embody their Sun God, Raa, and so they never kill them. To do so brings evil.’


    James nodded. ‘Tell them we are very sorry. Such wanton killing will not happen again.’ Gibson told this to the chief, but Reo still looked upset. James said to Forster accusingly, ‘You have already killed and collected these birds on Huahine. Why did you do so again?’


    Forster returned his glare. ‘We need specimens. As many as possible, for preserving and presenting to institutions in England.’ He began to gather up the dead birds and place them back in his bag.


    James stared him down. ‘You have your specimens. More than is necessary. Do not kill any more of the sacred birds.’


    The naturalists walked away, without apologising. Poiatua remained kneeling, hands over her face. James put a hand on Reo’s shoulder. ‘Taio, I am sorry for the loss of the birds. I promise you, there will be no more shooting of the kingfishers.’ Gibson translated. Reo nodded, but his expression remained clouded.


    A few days later, while the final provisioning was being carried out, the Forsters went off to the north coast of Raiatea to botanise once again. In the afternoon both were rowed out to Resolution in a clearly agitated state. Dishevelled, his bare arms showing scratch marks, Johann ignored James and went directly below. James intercepted George before he could follow. ‘What happened?’ he demanded.


    The young man avoided James’s eyes. ‘It was nothing, sir.’


    ‘Nothing? I think not. What happened today? I need to know.’


    George laid his specimen bag and musket down on the deck, then spoke in a subdued voice.


    ‘We were with Clerke and Cooper and the others during the morning, but later became separated from them. It was terribly hot, and although we were on the coast, we didn’t know the way back here. We were also very weary. My father went up onto the foreshore to rest, and as there were natives on the shore fishing with a net, I asked them by gestures if they could take us back to Hamanino Bay. I offered the canoeist one nail for this assistance, but he held up four fingers. As I had only the one nail, I shook my head. Whereupon he snatched not only the nail but also my fowling piece. Seeing what was happening, my father got up, aimed his weapon at the man and called for him to give the gun back. The man did so, then ran back down the beach.’ George looked down at the deck and shuffled his feet. ‘My father then fired his gun at the native, hitting him in the back with grapeshot.’


    ‘Then what happened?’


    ‘His friends laid the injured one down in the canoe, and they paddled off. We made our own way back, slowly, along the coast.’ He looked at James pleadingly. ‘My father shot the man only because he feared for my safety, sir.’


    James regarded him coldly. ‘Go below and tell your father to report to me in the Great Cabin. Now.’


    When the elder Forster entered his wet hair was plastered down on his scalp, his lips were compressed and his vest hung open. ‘What is it?’ he said sullenly.


    ‘You shot a native. For no sound reason.’


    ‘No sound reason? He was threatening my son.’


    ‘You shot him in the back while he was running away.’


    ‘But he might well have turned and attacked again.’


    James clicked his tongue in derision. ‘From what I have heard, the native presented no serious threat, so there was no need to shoot. And certainly not while he was running away.’ Forster opened his mouth to remonstrate, but James cut him off. ‘We have received nothing but kindness from the people on this island. They have welcomed us and fed us. Our ships will be well provisioned, thanks to Reo and his subjects. But another rash act from you—coming on top of your shooting of their sacred birds—has placed their goodwill in jeopardy.’


    Forster swallowed, then said thickly, ‘You cannot tell me what I can and cannot do, Cook, I will act as I see fit. I am not one of your uncouth seamen, I am a man of science.’ He lifted his chin. ‘And your authority is lax. You are too lenient with the natives. You took no action against the assailants of Sparrman, when what was required was a thorough flogging of the culprits. And now you rebuke me for defending my own son.’


    Furious, James moved closer to the botanist. ‘I rebuke you for a precipitate and hostile act. Leave this cabin and return to your own quarters. Your attitude is intolerable.’


    The naturalist’s expression became scornful. ‘I will have satisfaction with you, sir!’


    James was speechless for a moment. Did he mean a duel? The man was preposterous. ‘You are a liability to this expedition, Forster. Go to your quarters. Immediately.’


    Clenching his fists, Forster spat a reply. ‘Through my close friend Judge Barrington, the King will hear about this!’


    10 SEPTEMBER 1773


    Dearest Beth,


    As we prepare to depart the shores of Raiatea, well provisioned, there are only one or two incidents which are truly regrettable. They both concern Johann Forster, who is undoubtedly the most vexatious personage I have ever shared a ship with. He has surely chosen the wrong vocation. His moralising and preaching make him far more suited to the pulpit than the beauteous world of nature, which he is only too prepared to trample on for his own ends. He has been paid a fortune to come on this voyage, and seems to think that this allows him to be outside all authority. Today I ordered him from the Great Cabin, and he will stay banished from it until we are at sea again. Our dispute arose over the needless wounding of a native, the details of which I need not tire you with. Neither will I record my personal dispute with him in my official journal, it is too absurd to be reported.


    But this latest incident precipitated a thought which I previously considered unthinkable: would that Joseph Banks was here instead of Forster.


    My love to you and the boys,


    James


    In the midst of their final preparations to leave the Leeward Islands, Furneaux approached James. With him was a handsome young native man in his early 20s. He wore a headdress of white feathers, a necklace of pearl shell and a bark-cloth skirt and was obviously pleased to be in this company. Furneaux said, ‘Captain Cook, this is Omai. He is from Raiatea but has been living on Huahine. He wishes to sail with me on Adventure to England.’


    James had already observed the young man keeping company with Adventure’s commander. Omai stepped forward and extended his hand. He was of medium height, with a broad flattish face, a dark complexion and a full, sensuous mouth. Looking him up and down, James said to Furneaux, ‘You have already agreed that he can accompany you?’


    Flushing slightly, Furneaux nodded. ‘He has stayed aboard my ship for several days now, and shows a lively interest in its workings. He is genuine in his desire to travel to England and his family have given him their permission. And he is a priest, familiar with his people’s beliefs and customs.’


    James was in two minds. Recalling how useful a go-between Tupaia had often been on his last voyage, he could see that Omai could well prove an equally valuable envoy and appeared to be well at ease with Furneaux. But he recalled too how obstinate Tupaia had been over the courses they should follow, and his frequently haughty attitudes. Also, the title ‘priest’ was open to various interpretations in these islands. Ori had already reported to James dismissively that this young man was actually of low birth. Still, his presence could be useful, and doubtless an extra hand on the ship would also prove helpful. James himself had already agreed to take a young Otaheitian called Poreo on Resolution, for similar reasons. Poreo had then fallen in love with a young girl on Raiatea and had changed his mind. Another young man, Hitihiti, who came originally from Bora Bora, had volunteered to take Poreo’s place and James had agreed to this. Hitihiti had already shown himself to be an enthusiastic crew member, and James again reasoned that to have a South Sea native on each ship might ease relations with the inhabitants of the islands they were yet to visit. ‘Your taio may sail with Adventure,’ he said.


    Provisioning completed, Resolution’s and Adventure’s decks were covered with penned chickens, pigs and dogs. There were now so many pigs of all sizes that the ships, James thought, resembled floating hog farms. And the holds were crammed with yams, plantains, breadfruit and coconuts. There remained one salient question to consider: which course should they follow before their eventual return to New Zealand?


    The officers from both ships gathered in the mess after supper on 16 September. Over glasses of port, James announced the course he had decided upon. The primary objective of the expedition—to ascertain the existence or otherwise of the Great Southern Continent—remained unresolved. Hence they would in the coming southern summer months sail into the high southern latitudes of the eastern Southern Ocean, sweeping to possibly as far as 80 degrees west of Greenwich. This would again take them south to the Antarctic Circle, with all its accompanying discomforts and perils, he pointed out. He set his glass down. ‘After departing Raiatea we will sail due west, following approximately the twentieth parallel and thus taking advantage of the south-east trade winds.’


    Around the table, there were expressions of surprise and some of consternation. West? All the talk until now had been of another sojourn in Queen Charlotte Sound. After a few moments of the surprised silence, Furneaux leaned forward. ‘Why west, sir? Should we not proceed to the south-west, to raise the east coast of New Zealand in the spring?’


    James’s eyes swept the gathering. ‘As yet we have made no discoveries, Furneaux, merely rediscoveries. Before New Zealand I intend for us to call at the islands Tasman discovered in 1643—Middleburg and Amsterdam—and decide whether or not there are other uncharted islands in their vicinity. No other Europeans have been in those waters for 130 years.’


    Even as he made this declaration James was aware of the irony which attached to the announcing of this course. Four years ago, in these very waters, Tupaia had urged him to sail due west and so discover more islands uncharted by Europeans. James had refused, instead taking Endeavour south to the 40th parallel in accordance with the Admiralty’s instructions and finding there nothing but empty ocean, a failure which had rankled with him ever since. He needed real discoveries. Arching his eyebrows, he said, ‘Any comments, gentlemen?’


    Clerke piped up. ‘I must say, sir, if the inhabitants of Middleburg and Amsterdam are as agreeable as those of the Society Islands, then I am completely in favour of a direct westerly course.’


    The others laughed. Clerke loved these islands, especially their women. James nodded. ‘Very well. We will begin to unmoor before dawn tomorrow, and weigh anchor soon after sunrise.’


    18 SEPTEMBER 1773


    Winds EBS. Distance sailed 75 miles. Latitude in the South 17° 17´. West longitude Greenwich 153° 10´. Having left Raiatea I directed my course to the west, inclining to the south as well, to avoid the tracks of former navigators as to get into the latitude of Amsterdam Island, discovered by Tasman in 1643, my intention being to run as far west as that island and even to touch there if I found it convenient. A little after sunset shortened sail to single reefed topsails and brought to during the night, but in the day made all the sail we could. This we continued to do for several succeeding nights.


    On 23 September land was sighted from the masthead, but proved to be merely a trio of small low islands, surrounded by coral reefs and covered in coconut palms. Not bothering with a landing, James named them the Hervey Islands, after Augustus Hervey, a naval officer who had been made a Lord of the Admiralty in 1771. Hervey would be flattered by this gesture, he knew. Both ships then continued on their western course.


    From the masthead, James swept the western horizon with his scope but could see nothing but mist. Tasman had estimated the longitude of Middleburg to be 170 degrees west of Greenwich. Even given the Dutchman’s propensity for inaccurate observations, their current longitude of 165 degrees west meant that the island could not be far away. Climbing back down to the deck, James again thought that there were far more likely to be discoveries in this direction than the south-west route to New Zealand. Again too, he thought wryly of Tupaia, and how the deceased priest would have approved.


    The wind was a steady eight knots and Resolution rolled contentedly in the swells, Adventure shadowing her a mile to starboard. James stared up at the sky. It was a pure, pale blue, with wisps of cloud spread like white feathers across the blueness. At the helm before him were quartermasters Atkin and Bordall. John Blackburn was at the head of the mainmast. Two tropic birds soared and swooped abaft of the ship, their bifurcated tails like pairs of dividers.


    James continued to stare at the horizon. Tupaia had told him that there were many islands—many large islands—to the west of Raiatea, not merely the ones Tasman had discovered. James seethed at this knowledge, and the manner in which the Great Southern Continent had come to dominate his explorations. Terra Australis Incognita had become a kind of nemesis. More and more he doubted its existence, as well as resenting the fact that this mythical landmass had become the Admiralty’s Holy Grail. What this expedition needed was reality, not fantasy, and the reality was that there were uncharted islands in the western Pacific but none in the south. Staring up at the mainsail, he saw that the topgallants were slackening, and heard the master, Gilbert, call for more sail. Four men scampered up the shrouds and let go the fore topsail.


    Pickersgill joined James on the quarterdeck. ‘Fair weather, sir.’


    ‘Yes. Let’s hope it continues. How is Forster today?’


    ‘Still sulking. But young George is fine. He’s drawing the birds they killed on Raiatea. His work is admirable, and—’


    ‘Land! Land ho! Off the starboard bow!’


    The cry came from high above, from bare-foot and bare-chested Blackburn. James and Pickersgill’s eyes swerved to starboard, to a smudge amid the mist. Land!


    Middleburg was ruggedly cliffed along its western coast and covered in dense forest. The ships had been observed—even before Resolution and Adventure had found an anchorage, canoes had put out from the shore and surrounded both sloops. Young men and women swarmed aboard, holding out pieces of bark cloth, finely woven matting and hardwood carvings. These people were markedly different to the Otaheitians. Both men and women were tall, large-boned and with dark complexions. The men’s hair was tied back, the women’s hung long and loose. The men were powerfully built, the women bare-breasted, their skin glistening with a sheen of coconut oil. All had woven mats wrapped around their loins and cinched with ties woven from pandanus leaves. Dozens of red feathers had been inserted into the mats and they stood out brightly against the wearers’ dark skin.


    The ships’ crews soon found what the Middleburgers wanted in exchange for their offerings—the old currency, nails. And as bartering broke out around the decks, the crews looked at the handsome young women hungrily.


    James, Cooper and Pickersgill observed the trading from the quarterdeck. Although the natives seemed far from physically threatening, they roamed the decks and picked up any items of interest. James wondered if they would prove as adept at thievery as the Otaheitians. He searched the crowd for whoever their leader might be so he could enter into negotiations with him.


    One man stood out obviously among the others. Aged about 30, he was well over six feet tall and had several woven mats wrapped about his body. A strand of red pandanus nuts hung around his neck and his thick black hair was tied in a topknot. He carried a long wooden club with a carved head as he strode imperiously about the deck, peering up at the masts and rigging, at the pigs and chickens in their pens, then at the launch which was being hoisted out. James walked down to the deck and greeted the man in Otaheitian. He looked blank for a moment, then replied, ‘Talitali fiefia.’ James tapped himself on the chest and said, ‘Ames Tute.’ The man nodded and replied, ‘Taione.’ James handed him a piece of red baize and an axe, pointed to the launch, then the shore. ‘Malo,’ said the chief firmly, accepting the gifts with a grin. He had large, brilliantly white teeth. James waved up to Pickersgill. ‘Assemble a landing party, Lieutenant. Include the marines. And Omai.’


    4 OCTOBER 1773


    My dearest Beth,


    We are now in the islands which Tasman visited in 1643 and named after cities in the Netherlands. The natives call the two islands we are visiting Eua and Tongatapu. We called first at Eua, which was a craggy, forested island. A vast crowd greeted the Resolutions and Adventures on the shore, staring at us in amazement but offering no threat to us. I told our two natives, Omai and Hitihiti, to explain to the local chieftain who we were and what we wanted, but he could not understand Otaheitian. It was obvious to me then that these people differ both in their appearance and language to the natives of the Society Islands and New Zealand. We mistakenly assume that the Pacific peoples are all the same, but they are not. But we were accorded great hospitality, taken to the fine house of the chief, Taione, where we were seated on woven mats on the floor and given fresh fruits. I then requested that our gunner, Anderson, play the bagpipes for the chief and his followers, a recital that was received first with astonishment, then delight. When Taione asked if he could play the pipes Anderson passed them to him. He blew and blew until his cheeks were like balloons but could produce no sound, and his people shrieked with laughter. We were then given drink, taken in half coconut shells, from a carved wooden bowl. The liquid was pale brown and imbibed with ceremony, the cup being passed around a circle of seated men, with the bowl in the centre, and each guest drinking in turn. The drink had little taste and was in appearance like muddy puddle water. We had several cups each. After a time it had a noticeably mellowing effect on the drinker, accompanied by a slight numbing of the lips. Refreshing, too, we found. The natives call this drink ‘kava’. George Forster has made inquiries as to its source, and has been told that it is derived from the root of the pepper shrub (called, George also informs me, Piper methysticum) which is chewed to a pulp by young women, then spat into the bowl. Water is then added. The result is a drink which is thirst-quenching but not intoxicating. I cannot imagine, Beth, that it will ever be served in the taverns of London!


    As our supplies of water were low, and there was little to be found on Eua, we sailed on to the neighbouring island of Tongatapu, after I honoured our Eua anchorage with the name ‘English Roads’. We followed Tongatapu’s south-western coastline, against the spiky reefs on which ocean rollers broke strongly, until we were able to double the island’s western extremity, then anchor safely in a large sheltered bay in the north-west of this much larger and flatter island. After we were at anchor a chieftain wearing an elaborate headdress was paddled out to the ship in a large canoe to greet us, then guided us ashore to a sheltered beach. The chieftain’s name, we ascertained, was Ata-ongo. He was tall, clean-shaven and very dark-skinned—again, markedly different to the Otaheitian chieftains. On the shore we were again greeted by a large and respectful crowd, whose welcome we much appreciated. Gifts were again exchanged, but again too Omai and Hitihiti could not make themselves understood by the natives. Both grew frustrated and disgruntled as a result, withdrawing from the welcome ceremony.


    Furneaux and I then walked inland with Ata-ongo for a great distance, he proudly pointing out features of interest, of which there were many, including a grove of imposing trees, in the boughs of which hung hundreds of sleeping bats. Black and hooded, dangling upside down, they resembled the corpses of a multitude of hanged felons. The bats forage at night, our guide explained by gestures, on the various fruits which grow in abundance here.


    Ata-ongo was accompanied by two servants, young men who kept a distance behind us. Although it was very hot, the going was not difficult, this island being unusually level and the trail well-formed. It is obviously very fertile, also. In its fertility and productivity, Tongatapu is as verdant as anywhere in Europe, I believe. We passed through plantations of coconuts, plantains and root crops I did not recognise, and pretty villages whose house roofs were thatched with palm leaves and walled with pandanus mats which can be lowered or raised according to the weather conditions. Ata-ongo solemnly told us the name of each village as we approached it. Small naked children stared at us in amazement as we passed, being the first Europeans they or their parents had ever seen. Pigs and chickens were also in great abundance in these hamlets, some of the pigs being an unusually large size. Each village has its own burial ground, built on a sandy mound, the graves themselves being decorated with flowers, shells and mats. [‘Art trouveau’, Hodges told me later that this custom is known as in Europe.]


    After two hours we came to a great tidal lagoon and proceeded around its shores in an easterly direction. Pigs wallowed in the lagoon’s shallows, feeding on marine worms. What most astonished me, however, was that these people have built great monuments of stone in the places they hold sacred. The largest of these was called ‘Lapaha’, and it consisted of a large platform surrounded by a wall of closely fitting rocks. Ata-ongo explained that this was the ‘langi’ or tomb of the ancient kings of this land, called he said, the ‘Too-ee-Tong-ga’. Furneaux and I examined the construction of these tombs closely and exclaimed at how the blocks of coral stone had been worked and fitted together without iron tools. ‘It is as impressive as Stonehenge,’ Furneaux said admiringly. (Although I have not myself visited Stonehenge in Wiltshire, Furneaux has, so he speaks with some authority on the subject of ancient monuments.) When we asked Ata-ongo about the origins of the stone blocks, he pointed across the lagoon and made paddling gestures, meaning that the blocks had been carried by canoes from the other side of the wide inlet, a feat almost as remarkable as the shaping and fitting of them.


    We walked on eastward, to a lagoon-side village where women wearing woven mats around their bodies provided us with fruit and drinking coconuts. Thus refreshed, we continued until we came to a place called Niutoua. Again, Furneaux and I were amazed at what we were shown here: in a clearing in the forest, three huge rectangles of coral stone had been arranged into a gate. Its construction had been ordered by a Too-ee-Tong-ga, Ata-ongo told us, many generations ago. We wandered about this massive structure in awe. Its lintel rests in notched grooves in the upright menhirs, which are 15 feet high and 12 feet wide. The lintel itself is 20 feet long. The effort required to erect this small Stonehenge without steel chisels is a challenge to the imagination. The more I discover about the peoples of the Pacific, the greater my sense of wonder at what they have managed to create on their islands. The vast stone maraes of the Otaheitians, the ornate jade carvings of the New Zealanders and these great monuments of Tongatapu lead me to speculate as to what these native peoples might achieve when they are able to obtain steel hammers, chisels and axes.


    A novelty here is the incorporation in their costumes of bright red feathers, taken from the plumage of a species of parrot which is very common on the islands. The people weave these feathers into their skirts and headdresses, giving them a gay appearance. Our Bora Boran, Hitihiti, loves the red feathers and has collected many bunches of them. He tells me that the people of his islands, where the red parrots are not known, will greatly prize the feathers. Accordingly, many of the crew have obtained them and plan to keep them for future trading when we return to Otaheite.


    Another aspect of society in Eua and Tongatapu which differs from the islands to the east of this region is that the ordinary people’s obeisance to their chiefs is absolute. Society here is so hierarchically arranged that the lowest class of people—commoners, in our expression—are looked upon with contempt by the leaders, who achieve their rank through hereditary entitlement, as with our English system. These Too-ee-Tong-ga are treated like deities by the rest of society, their subjects prostrating themselves before them when they approach. The chiefs look upon the commoners with almost complete disdain. And when some of the lower orders were caught thieving some of our goods and we peppered them with small shot, Ata-ongo made it clear that he had no sympathy for the culprits.


    Now that the southern spring equinox has passed, we anticipate unsettled weather for the next few weeks. As Tongatapu will furnish us with ample provisions, we will not tarry in these islands, but will weigh anchor and sail once more to the south, bound for Queen Charlotte Sound in New Zealand. There we will take on yet more provisions for further explorations in the high southern latitudes, in pursuit of what I now think of as that phantom landmass, the Great Southern Continent. And as we prepare to leave these islands, in view of the continuous hospitality their people have accorded us, I have decided to name them the Friendly Isles. Yesterday Ata-onga, in saying farewell, requested that I return, and that when I do I bring him the uniform of an officer of our King’s Navy.


    At present it is autumn for you and the children, whose soft days I am sure you will be relishing, although the prospect of the cold months ahead will not be appealing. Be assured, dearest Beth, that my thoughts are always with you and our sons, however distant from you I may be.


    Your loving husband,


    James

  


  
    Eighteen


    IN LATE OCTOBER, OFF THE EAST COAST of the northern island of New Zealand, gale force winds and mountainous seas took the two ships out of sight of each other. On Adventure, all Furneaux, his officers and crew could see as they rode out the storm were the waves which drove in upon the ship from the south and broke over her decks, pouring down the companionways and drenching everything below. Between the waves were colossal troughs into which the ship plunged, limiting visibility even more.


    When at last the skies cleared and the wind abated, Adventure was several miles off the south-east coast and a barricade of dark blue mountains was spread across the horizon to the west of the ship. The wind had swung to the south-west and was blowing strongly offshore and Resolution was still nowhere in sight.


    Kempe joined Furneaux on Adventure’s quarterdeck. Both wore their fearnought coats against the bitter wind. Although the dark coast of the northern island was still visible, Adventure was making minimal progress southward. Furneaux looked up at the darkened sky, his face tight with anxiety. Kempe followed the trajectory of his gaze. ‘The arrangement to rendezvous with Resolution at Ship Cove still stands, sir?’


    ‘Aye, but with this wind—’ As if to prove his point, a sudden gust made the sloop lurch to starboard. Below, the men at the helm struggled to hold the wheel. Kempe looked up.


    ‘It’s turning sou’-west-west. Unfavourable for making for Cook’s Strait.’


    Furneaux flashed his lieutenant a resentful look. Sometimes Kempe was a master at stating the obvious.


    Kempe squinted at the coastline. ‘Our clerk reports that our water and wood supplies are low, and that the supplies of greens are almost exhausted. So there is the possibility of scurvy if we do not replenish them.’


    Furneaux made no reply. It had become a taboo word, ‘scurvy’, in the same league as ‘plague’ or ‘pox’, scarcely able to be uttered since Cook’s fury over the outbreaks of scurvy on Adventure. Then he made a snap decision. ‘We will bear north, and make for Uawa Bay.’


    Kempe frowned. ‘Not Ship Cove?’


    ‘No. In these contrary winds we could scarcely make headway. It could take us weeks to work into the strait.’ He pointed north. ‘We will take advantage of this following wind to pass Poverty Bay and make for Uawa. We’ll provision there. The Endeavours found friendly natives and ample greens and water at the bay four years ago.’


    Kempe looked away, his dissatisfaction with this decision obvious. If they missed another rendezvous with Resolution the whole expedition would be in jeopardy. Gripping the rail and staring landward, he heard Furneaux call down to the master, ‘Nor-nor-east. Hold her steady.’ This is a risky diversion, Kempe thought: it will cost us weeks of sailing. And what will Cook think when we do not appear in Ship Cove?


    Resolution too fought against the enormous seas and ferocious gales as she turned south and attempted to beat up to the entrance to Cook’s Strait. But the storm continued unabated. Occasionally and tantalisingly the dark clouds parted and patches of blue appeared, hinting at a break in the weather. Then the black clouds closed in again, obliterating the blue. On one afternoon the sky cleared more extensively, allowing them to sight the bulging cape that was the northern island’s southernmost extremity, the one that James had named after Hugh Palliser. Tacking westward and rounding Cape Palliser, the Resolutions glimpsed the narrow entrance to what appeared to be a sheltered harbour, its egress bordered by a rocky shore upon which rollers were breaking heavily. The haven beyond the entrance was enclosed by steep, forested hills, but James decided against seeking sanctuary here. Once within the harbour it would be difficult to work the ship out again in contrary winds, and the arranged rendezvous with Adventure in Ship Cove had to be met.


    Only days later, James realised that at some time during the storm he had turned 45.


    Eventually Resolution was able to enter the eastern end of Cook’s Strait, although the nor-easterly winds were still punishing. The swells were breaking irregularly and unpredictably and the white-capped water was surprisingly pale—almost jade-green. The land in the distance was cloud-shrouded and ghostly, constantly appearing then disappearing.


    After another two days, and beating into a gale which had abruptly turned southerly, they doubled Cape Jackson, then entered the relative calm of Queen Charlotte Sound. It was 3 November. As they sailed past Motuara Island the officers and crew gathered along the starboard rails in excited anticipation of a reunion with their sister vessel. Others climbed the shrouds and masts to get a better view. The rain which had pursued them through the strait had stopped, but the dark hills lining the sound were veiled by drifts of gossamer mist. It was almost midday and a rainbow arced above the headland that protected Ship Cove.


    The cove was as serene as ever. From the dense forest surrounding it came the serenading sounds of birdsong. Waves lapped at the cove’s pebbly shore. But of Adventure there was no sign whatsoever. The bay was empty.


    That night in the Great Cabin the mood was one of despond. After the supper plates had been cleared away, officers and gentlemen discussed their prospects sombrely. James led the discussion. Heavy-hearted, he declared: ‘We must, I fear, now face the real possibility that Adventure has been lost off the coast of the northern island.’ The others all looked down at the table, their faces crimped with concern. ‘In which case, we must reassess the next stage of our voyage. We must leave here as soon as it is practicable to do so.’


    Around the table, eyes remained downcast. Pickersgill, his brow deeply furrowed, said, ‘Surely, sir, we should wait some time here, to see if Adventure is yet able to join us. She may not have foundered.’


    Some of the others nodded. None relished the possibility of sailing into uncharted waters with just one ship. James grunted. He had feared this attitude might arise. But he also knew what had to be done. He leaned forward across the table. ‘We must be mindful of our instructions, Pickersgill. We must make a sweep of the unexplored southern ocean east of New Zealand, making use of the prevailing westerlies, to determine what lies deep within that ocean. As it is now November, our time is limited. So we will provision and refit here, dry our sails and repair our rigging, then set sail for the south-eastern Pacific. In all probability, alone.’


    Cooper, grey-faced, raised his hand. ‘But should Adventure arrive here after we leave, what then, sir?’


    James had already considered this possibility. ‘We will leave a message here for Furneaux advising him of our movements. And suggesting Easter Island as a possible alternative rendezvous.’


    Johann Forster looked up. ‘Easter Island? But that is a mere speck in the Southern Sea. What hope could there be of a rendezvous there?’


    James regarded him coldly. ‘Probably very little. But we must offer Adventure some incentive to follow us and at least attempt a reunion.’


    The glum silence in the cabin returned. Because of the vast expanse of ocean to the south-east, weeks of cold and lonely voyaging lay ahead, without their consort vessel. It was not a prospect that appealed.


    Adventure entered Uawa, a sheltered bay on the east coast, on 18 November. As Furneaux had anticipated, the bay offered a safe anchorage and they could see village houses clustered on a plain above the beach. As the pinnace was hoisted out the Adventures could also see a crowd of natives—men, women and children—waiting on the sand.


    The shore party, including six marines, disembarked beside the mouth of the stream which flowed across the plain and into the bay. Furneaux and Kempe led the way up the beach, the former instructing Burney to keep Omai at his side to translate. Since leaving Raiatea, Burney and Omai had become firm friends.


    The local chief, Whakata te Aoterangi, a tall, long-limbed man in a feathered dogskin cloak, carved walking stick in hand and a shark’s tooth dangling from each ear, came forward. ‘Tena koutou, tena koutou, tena koutou katoa,’ he declaimed, then bent and offered Furneaux his nose. Accustomed now to this gesture, Adventure’s commander removed his tricorn and obliged. Burney then brought Omai forward.


    ‘Tell them,’ Furneaux said to the Raiatean, ‘that we come in peace and wish to exchange goods for fresh water and greens.’ To emphasise this offer, Kempe presented the chief with a medallion, pointing to the King’s head on one side and declaring, ‘A gift for you from King George of England.’


    Te Aoterangi accepted it with a brisk nod. Omai then began to speak, hesitantly. The Maori men’s and women’s frowns grew deeper. They were not following his words. Omai stopped, then looked at Furneaux, his expression anxious. ‘They do not understand me,’ he said.


    Aware that Tupaia had been able to be understood by these people four years earlier, Furneaux now wondered, could Tupaia have been speaking to these people in a priestly dialect which Omai did not speak? He told the Raiatean, ‘Try again.’ But before he could do so, Te Aoterangi intervened and put two questions to him, speaking very slowly. Omai comprehended, and he brightened. ‘He asks, where is his taio, Tupaia? And where is his other taio, Ames Tute?’


    With gestures and many hesitations, Omai explained that Tupaia was dead and Captain Tute was in command of another great vaka, now at Raukawa-Moana. As they at last caught the meaning of Omai’s words, several women in the welcoming party began to wail. ‘Tupaia maa-tay! Tupaia maa-tay! Aue! Aue!’


    Te Aoterangi looked grave. He called, ‘Hine! Moana!’


    Two identical, beautiful young women came forward. Bare-breasted, wearing skirts of woven reeds, their hair long and glossy, each held the hand of a naked, chubby toddler. Te Aoterangi beckoned to them to come closer and the women held the infants up proudly to the Englishmen. One was male, the other female; both had masses of dark curly hair. ‘Tamahine,’ the chief declared.


    Omai turned to Furneaux. ‘His daughters gave birth to these children three years ago. The boy is called Tama and the girl is Anahera. They are Te Aoterangi’s mokopuna—his grandchildren—and Tupaia was their matua, their father.’


    Hearing the name of their lover mentioned, both the young women burst into tears, then clutched each other. The infants stared up at their weeping mothers, big-eyed with concern.


    The Adventures spent three days in the bay, filling the water casks, cutting manuka wood and gathering wild herbs and cresses. The local men presented them with dozens of live crayfish, for which the Englishmen exchanged the nails and lengths of the bark cloth they had obtained on Tongatapu. But it became clear that Omai did not command the same respect that Tupaia had done during his stay. Not easily understanding his dialect, the people of Uawa considered him to be a person of inferior status. They largely ignored him, and he became dejected. ‘We should leave this place,’ he told Burney.


    As the officers and crew prepared to leave Uawa, the beautiful twins were paddled out to the ship in a canoe with their infants. Standing on the mid-deck, with the crew looking on admiringly, they sang a song which they had evidently composed in honour of their children’s illustrious father, the refrain of which went, ‘A koe maa-tay aue, tane Tupaia.’ Their singing was melodious and perfectly harmonised. When it was finished, the pair began to weep again, holding the hands of their chubby infants.


    ‘It is a song of mourning for Tupaia,’ Omai explained. ‘The words say, “It is so sad that you have died, Tupaia our husband.”’ Burney, guided by the Raiatean, wrote down the words of the young women’s lament.


    Later that day, 23 November, fully provisioned again, Adventure weighed anchor and turned south, bound for Ship Cove and their much-awaited reunion with Resolution.


    In Ship Cove, the business of preparing Resolution for the next stage of the voyage began in earnest. The weather was mild and the daylight hours longer, assisting the work. During the day James posted men to the top of the high hill above the cove from where there were wide views west, to keep watch for the much hoped-for appearance of Adventure. He also named the sheltered inlet directly south of Ship Cove, ‘Resolution Bay’. But after two weeks had passed and there was still no sign of their consort ship, they could reach no other conclusion than she had been blown onto the rocks in the vicinity of Cape Palliser and her crew lost. The mood on Resolution became increasingly despondent.


    James knew that unceasing industriousness was essential to distract the crew from their gloom. Accordingly, repairs to the ship’s sails and rigging were carried out, painstakingly. The loggerheads containing pitch were heated and the decks thoroughly re-caulked, while on shore there was intensive wood-hewing and harvesting of wild greens. All the water casks were taken ashore and filled from the waterfall above the bay. James also dispatched George Forster to Motuara Island to see what had happened to the vegetable seeds they had planted five months earlier.


    The young naturalist reported to him that evening. ‘All the radishes and turnips have shot to seed, sir, and the cabbages and carrots are flourishing. As are the onions and parsley. But the peas and beans are gone, eaten by rats I assume, as we saw several scurrying among the undergrowth. And the potatoes are all gone, dug up and eaten by the natives, I should say.’


    James nodded. Quite encouraging. But what, he wondered, had become of the pigs and goats?


    Alas, the goats had been killed and eaten, he was informed, and the boar and sow taken away to another part of the sound, separately. Disappointing news. But the sojourn in Ship Cove brought some compensations. The elder Forster left the ship with Sparrman, a tent and collecting bags, and went ashore to botanise. As it was early summer, the native plants and shrubs were in flower and thus able to be classified. Forster’s absence from the ship brought relief to James and the others, who had found his endless complaints irksome in the extreme. During the height of the storm he had cried out, ‘I should never have left England!’ To which Clerke had replied, ‘We all agree with that!’, causing Johann to take to his berth, howling with fury.


    The talents of young George Forster as a botanical illustrator were blossoming, however. He remained on the ship, working on his illustrations of indigenous plants, such as a flax, Phormium tenax and a flowering Veronica elliptica. Young Forster’s illustrations rivalled Sydney Parkinson’s work, in James’s and Hodges’s estimation.


    Many canoes now appeared from other parts of the sound, bearing baskets of fish and shellfish, and fine adzes and other artefacts made of jade, which the New Zealanders called pounamu, their owners eager for trade. Women came too, and their bodies were enthusiastically exchanged for pieces of bark cloth and nails by the crew, who were again desperate for sex. The wahines and the seamen resumed their frantic copulations on the shore. Conniving at this behaviour as he knew it could never be stopped, James had another reason for relief that Johann Forster had gone into the forest. His sermonising over the feral carnality would have been tiresome. Yet the likely spread of venereals continued to worry James, and he instructed Patten, the ship’s surgeon, to inspect the men and forbid anyone infected from going ashore and joining in the carnal frolics.


    One party of natives beached their canoes in a bay a little way south of Ship Cove and raised makeshift huts on the foreshore there. George Forster named this encampment ‘Indian Cove’. While James, Wales and Hitihiti went across to Motuara Island to further assess the vegetable gardens, Pickersgill, Clerke and Cooper visited Indian Cove to observe the nature of the encampment they had been told about. A war canoe was drawn up on the beach and the huts had been built in a clearing just above the shore, fashioned from manuka branches and foliage. A fire enclosed by round stones burned in front of the huts. The Resolution’s officers walked up into the clearing, Clerke calling out, ‘Good day, good day, kia ora, kia ora!’


    The three Englishmen stopped, then stared at what the clearing contained. Several women—most of them middle-aged—sat on the ground, weeping and raking their foreheads with shards of shiny black rock. Blood was running down their faces. Clerke nudged Pickersgill. ‘Tis a mourning custom. As in Otaheite, when we left, remember?’


    ‘Aye,’ Pickersgill replied, but his attention was principally on the five men a little distance away. The men were hacking and slashing at a naked body which lay on the ground, dismembering it with the axes and knives which they had lately traded their carvings for. Scattered on the ground around the group were serpent-like entrails—pink lungs, kidneys and a clump of liver. Seeing the Englishmen, one of the natives held up a gory organ and grinned in triumph at them. It was the victim’s heart. The man picked up a stick, skewered the heart with it, then raced over to the canoe and wedged the trophy in its bow. Another warrior chopped at the dead man’s neck, severing the head from the body. Picking it up by the topknot and grinning, he held out the head to the Englishmen. It was plump but smooth-cheeked, untattooed, the head of a youth. Blood dripped from the ragged arteries and ligaments dangling from the severed neck.


    Cooper turned away, eyes closed, face blenched, unable to bear the sight. But Clerke, simultaneously horrified and riveted, nudged Pickersgill. ‘We must take the head back to the ship. Offer them something for it.’


    The bargaining began. The leader of the group, a stout man of about 40 with a short black beard, explained that the body was that of a member of the enemy tribe from an area to the west, the one James had named in 1770 Admiralty Bay. He said many members of his tribe had been killed, and their women were lamenting this loss. These men had managed to escape and take away this one body. Now they were carrying out utu upon it, avenging the loss of their own warriors. The victim’s vital body parts—heart, lungs and liver—had been torn out, and along with the rest of the body would now be cooked and eaten. He related this with relish, rolling his eyes in anticipation of the feast to come.


    Pickersgill took a nail from his pocket and offered it to the man for the head. In response, he held up two bloodied fingers. Pickersgill produced another nail. The man nodded. ‘Ae, ae.’ But before handing the head over, he carved out the jawbone with his knife, and hooked it over the flax belt around his midriff. ‘Deft as a Smithfield butcher,’ Clerke murmured to Pickersgill. The man gave Pickersgill a flax basket in which to carry away his trophy. Cooper was still a few yards away, staring at the sea, looking ill.


    When the officers returned to the ship, James and the others had not yet come back from the island. A group of sailors was clustered around a Maori man of about 30 on the mid-deck, bargaining for the wood and jade carvings he had brought aboard. Walking up onto the deck, Pickersgill held up the severed head. The sailors’ mouths fell open in astonishment.


    Clerke, enjoying the attention, nudged Pickersgill. ‘Give it to me.’ Clerke drew his knife, placed the head on the deck and sliced off one of its cheeks, a simple procedure now that the jawbone was gone. Holding the fillet up, Clerke said, nodding towards the Maori, ‘Gentlemen, we are now about to prove that anthropophagy’ — he made a condescending face at the sailors — ‘cannibalism to you fellows, is a reality on these islands.’


    The cheek skewered on his knife, Clerke went below. A few minutes later he reappeared. In his hand was a wooden platter upon which the cheek was sizzling in its juices. He held up his free hand. ‘Ramsay has fried this item of human flesh for us on his griddle, and I would like to offer it as a gift to our friend here.’ He handed the platter to the Maori.


    Grinning, the man scooped up the fried cheek, placed it in his mouth and began to chew. Three of the sailors immediately raced to the rail and began to vomit overboard; four disappeared below. Eyes bulging with delight, the Maori continued to chew, then swallowed the rest of the cheek. He sucked the red juices from his fingers with a rapt expression, while the remaining witnesses stared in horror and disbelief.


    At that moment there was a call from the larboard side of the ship, and a painter was tossed up to the deck. James and the others had returned. Those on the deck looked at one another with consternation. What would the master and commander think of this grisly pantomime?


    A cry came up from the boatswain’s mate, Anderson: ‘Make way for the Captain!’

  


  
    Nineteen


    JAMES STARED AT THE MUTILATED HEAD, lying on its side on the deck. He looked perplexed. Wales and Hitihiti also peered at the gruesome object. Hitihiti gasped, then turned away, horrified. Wales murmured ‘Oh my God,’ but James continued to stare at the revolting sight. ‘What is going on here, Clerke?’ he demanded.


    Clerke, as ebullient as ever, recounted the events culminating in the eating, concluding, ‘You will recall, sir, that while here with Endeavour you never witnessed an instance of cannibalism.’


    James nodded. ‘There are many who doubt that the custom really exists,’ he said quietly.


    ‘There can no longer be such doubt, sir,’ replied Pickersgill. He beckoned the Maori to come forward. ‘This man has demonstrated that the custom is real among his people.’


    James considered this. On the earlier voyage the matter of cannibalism had been widely discussed. They had seen compelling evidence—human bones in cooking baskets—at a nearby cove which Joseph Banks had named Cannibal Cove as a consequence. But they had not actually seen human flesh consumed. Here was the opportunity to do so, and record it as reality. He turned to Clerke. ‘Cut off the other cheek and have it cooked,’ he said calmly, ‘and bring it back for this fellow to eat.’


    Without hesitation, Clerke produced his knife and did so. When he disappeared below with the cheek, groans of disgust came from those looking on. Hitihiti covered his face with his hands, putting James in mind of Tupaia’s similar response when told of Maori cannibalism. The people of Otaheite and her sister islands, it seemed certain now, did not practise cannibalism, merely human sacrifice.


    Clerke returned with the cooked meat on its wooden platter. Beaming, he said, ‘Now, turning the other cheek.’ He offered it to the Maori, whose name James had gleaned was Pare. He picked up the steak-like cut, pushed it into his mouth and ate it, again with obvious relish. As he did so, Hitihiti cried out, ‘Aue! Aue!’, then ran down from the quarterdeck to the companionway. The remaining sailors shut their eyes and turned away.


    At that moment Johann Forster appeared at the top of the hull steps, returned from his collecting expedition ashore with Sparrman. Emerging onto the deck, sweating and dishevelled, they stopped and stared at the stripped, bleeding head and at Pare, who was again chewing and licking his fingers. Aghast, Forster dropped his bag and stared accusingly at James. ‘You condone this monstrous activity?’ he demanded.


    ‘I do. In the interests of research.’


    Forster looked from James to Clerke to Pare, and back again. When he spoke his voice was hoarse. ‘Barbarians! May the Lord have mercy on your souls.’ Scooping up his bag, he too fled below.


    That night, after reflecting for some time on the incident and considering its implications important for philosophers, James wrote by candlelight in his official journal:


    That the New Zealanders are cannibals can now no longer be doubted. The account I gave of it in my former voyage was partly founded on circumstances and was, as I afterwards found, discredited by many people. I have often been asked, after relating all the circumstances, if I had actually seen them eat human flesh myself. Such a question was sufficient to convince me that they either disbelieved all I had said, or formed a very different opinion from it. Few consider what a savage man is in his original state and even after he is in some degree civilised. The New Zealanders are certainly in a state of civilisation, their behaviour to us has been manly and mild, showing always a readiness to oblige us. They have some arts among them which they execute with great judgments and unwearied patience; they are far less addicted to thieving than the other Islanders and are I believe strictly honest among themselves. This custom of eating their enemies slain in battle (for I firmly believe they eat the flesh of no others) has undoubtedly been handed down to them from the earliest times and we know that it is not an easy matter to break a nation of its ancient customs, let them be ever so inhuman and savage, especially if that nation is void of all religious principles as I believe the New Zealanders in general are, and like them without any settled form of government. As they become more united they will of consequence have fewer enemies and become more civilised and then and not till then this custom may be forgot. At present they seem to have but little idea of treating other men as they themselves would wish to be treated, but treat them as they think they should be treated under the same circumstances. If I remember right one of the arguments they made use of against Tupaia, who frequently expostulated with them against this custom, was that there could be no harm in killing and eating the man who would do the same by you if it was in his power, saying, ‘Can there be any harm in eating our enemies who we have killed in battle, would not those very enemies have done the same to us?’


    Utu—retribution in order to regain lost authority—was likely, Pickersgill reported to James, after he returned from a visit to a small island on the other side of the sound which his commander had named after him. There he had released a pair of pigs, a rooster and a hen, which they hoped might breed there in peace. While there Pickersgill had observed war canoes gathering on Arapawa, a neighbouring island. Sensing that tension was in the air, and with a feeling of foreboding, James ordered that those of the crew who had been encamped ashore return to the ship with all their belongings. He also ordered that one of his able seamen, Lee, be given 12 lashes by bosun’s mate Doyle for rifling and purloining the contents of the hut of a group of local Maoris. These possessions included goods which the natives had obtained legitimately through barter with the sailors.


    ‘If theft by the natives cannot be tolerated,’ James commented to Cooper following the lashing, ‘then far less can thieving be tolerated by one of our own.’ He also ensured that the Maoris whose goods had been stolen witnessed the punishment. They did, but flinched and covered their eyes as each stroke of the lash struck Lee’s back. Floggings disgusted them.


    With Resolution refitted and victualled, and the southern summer solstice less than one month away, it was time to leave the sound. After leaving a buried message for Furneaux on the foreshore at Ship Cove, and carving a sentence into the tree trunk above the burial place stating where to find it, they weighed anchor and set sail on 26 November. After emerging from the eastern end of Cook’s Strait, they turned north for Cape Palliser. Off the cape they fired the cannons every half-hour and scrutinised the brutal shoreline through their spyglasses for signs of the wreck of Adventure, or of any survivors of her foundering. Finding none, giving their consort up as lost, James ordered that Resolution proceed southward into the vast reaches of the South Pacific Ocean. Again the Resolutions were on their own, and there was not a man aboard who did not mourn the loss of their sister ship.


    Just five days after Resolution’s departure, Adventure at last succeeded in battling her way south into Cook’s Strait and, in another day, into Queen Charlotte Sound. As she doubled the steep, forested headland south of Ship Cove, the mood of anticipation of another reunion quickened around her decks. It had been weeks since the two vessels had been together off Tongatapu. Now, approaching Ship Cove, men scampered aloft to lower the topgallants and the helmsmen brought the ship around to larboard. In the lee of the headland the wind fell away to a zephyr, but Adventure glided on then slowly drifted into the cove. It was empty.


    They immediately wondered if Resolution had foundered on the coast near Cape Palliser. Had she been overcome by the sea and sunk during the violent storm? Or had she already come and gone? Any one of these possibilities rendered the officers and crew dejected. They gathered about the ship’s rails, staring disconsolately at the serene but vacant bay.


    Furneaux ordered the launch hoisted, then went ashore with Kempe and Burney. On the cove’s foreshore they saw clear signs of recent human activity: crushed undergrowth, fire sites, felled manuka, fish and shellfish remains. ‘These may well have been left by the natives,’ Kempe observed, kicking at the ashes of a fire site.


    Furneaux harrumphed in frustration. The same thought had occurred to him. Making their way a little further inland, they came to the stump of what had been a large beech tree. Burney pointed at the stump. Into the bark had been carved the words, LOOK UNDERNEATH.


    Burney dug into the place below the stump with his short sword, where there was recently excavated earth. Two feet down was a bottle, stoppered and sealed with wax. He handed it to Furneaux, who twisted the stopper. The note inside the bottle was in Cook’s distinctive hand. It read:


    AS CAPTAIN COOK HAD NOT THE LEAST HOPE OF MEETING CAPTAIN FURNEAUX HE WILL NOT TAKE UPON HIM TO NAME ANY PLACE FOR A RENDEZVOUS. HE HOWEVER THINKS OF SAILING TO EASTER ISLAND ABOUT THE LATTER END OF NEXT MARCH. IT IS PROBABLE THAT HE MAY GO TO OTAHEITE OR ONE OF THE SOCIETY ISLANDS, BUT THIS WILL DEPEND MUCH UPON THE CIRCUMSTANCES THAT NOTHING OF ANY DEGREE OF CERTAINTY CAN BE DETERMINED UPON. 20 NOVEMBER, 1773


    As Furneaux stared at the note, he cursed with frustration. They had missed Resolution by less than a week.


    That afternoon he called a meeting of his officers in the Great Cabin. Their options were limited, he told them. They could attempt to pursue Resolution into the Southern Ocean, then make the sweep north to Easter Island for a possible rendezvous, or they could head for home. Chart spread out on the table before him, he placed his forefinger on the Le Maire Straits, the preferred passage leading to the South Atlantic, near the coccyx of South America. ‘As Captain Cook left no instructions as to what our movements should be, it is my intention that we head for home, via the Horn.’


    Burney’s brow ruckled. ‘Why the Horn, sir? Why not via Batavia and Cape Town?’


    Furneaux gave him a level look. ‘Because we are part of a mission of discovery, and there are no discoveries to be made in that direction. But we may encounter new lands east of the Horn.’ When the others looked doubtful, Furneaux added, ‘It’s what Captain Cook would have wanted.’


    Now there were nods of approval, tempered by the realities of what challenges still lay ahead of them. They had already been away for one and a half years; it would take at least another year before they reached England again via Cape Horn. Furneaux concluded, ‘When the provisioning is complete we will put to the southward from this island, and make use of the roaring forties to cross the Pacific Ocean from west to east. And we will claim any lands we may encounter along the way in the Southern Ocean, for our King.’


    As they prepared to leave New Zealand, the Adventures sensed that something had changed. There was hostility in the air. At night on the shore, thefts began to occur from the tents. Shadowy intruders were glimpsed through the darkness, and muskets were fired at the shadows. Some of astronomer Bayly’s tools were stolen, and later when he came upon a canoe containing the items which had been taken, the marines seized the canoe and its contents.


    What had happened to cause this sudden mistrust? Was it something to do with Resolution’s latest visit? On 15 December two seamen on night watch reported seeing a blazing meteor streak across the sky, and there were mutterings of unease below decks at this omen. Sentries were posted around the ship and the shore encampments. The seized canoe was returned to its owners, but they remained sullen. Their pride had been violated. And the fact that Adventure had missed Resolution by so short a time continued to gnaw at the crew’s morale.


    Amid this atmosphere of distrust, frustration and resentment, Furneaux did his best to remain calm. The refitting of the ship—the gales had caused serious damage to the sails and rigging—and its provisioning continued. On 17 December, he announced: ‘In order to prevent an outbreak of scurvy during the prolonged South Sea crossing, the cutter will be sent across to Grass Cove on Arapawa Island on the morrow, under the command of master’s mate Rowe, to gather supplies of wild greens. During the next stage of the voyage the dietary regime of anti-scorbutics will be strictly enforced.’ He looked around the table. ‘Any questions, gentlemen?’


    There were none. All were now anxious to be gone.


    The cutter left early the next day, with Rowe and nine men on board. By nightfall it had not returned. Furneaux and his officers became concerned—the party had been ordered to be back by late afternoon. The men had taken no tents or food supplies for sleeping over. When by the following morning the cutter still had not returned, anxieties deepened. On the quarterdeck, spyglass to his eye, Furneaux said to Burney, ‘Still no sight of them.’ He lowered his scope. ‘Take command of the launch and search the sound for them. Take a party of marines with you. And ensure they and the men are well armed.’


    Lieutenant Burney, the marines, Omai and the others were pulled along the shore of rugged, elongated Arapawa Island, eyes peeled for the missing cutter. They could see nothing of the boat or its crew. The weather was fine, the waters of the sound calm. The cutter could not have foundered, so where was it?


    Later in England, Burney related to his sister Fanny that one of the things they remembered most vividly from that day was the fact that there was no birdsong. Normally the forested hillsides and coves of the sound were filled with the lilting chorus of tuis, bellbirds, huias, pigeons and saddlebacks, a resonance so lovely that it uplifted all who heard it. But on this morning there was no birdsong, only an eerie, unnatural silence hung in the air.


    The launch came to East Bay and they pulled close to the shore. To alert the cutter’s crew of their presence the marines began to fire muskets into the air, shattering the unfamiliar silence. Then, as they turned the launch into the channel separating Pickersgill and Arapawa Islands, they saw on a beach on the larger of the two islands a war canoe, guarded by two warriors. Seeing the launch approaching, the men ran quickly into the bush above the shore.


    Burney ordered the launch beached. They disembarked and walked up to the canoes. In the bottom of one was a rowlock port from the cutter, a shoe and a chunk of meat. Burney picked up the shoe and turned it over. On its underside was inked the word ‘Woodhouse’. Robert Woodhouse was one of the midshipmen who had gone with the cutter. Peter Fannin, Adventure’s master, picked up the piece of meat and sniffed it. ‘Fresh,’ he declared. ‘Dogmeat, I should say.’ Burney nodded. But why had Woodhouse left his shoe in a native canoe?


    Further along the beach was a heap of flax food baskets. On the shore a little way up from the heap was a pit, surrounded by piles of freshly dug earth. Curious as to why the place had been abandoned, Burney, Fannin and the others cut the baskets open. From them came the aroma of freshly cooked food—chunks of earth-baked meat and fern root. Burney poked at the contents of one basket with his sword, then started. Amid the fern roots was a human hand. The others stared at the hand, which was a creamy shade. On the back of the hand the initials ‘T.H.’ in blue stood out against the whiteness. ‘Thomas Hill,’ said Fannin dully. ‘The letters were tattooed on his hand in Otaheite.’


    The crew of the launch turned away from the hideous sight. Some dropped to their knees on the sand. No one spoke. Able seaman Cravan, who had been Hill’s shipboard friend, began to sob. There had been ten men in the cutter; it seemed that all had been dismembered, cooked in the earth oven and packed into the baskets at their feet. Fury beginning to burn within him, Burney’s first reaction was to smash holes in the canoe. But he and the others were distracted by the sight of smoke coming from the island’s hills to the south.


    Hurrying back to their launch, they climbed aboard and Burney ordered it pulled south, around a promontory and into Grass Cove, the cutter’s original destination. The cove comprised a deep indentation in the western flank of Arapawa Island, sheltered by a pair of headlands. A fire was burning in the hills above the cove, and a crowd of natives was on the beach. Several canoes were anchored just off the beach. As the launch was pulled closer, the natives began to shout and beckon its crew ashore. More were calling out to them from the hill above the cove.


    Standing in the launch’s bow, smouldering with anger, Burney turned to the armed men. ‘Fire at them!’ he ordered. All brought their muskets to their shoulders and released a volley at the crowd. The taunting ceased, but none of the natives fell to the ground. ‘Reload and fire again!’ Burney yelled, and this time they took more careful aim before they fired. Several of the natives screamed, and they turned and retreated towards the bush. ‘Reload, then disembark!’ Burney ordered, his voice breaking with fear. ‘Fannin, stay with the launch.’


    They walked up onto the foreshore, muskets again primed, in time to see two large Maori men hobbling away to join their companions in the forest. The Englishmen now had the bay to themselves, although all looked warily towards the trees. On the beach were some bundles of celery, and the natives’ canoes were tethered to a broken oar from the cutter, jammed upright into the earth. This then, they realised, must have been the site of the attack on their men. In line formation, primed muskets pointing inland, they walked up to the rear of the bay. It was dusk now and the area was in shadow. But there was light enough to see what lay on the ground above the bay.


    Across a strip of level land were strewn dozens of organs and viscera: hearts, lungs, kidneys, livers, entrails. A pack of dogs was gnawing at the scattered organs. Several feet and a few heads lay among the intestines. One head was instantly recognisable, that of James Swilley, Furneaux’s Negro servant. Other body parts lay amid smoking embers. With a cry of fury, Burney ran at the dogs, swiping at them with his sword. Cringing, they ran off, one with a length of intestine dangling from its jaws. Then Burney turned and shouted to his men. ‘Destroy the canoes! Smash them!’


    Howling with rage, the men obeyed, picking up large rocks from the nearby headland and hurling them into the canoes, rupturing their hulls. Some of them sobbed and choked as they did so. Now they could hear shouts and a general commotion coming from the hill above, indicating that an attack was imminent. Burney called to Fannin, ‘Bring sailcloth up. Collect the remains.’ Turning to the marines, now in formation, he ordered, ‘Cover them!’ Several of the crew raced up and began to collect up the heads and other body parts from the massacre site, half closing their eyes against the horror of it all.


    They were now low on ammunition, and further fire would achieve little, so Burney ordered the men back onto the launch. Minutes later they hauled off and began their sorrowful return to the ship, the gruesome cargo in the bow of the boat.


    That night the atmosphere in the Great Cabin was taut with anger. As Burney related in choking tones what had happened at Grass Cove, the blood drained from Furneaux’s cheeks and one hand gripped the other to control his tremors. Burney concluded: ‘I do not believe that the massacre was planned. I rather think that the party must have by some action of theirs offended the savages.’


    Crimson with fury, Kempe said, ‘Are you claiming the murder was justified, Burney?’


    ‘No, not in any way.’ He looked down at the table. ‘And we will never know what happened. But something must have sparked the inferno.’


    Shaking his head in disbelief, Kempe turned to Furneaux. ‘We must retaliate. Go there and bombard the savages from the ship with our cannons.’


    Furneaux made no reply for a few moments, then uttered, ‘No.’


    ‘Why not?’


    Furneaux looked him straight in the eye. ‘Though vengeance is tempting, think of the practicalities. We could not safely work the ship into the channel between the two islands. And even if we did so, that would place the vessel in peril.’


    Burney nodded despondently. ‘It’s true. We would be vastly outnumbered, and the savages could board us and take the ship.’


    Kempe ground his teeth. ‘So they are permitted to get away with murder?’


    Pressing his hands to his temples, Furneaux said in a low voice, ‘The safety of the ship is paramount, Kempe. I will not put her or the rest of the men at risk.’ His voice dropped lower. ‘But we will quit this place as soon as possible.’


    ‘Rowe, John, master’s mate. Woodhouse, Thomas, midshipman. Murphy, Francis, quartermaster. Facey, William, able seaman. Hill, Thomas, able seaman. Jones, Edward, boatswain. Bell, Michael, able seaman. Cavanagh, John, able seaman. Milton, Thomas, able seaman. Swilley, James, captain’s servant.’


    Furneaux intoned the roll of the dead from the quarterdeck. Adventure had been warped out into the deep water of the sound. A light rain was falling on its waters and the surrounding hills were drenched in a funereal mist. The sailcloth package containing the heads and other body parts, iron ballast bars attached to it, rested on the mid-deck railing, held there by Lieutenants Kempe and Burney. The rest of the crew stood about the decks, heads bowed. Several were weeping for their slain shipmates. John Rowe had been a relative of Furneaux’s.


    Moving closer to the quarterdeck rail, Furneaux read from his commander’s prayer book. ‘Unto Almighty God we commend the souls of our brothers departed, and we commit their remains to the deep, in sure and certain hope of the Resurrection unto eternal life, through our Lord Jesus Christ, at whose coming in glorious majesty to judge the world, the sea shall give up the dead, and the corruptible bodies of those who sleep in him shall be changed, and made like unto his glorious body; according to the mighty working whereby he is able to subdue all things unto himself.’


    He nodded to his lieutenants, who tilted up the sailcloth package then released it into the waters of the sound. There was a splash, followed by a deafening silence. Furneaux closed his prayer book and announced to the assembly below: ‘We will all sleep under arms tonight, in case of further attacks. Then we will weigh anchor at first light tomorrow, on a course for Cook’s Strait. After exiting the strait we will stand to the southward and make for the high latitudes of the southern ocean.’ He paused, then said dismissively, ‘Return to your duties.’


    Silently, heads still cast downwards, they drifted away. Although relieved to be quitting this cursed place, all knew that with the ship now short-manned, and with icy latitudes ahead, there was little to look forward to.

  


  
    Twenty


    ONCE AGAIN RESOLUTION WAS IN THE REALM of the ice mountains. They were high and spired, immobile and silent, soaring cathedrals whose congregations were the penguins who looked at the Resolutions with complete indifference as the ship sailed past their perches on the ice shelves. Petrels and albatrosses emerged from the mist to glide above the ship, and glistening seals ducked and dived alongside her. Although the daylight hours were long, the sun was obscured by mist and provided no warmth. In the freezing temperatures Resolution’s rigging became sheathed with ice, forcing the men to hold on to the ratlines when they went aloft as their frozen hands could not curve around the shrouds. Their jackets and trousers froze solid, so that they resembled bumbling knights in armour as they clambered about the deck and struggled amid the rigging. The tears that spilled uncontrollably from their eyes froze on their cheeks; the snot in their nostrils turned to hard lumps; the hairs of their beards were like thorns. The sails were as unyielding as iron and the rigging frost-burnt their fingers. Hands became bloodied, and the blood quickly froze. Fingernails were torn out as they hauled icicled lines through the blocks. Gloves were useless, as the men needed to ‘feel’ the canvas in order to work it properly. The helmsmen made use of mittens, but no one else did.


    Ship’s master Gilbert and master’s mate Burr were perpetually anxious as they worked to keep the ship clear of the ice, a task made more difficult by the fickleness of the winds and the persistent fogs which descended upon them. After the fogs came down the winds died, leaving the sails not only frozen but unfilled, and the ship unmanoeuvrable.


    As 1773 drew to a close they edged across the Antarctic Circle. When the weather briefly cleared, James and Wales made astronomical observations, measuring their calculations of longitude against Kendall’s still-ticking timekeeper. The figures varied but little: James’s calculations gave their longitude as 133 degrees 37 minutes; by Kendall’s timekeeper the figure calculated was 133 degrees 34 minutes. Although this minimal difference gave them satisfaction, frustration still gnawed at James. The relentless cold was causing the morale of the crew to sink. It was a case of ‘the higher the latitude, the lower the spirit’. Finding no continent, nor any signs of one, in frustration James ordered the ship to bear away on a north-east course.


    The relief below decks was palpable as they moved away from the ice mountains and the temperatures rose. By mid-January they had reached the 45th parallel and the ice mountains were well behind them. The spirits of the crew rose correspondingly.


    Alone in the Great Cabin, James huddled over his charts, trying to ignore the pain in his gut. The dividers he held hovered over the sheet of chart paper before him. For a week now they had been on their northward course. What lay to the south-east was yet to be explored, but time was limited. From now on the days would be shortening. And again, he had discovered nothing. No continent, not even an uncharted island. This knowledge was becoming intolerable to him. Even that swankpot Byron had discovered islands, back in 1720. Staring at the blank space south-east of their current position, James thought it was possible, just possible, that a continental portrait could be painted upon that blank canvas. He swung one point of the divider across the chart and around from the north-east to the south-east. Dammit, they would try again. The business must not be left unfinished.


    After he had announced this alteration to his officers that evening, Cooper’s brow creased with concern. ‘South again, sir?’


    ‘Yes. We will proceed southward, and again cross the Antarctic Circle.’


    Cooper looked away. Clerke’s frown mirrored Cooper’s. Looking glum, fiddling with his port glass, Pickersgill said quietly, ‘I’m bound to say, Captain, that this news will not be greeted with enthusiasm on the orlop deck.’


    James felt anger flaring. He glared at Pickersgill. ‘Perhaps not. But this ship is commanded from the quarterdeck, not the lower deck. And south-east is the course we will now follow.’ His right hand began to ache, and he flexed it. ‘We cannot return without having fully explored the Southern Ocean.’


    Cooper swallowed. His eyes evading James’s stare, he said, ‘Very well, sir. I shall inform Gilbert of our southern course.’


    Dismay went through the ship like a shuddering earth tremor. South again. South again. Out of hearing of the officers, curses could be heard. Back to the sodding ice mountains, to the sodding fogs, to the sodding sleet. More torn, bloody fingers and frigid toes. The gentlemen retreated to their separate berths. Johann Forster took to his cot and turned his face to the bulkhead, his dog Keziah curled up across his feet. Resolution had become an unhappy ship.


    NEW YEAR 1774


    Dearest Beth,


    We are on a south-eastward course, intending to settle once and for all the matter of the existence or nay of the Great Southern Continent. Resolution is quite alone now in the Southern Ocean, having been separated from Adventure during a gale last month near Cape Palliser and not reunited. Furneaux and his crew may be lost, or by now found. We have no way of knowing. To you I can confide, Beth, that Furneaux has been a disappointment as commander of our consort ship. He lacks the application and rigour necessary for the enforcement of shipboard discipline, particularly with regard to the maintenance of an anti-scorbutic diet. While I have not lost a man to scurvy, Furneaux has. This was wholly avoidable and a blemish on his record as a naval commander. The Admiralty will of necessity hear of this laxity upon my return.


    Although some of the crew were troubled at the separation of the two ships, my men are once more showing the resolve which befits the name of this vessel, although the westerly winds are frequently gale force and the temperature only a little above freezing point. Paradoxically, the hours of daylight lengthen the further south we proceed. Last night the sun sank below the horizon at 11pm then reappeared at 1.30am! Astronomer Wales and I were able to ascertain that yesterday we crossed the longitude line of 180°, and so we were thus at the precise Antipodes of London. We were also able to record that there is no land whatsoever at your Antipodes. The only creatures which are the counterparts of London’s hordes of men, women and children are the seals, penguins and petrels which abound in these southern waters. The ice islands which are the homes of these creatures become more common by the day. Some are the size of St Paul’s Cathedral! Working the ship is gruelling for the crew. As the sleet falls it freezes to the rigging making the handling painful, and getting the lines through the blocks is arduous in the extreme. When the blizzards come the crew resembles snowmen as they stumble about the decks.


    While our dedicated artist Hodges draws the ice islands faithfully and George Forster keenly observes them and the penguins which make them their home, his father Johann is terrified of the ice. So much so that he has taken to his cabin to avoid even the sight of the ice islands. (While on Otaheite, both Forsters acquired young dogs from the natives there. Forster the elder has christened them Keziah and Jemima after two of Job’s daughters. The dogs also loathe the cold. Keziah accompanies the elder Forster below deck and sleeps under his blankets. I believe the dog is the only friend he has in the world.)


    Hearing a knock on the door of the cabin, James carefully covered Beth’s journal with a chart then called, ‘Come.’


    It was marine private Phillips, on sentry duty. ‘Excuse me, Captain, but it’s Mr Wales to speak with you.’


    Wales wore a cape and had a woollen hat pulled down over his ears. Face red, clearly excited, he said, ‘I’ve just taken our latitude, sir. Seventy-one degrees, ten minutes! And there is a sight that you must see, sir. Can you come up on deck?’


    James set down his quill and followed the astronomer up onto the quarterdeck, where Cooper was the officer on watch and Hodges sat at his easel, sketching rapidly, his head moving up and down like a pecking bird. Although it was 4 am there was broad daylight. The sky was clear, the sun low on the eastern horizon and the air unusually mild. There was not a breath of wind and the ship was drifting, her sails rigid. Samuel Bordell and William Bee stood idly by the wheel as Resolution rocked almost imperceptibly in the swell.


    Cooper pointed up ahead. ‘Look at what we have come to, sir,’ he murmured in awe. James stared up ahead, past the masts, sails and rigging. His jaw dropped. Blocking Resolution’s passage was a massive sheet of ice, extending east and west as far as they could see. A translucent ice cliff connected the green sea and the top of the shelf, which must have been over 100 feet high. Still staring, James said to Wales, ‘We are at latitude 71 degrees south, you said?’


    The astronomer nodded. ‘And ten minutes. I double-checked only minutes ago.’


    James continued to stare at the vast, impenetrable sheet of frozen water. Beyond it, and surprisingly bright, was a range of ice mountains whose summits reached up to and vanished into a wig of white cloud. They may have discovered no landmass, but they had certainly found an icemass. ‘I believe,’ James said quietly, ‘that we are now closer to the South Pole than anyone who has sailed before us.’


    Wales nodded, his blue eyes shining. ‘I believe so too, sir.’


    Cooper stared at the ice, mesmerised. ‘It feels as if we have come to the end of the world,’ he murmured.


    ‘Aye,’ said James. ‘And to attempt to proceed further would be perilous. Even if there is a passage through the ice, we could be crushed within it.’


    Wales and Cooper showed expressions of relief at this judgment, and both nodded. Hodges, head bobbing, continued his drawing.


    James removed his hat and handed it to Wales. ‘Hold this. I won’t be long.’ He walked down to the mid-deck, then strode past the mainmast and up into the bow. The several sailors on duty looked at him curiously. What was the commander doing up here? Young midshipman Vancouver, caped and mittened, was watching a pair of seals cavorting under the larboard bow. Nodding curtly as he passed him, James walked up onto the prow of the ship, knelt, then began to climb up onto the bowsprit. ‘Sir!’ Vancouver called in alarm. ‘Sir!’


    Ignoring him, James lay down on the bowsprit, then began to shuffle forward, inching his way along the protrusion until he came to its very end. Wrapping his arms around it, he stared up at the ice cliff, now only 50 yards away. Then he carefully turned around and crawled back along the bowsprit to the deck, pausing only to reach down and pat the snarling hound figurehead beneath it. Vancouver said nervously, ‘That were a trifle dangerous, sir. Why—?’


    A faint smile flickered at the corner of James’s mouth. He declared loudly, ‘I can now truly say I have gone further south than any other man.’


    The faces of the swaddled seamen on deck broke into grins. Then they began to clap, standing aside as James made his way back to the quarterdeck. Passing Gilbert, he said loudly, ‘We will now go about and stand to the north. Ready the crew!’


    From those on the deck and in the icicled rigging came cries of delight.


    James’s personal triumph was short-lived. That evening he resumed his private journal entry.


    I have to tell you, Beth, that the spasmodic abdominal pains and bilious colic which began to afflict me in Dusky Bay have returned. When these gut pains come it is as if my entrails are being tightened in a vice, and I can barely stand. I am also beset by constipation. Our surgeon Patten, a kindly fellow, has ordered me to remain in my berth for the time being, which I agreed to do with great reluctance, temporarily relinquishing command of Resolution to Robert Cooper. I did not want the rest of the ship’s company to know of my disorder, but was unable to prevent them learning of it, through a word from my servant, no doubt. There can be few secrets kept on a vessel of this size, regrettably. Patten has prescribed the syrup of an emetic plant called ipecacuanha, along with doses of camomile tea and castor oil. My subsequent vomiting was drastic and uncontrollable. The surgeon also applies poultices to my belly in order to ease whatever obstruction lurks in my guts, but without success.


    As you know, Beth, I have been in generally robust health for most of my life and so find any affliction not only inconveniencing but greatly frustrating. Before this I was inclined to believe that any illness represented a kind of weakness. I hold this belief no longer. Illness is a kind of curse. No matter how I struggle, I cannot persuade my bowels to move. It is as if my innards have been caulked as tight as a tarred deck. The combined vomiting and constipation are weakening me, undeniably, and I can barely stir. Patten surmises that it is the monotonous shipboard diet which is to blame for my affliction, and he may be correct. We are running very low on fresh provisions. Yet I have been on many prolonged voyages before and have not suffered as I do now. I can only hope that fresh food from our next place of call will ease my troublesome guts. In the meantime, Cooper commands the ship and reports on its progress to me daily.


    The men are discontented, Cooper reports, and I have no reason to doubt his word. There has been drunkenness and outbreaks of fighting below decks and after one particular incident was reported to me, I ordered an intemperate midshipman, Charles Loggie, flogged and turned before the mast. Other of the seamen broke into the liquor hold, stole some brandy and drank themselves senseless. I ordered bosun’s mate Doyle to flog three of them for intoxication and neglect of duty. It is obvious from these reports of indiscipline, and an increasing incidence of illness—including scurvy—that we must seek a warmer clime and supplies of fresh food and water. The ship has become unhealthy, and it is not only myself who suffers. Both Forsters and their servant are ill, and Patten too, with stomach cramps like my own. All these afflictions are worsened by the coldness of the air which surrounds us.


    I must end now, Beth, as the pain is nearly intolerable and the quill threatens to slip from my hand.


    Your loving husband,


    James


    6 FEBRUARY 1774


    At 1pm took the second reef in the top-sails and took down topgallant yards which was no sooner done than it fell calm and soon after had variable breezes between the NW and East, attended with snow and sleet. In the AM we got the wind from the south, loosed all the reefs out, got topgallant yards and set the sails and steered north-easterly, with a resolution to proceed directly to the north, as there was no probability of finding land in these high latitudes, at least not on this side of Cape Horn. Instead we will look for Easter Island, to supply the provisions we are sorely in need of, although the situation of which island is so variously laid down that I have little hope of finding it.

  


  
    Twenty-one


    FOR THE NEXT TWO WEEKS, JAMES’S COLIC and constipation persisted, confining him to his berth, where he lay in pain and frustration at his afflictions and at the expedition’s failure to discover anything except ice. The officers reported to him regularly on the ship’s progress, but desperate as he was to return to the quarterdeck, he was physically incapable of doing so.


    On 15 February, at just after midday, there was a knock on his cabin door. ‘Yes?’ James called, ill-temperedly. He had had a particularly bad morning, with the gut cramps now almost constant.


    The unwelcome visage of Johann Forster appeared around the door. His face was pale and drawn, reminding James that he too had been ill lately. In his hands he carried a large ceramic bowl. James closed his eyes and put his hand to his brow. ‘What is it?’


    The naturalist held up the bowl. ‘You are still unwell, obviously.’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘I have here a broth which may assist you.’


    ‘Broth?’ James opened his eyes.


    ‘Yes. A meat soup which Cook Ramsay has made for me.’ He made a face. ‘I too have been poorly these past days, and I requested that he concoct a broth for me.’ He held out the bowl, and a spoon. ‘It gave me strength, I found, and I have partially recovered.’ After James had taken the bowl, Forster said, ‘I will leave you with it.’ He bowed his head and declared in his nasal tones, ‘For the blessing of this food, may you be truly thankful to our good Lord Jesus.’


    After Forster left him, James leaned forward. It would make a change, at least. He sipped the warm soup. It was un-thickened, but filled with chunks of meat and slivers of onion. It was flavoursome. Penguin, perhaps? He had another mouthful, then another. Delicious, the tastiest food he had had since the cod of Queen Charlotte Sound. The chunks of meat tasted like veal. In minutes he had finished the bowl, and after placing it and the spoon on the cabin floor, he lay back with a sigh, the liquid forming a warm pool in his stomach.


    ‘Captain?’


    It was Forster again. ‘Did you like the broth?’


    James nodded. He felt renewed strength in his arms, and an unfamiliar sensation low down in his belly. Could his bowels be ready to move again? ‘It was very good, thank you, Forster. Was it made from penguin?’


    ‘No. It was Keziah. My dog. She passed away from the cold yesterday. So I took her body down to the galley and gave it to Ramsay, with instructions to skin and dismember her and turn her into soup.’


    James started, but only briefly. After all, he had eaten dog before, in Otaheite and New Zealand. But there the creatures had been roasted in an earth oven. This was more nourishing and, in his condition, more digestible. He pointed at the empty bowl. ‘Keziah has made very fine broth, Forster. Please, bring me another bowl.’


    Maintaining their north-east course, they were bound for the island which the Dutchman Jacob Roggeveen had come across at Easter in 1722. There James hoped to find the much-needed provisions which would restore the health of Resolution’s company.


    There was a report of Roggeveen’s time on Easter Island in Alexander Dalrymple’s Account of the Discoveries made in the South Pacifik Ocean, a copy of which was in the Great Cabin’s bookcase. Still unable to rise from his berth, James read it by candlelight, trying to ignore the fact that Dalrymple was a man he had little time for. He was the Scotch upstart who had decided that he, not James, should have led the expedition to observe the 1769 transit of Venus. He had to concede, though, that Dalrymple’s Account of the Discoveries was a useful reference. He read the relevant chapter:


    On April 5 of 1722, a small fleet of three Dutch vessels commanded by Admiral Jacob Roggeveen arrived at the island. As that day was Easter Sunday, Jacob Roggeveen baptised his discovery with the name that is universally known, Easter Island. According to the islanders’ oral tradition, in the first encounter of a native with Europeans, a man that was in a canoe was invited to come on board. He was offered a glass of wine and food. The islander, instead of eating or drinking, took the glass of wine and poured it on his own head. It is believed that he thought that they were trying to poison him.


    The weather being calm the vessels were not able to secure an anchorage near the land until the next day. The island was found to be destitute of trees, but with a fertile soil producing bananas, potatoes, and sugar cane of extraordinary thickness. The islanders themselves were found to be of a brown tint, and had long ears which hung down as far as their shoulders, as if they had been stretched to that length by being weighted.


    Two days later the islander visited again the ships, in the company of other natives. And that same day Roggeveen and Behrens took land with 150 armed men. A multitude of natives surrounded them and some tried to touch the sailors’ weapons, so some opened fire and 13 islanders were killed.


    James closed the book and snuffed the candle. Resolution rolled on, driven steadily by the south-easterly winds, her timbers creaking. James closed his eyes. Bananas, potatoes, sugar cane—how welcome these would be after more than 100 days in the Southern Ocean. The crew’s diet had become not only monotonous but damaging in its lack of variety. Scurvy had broken out, Patten had reported to him. Many of the men were afflicted with swollen legs, rotting gums and discolorations of the skin. All were badly in need of fresh greens, fruit and meat. James held his arms across his stomach. The pains were still there, but were now intermittent, and his bowels were moving again, albeit sporadically. For these renewed movements he had to thank Forster’s dog, whose meat had provided the variation which his gut had so sorely sought. Dog broth had proved an effective purgative. He turned over and faced the bulkhead, tossing aside the blanket that had covered him. Now that they were in the lower latitudes temperatures were rising, something to be thankful for. It was now spring in England. What were Elizabeth and their boys were doing on this day, he wondered.


    Two days later he was able to leave his berth for short periods, write in both his journals and check the course with master Gilbert. But he still felt fatigued and the gut pains had not completely gone. Steadying himself against the wall of his cabin, alongside the wash basin, he stared into the shaving mirror. As he stroked the lather from his face, he realised that the planes of his face had altered. There were hollows beneath his cheekbones that had not been there before, crow’s feet lines at the corners of his eyes. His jawbone was more prominent, so he had to negotiate the razor very carefully around his changed face. Wiping the last of the lather away, he found himself staring into the face of an ageing, weary man. Repelled by what he saw, he turned away. What would Elizabeth and his young sons think of this harrowed, 45-year-old face?


    ‘Land, land! Off the larboard bow!’


    It was mid-morning on 11 March, and midshipman Vancouver was at the masthead, pointing north-east. Rushing to the railings, the crew peered at the horizon. Others stared from Resolution’s yardarms. James climbed slowly and painfully to the masthead, hoping that the men would not notice his uncharacteristic lumbering. His gut cramped. Once aloft he winced, braced himself against the mast and put his scope to his eye.


    The island formed a wide, dark bulk across the horizon. The sky was clear, the few clouds high, so that through their scopes they could discern black cliffs along a lee shore, rising inland to perhaps 500 feet. Swells smashed against the base of the cliffs. There were no forests in evidence, although smudges of smoke rose from the western end of the island. James returned slowly to the deck and approached Wales, who had been busy with his sextant. ‘Your readings?’ he demanded.


    ‘Twenty-seven degrees, eight minutes south of the line and—’ He checked his notes. ‘One hundred and nine degrees, 22 minutes west of Greenwich.’


    James nodded. Roggeveen had miscalculated the longitude by half a degree. Fortunately for them, not a grievous discrepancy. But his latitude was a whole degree inaccurate. How could the Dutchman have made such a fundamental error when he had the use of the best astronomical instruments Holland could provide?


    Around the decks, and in the rigging, the crew were exclaiming excitedly. Land, proper land, with all the prospects that offered: fresh food, fresh water, women.


    Finding no safe anchorage on the exposed south coast of the island, James ordered its western extremity doubled. Half a league along the north-west coast, making short boards, they sounded 30 to 40 fathoms with a black sand bottom, just a mile out from the shore. There was a small beach opposite the ship. After the anchor was dropped, a solitary canoe came out to greet them, paddled by two naked men whose bodies were covered with elaborate tattoos and whose ears were distended in the manner Roggeveen had described. Coming aboard, the natives were affable, presenting the ship with a bunch of bananas, some sticks of sugar cane and a few sweet potatoes. In return James gave them nails and a medallion.


    When the Society Islander, Hitihiti, came forward and spoke to the men in Otaheitian they looked at him in astonishment. The taller of the two men stroked his jacket admiringly. He asked them questions about their island. It was called Te Pito o te Whenua, they told him. ‘Meaning?’ asked James. Hitihiti pointed to his belly. ‘Belly-button of the world.’ Pointing inland, he added that the island’s main village was called Hangaroa.


    Shore parties were prepared. Determined not to let illness impede him, James went ashore the next day, accompanied by Hitihiti, an Easter Islander called Maruahai, who had come out to the ship and spent the night on board, as well as the Forsters, Sparrman and Hodges. As they landed, a large crowd of natives greeted them curiously but without challenge, although they eyed the visitors’ muskets nervously. As they walked up onto the plain, Hitihiti explained that the Dutchmen’s shooting and killing of their people half a century before had not been forgotten. Although physically resembling the Otaheitians, the Easter Islanders observed different customs. Their faces were streaked with ochre of various colours and their earlobes were spectacularly stretched. Both men and women wore ornate hats of woven leaves, and bark-cloth cloaks around their shoulders. Drawing closer to Hangaroa, James and his party saw a long wall across the land, made of shaped basalt boulders. Near the wall lay the remains of two great statues which had evidently fallen and shattered.


    ‘Tupuna maybe,’ Hitihiti suggested. ‘Ancestors. But why broken?’ Beyond the village the land rose to a volcanic cone which the islanders said was called Tanaroa. On its slopes was a quarry, called Puna, where the rocks for the wall and platform originated.


    James and the others exchanged nails and beads with the islanders for some plantains and pieces of sugar cane. The natives looked at them with great curiosity, especially the naked children, who giggled and danced about excitedly. ‘I see why they all wear hats,’ observed Clerke. ‘There is no shade here.’ The others nodded, grateful for their tricorns. The island appeared to be almost entirely treeless. Its undulating landscape was strewn with volcanic rocks, giving it a barren aspect. There were no streams, no lakes. And even the hills which rose to the south of the island were without foliage.


    The Resolutions walked through Hangaroa, which consisted of a few simple houses surrounded by plots of sweet potatoes, sugar cane and plantains. They then walked inland, a group of natives trailing after them. A mile further on they came upon a broad platform of flat stones, upon which stood a statue of a human, 20 feet high, facing out to sea. It was elongated, and blackened with age. Evidently carved from volcanic rock, its head was crowned with a round topknot of reddish stone. Hitihiti ascertained from the islanders with them that the statue was called an ‘ahu moai’, and that it was just one of many on the island. Around the north coast of the island there were dozens of such gigantic statues, Hitihiti was told, all facing the ocean. Hodges immediately unpacked his equipment, set up his easel and began to draw the statue, watched with intense curiosity by the islanders.


    ‘Ask these people where they came from,’ James said to Hitihiti.


    Several of them pointed to the north-west with dramatic gestures. ‘Other islands,’ Hitihiti explained, ‘which they call Te Henua o Enata. Many years ago.’


    James nodded. It must have been long ago. These people appeared to have no double-hulled voyaging canoes, as the Otaheitians had. If they came from the north-east, could it have been from the islands discovered by the Spaniard Mendana in 1595? The ones he called the Marquesas?


    As James and his party moved further inland, the heat intensified. There was no wind, and the sun beat down on them ferociously. After another hour of walking across the desolate landscape, James’s gut cramps began to return. It was as if a cruelly powerful fist was gripping, then releasing, his intestines. Sweat pouring from his brow, panting, he sank to the ground. ‘I can go no further,’ he said to the others, ‘I’ll return to the ship.’ When they looked at him worriedly, he waved his hand. ‘Go on, I’ll be all right.’ Slowly, painfully, he made his way back to the landing place, cursing the affliction that was weakening him.


    Rousing himself for supper that night, James called the officers and gentlemen together. Hodges had several sketches of the island, and especially the moai, which he displayed for the assembly. The others nodded approvingly. The artist’s ability to capture the island’s brooding sky, overlooking the stern moai and the rocky landscape, was remarkable. Hitihiti then showed the others a prize he had bartered for, a cap fashioned from dogskin and embellished with purple-green, iridescent feathers from a great frigatebird. Placing it on his head, he said eagerly, ‘This will make me many friends when I return to Bora Bora.’


    Over brandies, James announced: ‘We will not tarry at this island, gentlemen. It has little to offer us. We will complete the provisioning on the morrow, and repairs to our sails, then continue northwards the day after.’


    Johann Forster looked askance. ‘So soon? We have only just arrived.’ He waved his hands in frustration. ‘My son and I have not explored the east of the island, or the north. There will be many specimens to collect—’


    James cut him off. ‘The place is barren, and of little use to us. The water is mostly brackish. We will barter for more bananas, sugar cane, sweet potatoes and poultry, stow these provisions, then weigh anchor.’


    ‘Bound for where, sir? Otaheite?’ Pickersgill suggested hopefully.


    ‘Not immediately. We will first proceed to the islands Mendana discovered in 1595, and which have been charted with many variations by the Spanish. I intend to chart them with Royal Navy accuracy.’ His eyes swept the group. ‘Any questions, gentlemen?’


    Forster stared at the table sulkily. James pushed back his chair. ‘That is all. We will quit this place in 48 hours.’ As he got to his feet, he faltered, and winced. The cramps in his gut were beginning again.


    On their last day at anchor off the island, with the sails still hanging from the yards to dry and the pinnace ferrying supplies from shore to ship, three men and a young woman swam out to Resolution and climbed up the hull steps. Two of the men were in their 30s, stout and muscular; the other was younger, slender and willowy, with feminine features. The woman was about 18, short and sturdy, with an oval face and dark eyes. Her wet hair was long and draped over her shoulders. All four islanders had extensive tattoos on their arms and legs, and wore skirts of bark cloth. The men seemed intensely curious about the ship, and Hitihiti took it upon himself to show them over the decks, then took them below for a tour of the holds.


    The young woman showed little interest in the ship and instead stared at the men on deck duty. These included able seamen Blackburn, Atkinson and Collett, who were greasing the blocks with pork fat. Under the ferocious sun, the men were shirtless and barefoot, their backs pink. Collett returned the gaze of the woman, who was standing at the mid-deck rail. She smiled coquettishly at him. Collett grinned, then turned and went below. He reappeared with a piece of Friendly Isles bark cloth, and offered it to her. She smiled again, showing perfect white teeth, and took the cloth. Placing it on the deck, she then undid her skirt, lay down on the deck and opened her legs. Collett immediately whipped off his breeches, fell between her legs, mounted her and began rutting furiously. Spent just seconds later, he rolled off her, but she remained supine, her legs apart. Eyes glittering with lust, Blackburn and Atkinson ran below and reappeared moments later, Blackburn with a crayon and Atkinson with a nail. Elbowing Atkinson aside, Blackburn handed the woman the crayon. She snatched it jubilantly, then pulled the donor down onto her. Face buried between her breasts, loins heaving for just a minute, Blackburn entered her, came with a cry, then rolled away. He was immediately replaced by Atkinson, who pressed his nail into the woman’s hand, knelt between her still-open legs and entered her roughly. He lasted just three strokes before bellowing with pleasure, then falling aside.


    As the woman got to her feet, her male companions emerged from below. She wiped between her legs with her skirt, then carefully wrapped the crayon and nail in the bark cloth Collett had given her. Smiling mischievously, she looked up at the quarterdeck, where George Forster and Clerke had observed the swift, mechanical coupling. The three seamen, chests glistening with sweat, got to their feet, laughing. Then the woman and the three men climbed back down the hull steps, slipped into the sea and began to swim back to shore, the woman lying on her back, kicking strongly, holding her trophies high over her head in her right hand.


    Shaking his head in disgust, George Forster said to Clerke, ‘Debauchery, utter debauchery. That woman could challenge the feats of Messalina.’


    Clerke pouted. ‘Who?’


    ‘Messalina. A Roman empress. She fornicated with 25 men in one night, in a competition with a prostitute.’


    ‘Really?’ Clerke looked thoughtful. ‘I agree, that vahine would give the Roman empress a run for her money.’ He grinned. ‘You weren’t tempted to join the queue yourself were you, young Forster? I’m sure Easter Island’s Messalina would have been able to accommodate you as well.’


    George turned away, his face crimson.


    A few feet below them, oblivious to everything on deck above, James lay in his berth, drenched with sweat, his insides cramping, trying to muffle his groans.

  


  
    Twenty-two


    25 MARCH 1774


    Dearest Elizabeth,


    At last I can again put quill to paper, after being mostly confined to my berth this last week. How I detest being ill! The biliousness returned even before we left Easter Island, rendering me immobile. It was no consolation to learn that others of the ship’s company were similarly afflicted, including our surgeon Patten and astronomer Wales. Again it was dog broth which assuaged our symptoms. With uncharacteristic consideration, Johann Forster prevailed upon his son George to forfeit his Otaheitian canine, Jemima. The creature was subsequently killed, rendered into nourishing soup in the galley and served to the several of us who were suffering from the colic. I am now feeling stronger, though I still cannot stand for long periods. Lieutenant Cooper has again deputed for me reliably.


    We are presently bound for the islands the Spaniard Mendana discovered in 1595 and named Las Islas de Marquesa de Mendoza, in short ‘the Marquesas’. They lie just ten degrees south of the equator, approximately. It is my hope that the islands will provide good sustenance for us, as Easter Island was largely sterile. Fortunately we are now propelled by favourable winds from the south-east, and the temperatures are constantly mild. In these conditions we are able to make as much as 50 nautical miles daily.


    The men have succeeded in catching a number of flying fish, which have provided a welcome variation in our diet. James and Nathaniel would find the catching of these creatures great fun. The men hold burning rag torches above the railings and the fish are drawn irresistibly to their light. They really do fly, their airborne bodies sweeping up and over the railings and onto the deck, where they lie flapping and are readily collected. When they are fried they make delicious eating, notwithstanding the fact that they have many bones.


    For you and the children springtime will now have arrived, and has doubtless been welcomed by all. I can picture your roses in bloom, adorning the garden wall, and robins and blackbirds in the apple tree. I hope the boys’ frogs are well and producing another clutch of tadpoles. Nan the much-travelled goat will be controlling the grass and providing the household with milk. I wonder if you have heard from Christiana, with news of my father, and Margaret and her family in Redcar. How I miss you all, and England!


    It is my hope that we will sight the Marquesas Islands by early April, and that they will prove suitable for our needs. In the meantime, I remain,


    Your loving husband,


    James


    The first island—a steep-sided, forested spike of land—was sighted from the masthead by able seaman Hood on 6 April. When he returned to the deck James told him, ‘We’ll name it Hood Island.’ The seaman grinned delightedly.


    Cooper said, pointedly, ‘The island’s named on Mendana’s chart as Sant Pedro, Captain.’ He, the other officers and James had studied Mendana’s charts closely the previous day in the Great Cabin.


    Scope up to his eye again, James replied coolly, ‘That was 179 years ago, Cooper. It is my prerogative to rename it after an Englishman.’


    As Hood Island looked unsuitable for a landing, they continued on their north-westerly course. The next day they saw another island, this one so high that its peaks were covered in cloud. James, Cooper, Clerke and Wales stared at it from the quarterdeck. It was late morning, a violent squall had just passed, and graphite clouds were moving away to the west. Scope to his eye, Cooper was awed by the sight. ‘Those mountains, those forests,’ he murmured. ‘They surpass even those of Otaheite.’


    ‘Aye,’ said James, staring through his own scope. ‘And from Mendana’s account, that must be the one he called Dominica.’


    The island was indeed huge, rising steeply from the sea to a series of jagged mountains, hundreds of feet high. Their slopes were entirely covered in forest, while ranks of coconut palms marked the zone where the coastal plain met the sea. Clerke said, his tone puzzled, ‘I can see no reef, Captain, or at least no breaking waves which would mark a reef.’


    James nodded. He too had noticed this unusual absence. Weren’t all tropical islands surrounded by a coral reef? Also, the island’s south coast was exposed, and the winds were driving the ocean swells onto its shores. There could be no safe anchorage there. James swung his scope to the south-west. A few miles away, half-hidden by mist, was the dark mass of another island. ‘Mendana named that one “Santa Christina”, he said, ‘and found a sheltered anchorage on its west coast.’ He called to the helmsmen, ‘We will take the passage between the islands. Once through the gap, bring her around three turns to the south.’


    Santa Christina was significantly smaller than Dominica, but equally rugged. Deploying his quadrant, Wales estimated the height of its central spine as over 3000 feet. As they coasted the island, the crew stared in amazement at its features. Crescent-shaped, it soared into the clouds, its spine clothed in dark green forest. Its western coast was scalloped, the shore covered with coconut palms and breadfruit trees.


    ‘It looks like a land where giants might dwell,’ mused Clerke.


    ‘We will most certainly obtain timber there,’ said Cooper. ‘And fresh water.’ He grunted. ‘What a contrast with Easter Island.’


    An hour later, still coasting, they spied a bay, halfway along the western side of the island. James gave Gilbert the instruction to enter the bay, and Resolution was put about. Just as she steadied, made way and was about to enter the bay, the sky closed over and a squall swept down from the mountains. Torrential rain began to fall, obscuring the land, and gale-force winds struck the masts and sails. With a crack like a thunderclap, the mizzen topmast split, toppled, then dangled, held up only by its rigging. Lurching to larboard, the ship began to be pushed towards the rocks which marked the northern margin of the bay.


    ‘Bring her round!’ James shouted to the helmsmen. ‘Hard about!’ Gilbert joined Atkin and Bee at the wheel, hauling it round several points. The ship lurched again, throwing the men on deck hard against the railings. Cursing as they wrestled with the wheel, the helmsmen pushed and turned. The ship slowly came back onto an even keel, then settled. The winds dropped away and the black clouds parted. The sun broke through, illuminating the slopes at the head of the bay and the dense forest which grew to the very peaks of the mountain ridge high above them.


    As the anchor was dropped and the men aloft furled the sails, a fleet of canoes made its way out from the beach towards the ship. The Marquesans were obviously of the same race as the Easter Islanders, but different in their presentation. It was only men who came out to the ship. Acorn-brown, their bodies and faces were covered from forehead to feet in elaborate tattoos arranged in whorls, friezes and spirals. They were naked except for bark-cloth skirts; their black hair, shiny with coconut oil, was tied up in buns or drawn back in ponytails. Their teeth were large and perfectly white, and around their necks hung pendants of iridescent pearl shell. Some had shark’s teeth dangling from their earlobes.


    To his pleasure, Hitihiti found that the Marquesans could understand him, and he introduced James to their leader, a tall, handsome man called Hanaoa. Spiral tattoos covered every inch of his skin. This island was called Tahuata, he said, and its larger neighbour was Hiva Oa.


    After Hitihiti explained to the leader what the Resolutions wanted, trade ensued. Coconuts, breadfruit, fish and chickens were brought out to the ship in woven baskets. The natives also offered the crew hardwood clubs, objects of great size, weight and beauty. Called u’u, said Hanaoa, they were carved from wood from the tamanu tree with adzes, then finished with pearl-shell scrapers and sharkskin, and polished with palm oil. Hanaoa took delight in explaining that the u’u were designed to crush the skulls of their enemies with a two-handed blow, and he demonstrated how this was delivered, standing with his legs apart and grinning as he mimed the killing action. The islanders enthusiastically exchanged their clubs for nails, knives and the red feathers the Resolutions had obtained on Tongatapu. It became obvious that the feathers were prized above all of the goods the visitors offered the Marquesans.


    More and more of the islanders came aboard, all clambering to trade. On the second morning, thieving began. A young man snatched some red feathers from midshipman Vancouver without offering anything in exchange, then made for the gangway. Witnessing the theft, James snatched up his musket and fired a shot over the young man’s head. He stopped in astonishment, dropped the feathers and dived overboard, allowing Vancouver to retrieve them.


    Deciding it was time to go ashore, James began to board the ship’s launch, which was roped to the gangway. As he did so a Marquesan on the opposite side of the ship climbed up from a canoe containing two other men, snatched an iron stanchion holding up the rope railing, then got back into the canoe.


    ‘Fire over their canoe!’ James ordered the marines. They ran to the rail, brought their muskets up to their shoulders and let loose a volley. As the discharges reverberated around the bay, the culprit in the canoe fell back. A ball had struck him in the side of the head, and blood gushed from a gaping hole behind his left ear. The younger of his two companions cried out in anguish, and attempted to scoop the blood up and out of the canoe with a gourd. On Resolution’s mid-deck, Hitihiti put his face in his hands and wept.


    Rushing to the rail, James saw that all the canoes were now paddling furiously for shore. A crowd of men was gathering on the beach, war clubs in their hands, and from the forest behind them came the sound of explosive drumming. Fuming, James clenched his fists. One misdirected musket ball had destroyed their rapport with these people.


    Together with his officers and Hitihiti, he stood on the deck and discussed the situation. Sorely in need of fresh food and water, the Resolutions would obviously be at risk of attack if they attempted to go ashore to obtain supplies. They could perhaps seek an alternative anchorage, but were unlikely to find one on this coast. ‘We could send all the marines ahead of a landing party, sir,’ suggested Cooper. ‘Make a show of force.’


    Still exasperated, James shook his head. ‘We would be greatly outnumbered.’ He pointed at the beach, where the large crowd had assembled.


    ‘We could fire the cannons,’ said Pickersgill. ‘To demonstrate our power.’


    James replied coldly. ‘As Wallis did in Otaheite? With great loss of native life? And when he was here, Mendana killed 200 of these people with his weapons.’ He looked again at the assembly of natives. ‘We do not want to give them even more reason to distrust Europeans.’


    Thus reproached by his commander, Pickersgill stared down at the deck.


    Clerke, staring shoreward, scope to his eye, touched James’s sleeve. ‘Look, sir.’ Another, larger canoe had made out from the shore. As it approached the ship they saw that it contained a middle-aged man wearing an elaborate headdress. He held a leafy bough in his right hand and there was a dead piglet over his right shoulder.


    ‘Mebee a sign of peace,’ said Hitihiti, brightening. The canoe drew up alongside the ship. The man was immensely tall, and heavily tattooed on every plane of his body. His hair was tied in a topknot and around his neck was a large, finely wrought breast ornament comprised of segments of trapezoidal wood, fastened together with coconut fibre. When he came up onto the deck James bowed to him and presented him with an axe and a spike nail, which he accepted gratefully, nodding and smiling. He handed the pig to James then spoke to Hitihiti, who translated. ‘He wishes to know when you will come ashore on Tahuata.’


    Still cautious, heavily guarded by the marines, the shore party disembarked on the beach. It was stiflingly hot, the air sultry and completely still after a recent downpour. On the foreshore stood scores of naked, tattooed men, most holding clubs. James, hat pinned under his arm, Hitihiti beside him, advanced. As they went forward James said to the Bora Boran, ‘Tell them we are greatly sorry for the death, which was caused by the man stealing the iron rod, which belonged to the ship. And say we are in need of water, wood and fresh food, which we will exchange for goods which we carry.’


    Hitihiti made a long speech, accompanied by elaborate gesticulations. Although they obviously understood most of what he said, nodding as he spoke, several of them laughed at his strange accent. This had a relaxing effect. Then the tall man in the headdress came forward and beckoned to the shore party, saying, ‘Maeva, maeva.’


    To the Resolutions’ immense relief, a truce was in place.


    They began to explore the island. Above the bay were crystalline streams which gushed down the mountainside. There were stands of huge forest trees, draped with ferns and epiphytes. Flowering hibiscus, tiare shrubs, coconut palms, breadfruit trees and bananas grew in profusion on the coastal plain and pigs and chickens ranged freely through the undergrowth. Venturing inland, now unthreatened, the Forsters and Sparrman came upon many squat, carved basalt statues which the islanders called ‘tiki’, and broad platforms made from volcanic slabs, skilfully interlocked. ‘Marae’, the Tahuatans said they were called, explaining that these were places where the gods were worshipped and ceremonies conducted. Gaudy parrots swooped from tree to tree, squawking at the visitors. The Forsters responded by gunning them down and stuffing them into their collecting bags.


    Trade between the Resolutions and the Marquesans became brisk, not merely for the provisions the ship needed but also for the natives’ artefacts, especially their handsome clubs. The cost of these rose rapidly as the islanders realised how eager the crew were to obtain them. The crew exchanged their Friendly Isles red feathers, pieces of English cloth, nails, beads and lengths of ribbon for fine hardwood carvings of dolphins and whales. And the strikingly tall, graceful women sought the red feathers, along with beads and ribbons, in a willing exchange for the sailors’ swift, urgent use of their bodies.


    After a few days the demand for European goods escalated. On board ship, the importuning islanders pointed at cutlery, glasses, crockery and pewter mugs as they offered up their carvings. Realising that the trading was threatening to get out of hand, and with the ship now adequately provisioned and the mizzen topmast repaired, James announced on 8 April that they would set sail the next day for Otaheite.


    The launches were hoisted aboard and tied down. The bower anchors were raised and made fast; the foresails unfurled. With quartermasters Atkin and Bee at the wheel, Resolution caught the light airs and turned slowly towards the west. As she moved out of the bay, her sails beginning to billow, several canoes accompanied the ship, the occupants waving.


    Wales joined James on the quarterdeck. He had been most concerned when James fell ill and had been suffering from stomach pains himself. He still looked drawn, and the whites of his eyes had a yellowish tinge, but his demeanour was positive. ‘You look better, sir. Are you fully recovered now?’ he asked.


    ‘Almost completely. Fresh fruit, fresh meat and fish have worked wonders.’ James smiled. ‘My visits to the head are now as regular as usual.’


    Wales nodded sympathetically. ‘I too am feeling much better, thanks to the island diet.’ He looked back at the island. ‘And I have fixed the position of this place precisely. Nine degrees, 56 minutes south; 139 degrees, five minutes west.’


    ‘Well done,’ James replied. ‘That will be of great assistance to those who follow us.’


    Wales was staring back at the island’s great flank and its mountain ridge, more than 3000 feet above them. He said quietly, ‘I believe that the people of this island are the finest natives we have encountered. So tall, so strong, so healthy. And generous.’


    ‘True,’ said James. ‘Noble people. And they have given me back my health. In gratitude, I have named our anchorage here Resolution Bay.’

  


  
    Twenty-three


    18 APRIL 1774


    Dearest Elizabeth,


    I write from near the very centre of the South Pacific Ocean. Resolution is anchored off one of the northern islands of the so-called ‘Dangerous Archipelago’. Named Coral Island in 1766 by Commander Byron, it is one of many such islands scattered across a vast area of ocean, so low that they are barely above the level of the ocean. Aware that we must soon be approaching it, and wary of the deadly nature of its coral rocks, I posted men to the masthead night and day until the island was seen by them in the early morning. It is elongated, with a slender land area covered in coconut palms and a central lagoon like a vast lake. The latter is connected to the open sea by a pass too narrow to admit Resolution to the lagoon, but as we are in need of fresh food again, I had one of the boats put out and from it sailing master Gilbert sounded the pass to my satisfaction. I then ordered a party ashore, in order to obtain whatever provisions they could from the inhabitants of the island.


    I have not gone onto the island myself, as I find myself afflicted by a bout of melancholia. In this state I prefer to remain below, and alone. My bilious colic and constipation have eased, I am relieved to tell you, but these have been replaced by a disconsolate state of mind which is almost as bad. I can share these thoughts with no one except you, Beth, not surgeon Patten nor any of my officers, and certainly not Johann Forster, who would undoubtedly prescribe readings of the New Testament. No, I must keep my dejection to myself, since a commander cannot be seen to be thinking so inwardly and selfishly. But you, dearest, should know of this state of mind and the reason for it.


    The reason? That once more I have discovered no new lands. That with the exception of the ice mountains of the Antarctic, which are worthless, I have found and claimed no new possessions for our sovereign. Everywhere I have taken Resolution, other voyagers have preceded me. The very island which I can now observe through the stern window of my ship’s Great Cabin was first seen and recorded by the Dutchmen Schouten and Le Maire, in 1616. Then again by Byron 150 years later. So James Cook is merely following in their wakes, as with Wallis and Bougainville in Otaheite and the other Dutchman, Tasman, in New Zealand.


    There is certainly no Great Southern Continent, save for the great ice mass which surrounds the South Pole, that I have proved indisputably. But to disprove the existence of something gives me little satisfaction. What I longed to do, on the earlier voyage on Endeavour and during this one, was to make a discovery of a land formerly unknown to Europeans. My failure to do this amounts to a great personal disappointment, and it is the acute awareness of my failure which has brought on my present mental condition. Try as I might, I cannot permanently dislodge the melancholia, aware as I am that the world’s great oceans have now mostly been explored, so it is unlikely that there will be more lands to find. The age of discovery may well be over, and I have added little to it except a few scraps of land. A sorrowing thought. The knowledge that I have, with the aid of Kendall’s revolutionary timepiece and Wales’s astronomical skills, far more accurately observed and recorded the co-ordinates of the islands we have passed by is of some consolation. But this knowledge does not assuage my disillusionment at making no discoveries. I do not believe that I was put upon this Earth merely to correct other explorers’ mistakes.


    [Later]


    The shore party has now returned from the low island and reported to me. Native warriors at first threatened my men, but when they were shown what we had to offer them—nails and red feathers from the Friendly Isles—they rapidly became amiable and traded with the party. Hitihiti, who now speaks accomplished English after being aboard Resolution for six months, was again a most helpful envoy in establishing intercourse with the islanders. He also bargained with them for a pair of white-haired dogs, of which there are large numbers on the island. He intends to take the dogs with him to Otaheite, where their long hair is prized.


    The Forsters and Sparrman attempted to botanise on the island, although the land being arid and composed only of weathered coral rocks, there were few specimens to collect save a few shrubs and ground-hugging creepers. The people on these low islands have no agriculture as they lack proper soil and streams, so they live on fish, pigs, chickens and coconuts. The lagoon, the men reported, is filled with fish of all species, and rich in pearl shell, which is used by the inhabitants both as a cutting tool and for bodily ornamentation.


    Once the trading was exhausted, the natives became restless again. Lieutenant Cooper observed that a group of warriors were collecting up their spears and handfuls of stones. Sensing an imminent attack, Cooper ordered the men to board the launch and return to the ship. They did so, accompanied by a hail of stones, but with no injuries sustained. In order that the natives not consider it was their threats which drove us away, I ordered Gunner Anderson to fire four cannons across the island, to demonstrate our superior strength.


    We will weigh anchor tomorrow, and set sail on a course for Otaheite, 186 miles south-west of here, the island many of the Resolutions now consider their home port, along with Queen Charlotte Sound in New Zealand. I too share this affection for Otaheite, but once again this fondness is tempered by the realisation that I was only a third-comer to the island.


    Please do not think that I have fallen completely into a slough of self-pity, Elizabeth. Self-pity I abhor. My state of mind is caused more from extreme regret, which in turn has led to disconsolation. And a likely cure for this condition will be the further exploration of the north-western Pacific, where there may be islands or even larger lands which I can claim for King George. Thus I intend to take Resolution into the heart of this region, seeking uncharted lands, before finally turning her for home.


    Your loving husband,


    James


    Otaheite. It was indeed like a homecoming. The canoes came streaming out from Matavai Bay, filled with young men and women, accompanied by drumming and cries of ‘Taio! Taio!’ The Resolutions lined the railings and hung from the shrouds, waving back, searching the canoes for past and possible future lovers.


    The pass through the reef was sinewy with currents, the great mountains above the bay covered in cloud. James ordered the sails furled, the launch hoisted out and preparations made for warping the ship into the bay. Pickersgill and Clerke joined him on the quarterdeck. ‘Tis a sight I could never tire of, sir,’ said Clerke, ‘the mountains of Otaheite.’


    ‘Aye,’ said James. He too was again captivated, the grand sight displacing his melancholia.


    ‘Will we be here long?’ asked Pickersgill.


    ‘As long as it takes to get the ship in good shape again. She needs to be heeled and cleaned. Again, the decks need caulking, and our sails repaired.’


    Hitihiti came running up from below to join them, followed by his white-haired dogs. Dressed in breeches and shirt and with a garland of red feathers around his neck, he was grinning. He had never seen this island, and was rapturous. ‘Otaheite! So beautiful! And so much bigger than Bora Bora!’


    As soon as the party landed on Point Venus, it was Hitihiti who was the star. Surrounded by men, women and children, his reception put James in mind of Tupaia’s popularity in Uawa, five years before. But Hitihiti had little of Tupaia’s haughtiness and nobility-derived superiority, and so the Otaheitians conveniently ignored the fact that Hitihiti came from an island whose people they mistrusted. Instead he was delighted to mix with everyone, conversing readily, regaling them with stories of the marvels he had seen. Two handsome men of about his own age, but obviously nobility, presented him with a head-dress and a pearl shell pendant, which Hitihiti exchanged for his red feather garland. Then, having established him as their taio, they led him away through the palms.


    George Forster, Clerke and Pickersgill had been watching this reception with great interest. ‘The prodigal son has returned,’ George observed, quietly.


    Clerke smiled lasciviously. ‘Aye. I think Hitihiti will have a very good time here. I was studying the faces of the young women. Their looks were adoring.’


    George shook his head. ‘More wantonness, no doubt,’ he said.


    Clerke and Pickersgill exchanged knowing looks. They had already made arrangements with their favourite women to join them in their houses when their time was their own.


    Wandering down to the shore of Matavai Bay, Clerke said to Pickersgill, ‘It’s my belief that young Forster needs to sample the local wildlife.’


    ‘I agree. And what better place to sample it than Otaheite?’


    Clerke smiled. ‘Your taio, Hinata. Does she have a young female friend?’


    Pickersgill caught his drift. ‘I’m sure she has. And if she hasn’t, I’m sure that your Tehani will have one.’ He grinned. ‘Let’s organise some really exciting botanising for young George.’


    As it was still the fruitful season on the island, produce flowed down onto Point Venus from the surrounding villages: plantains, breadfruit, coconuts, along with baskets of fish, pork and chickens. Live pigs and poultry were brought too, organised and paid for with nails and axes by Daniel Clark. But Hitihiti had been astute when he predicted that the most desired currency for the Otaheitians were the red feathers from the Friendly Isles’ parrots. They could not get enough of them, regarding them as sacred objects. When James’s special taio, Tu, the paramount chief of Tahiti-Nui, came aboard Resolution to pay his compliments, James presented him with a piece of Tongatapu bark cloth to which many red feathers had been attached. Such was Tu’s delight, it was as if he had been given a block of solid gold.


    A few days after their arrival, James went by launch to visit Tu at his home village at Pare, west of Matavai Bay. When they reached the bay they were startled to see, on the beach and anchored in the bay, dozens of huge double-hulled canoes. Their ornately carved prows arced 20 feet into the air, and clearly also served as lookout points. That they were war canoes was obvious, as the warriors who crewed them were wearing breastplates and the vaka contained spears, clubs and throwing rocks. On the foreshore were other smaller canoes and hundreds of men. Beside James in the launch, Cooper said, ‘Good Lord, sir, it’s a veritable armada.’ He eyed the craft nervously. ‘They could overwhelm us in minutes, by force of numbers.’


    Although he too had been surprised by the spectacle, James said in an attempt at reassurance, ‘I think not. This is Tu’s bay, and Tu is my special taio. The fleet is more likely to be deployed against his enemies.’ He stared at the flotilla. ‘Doubtless Tu will tell me.’


    After they disembarked on the beach, watched over by the marine contingent, the Englishmen were greeted by the short, burly figure of Ti’i, a relative of Tu’s. He took James’s arm, to escort him to the chief’s house, a little way inland. But as he did so a lofty, grey-bearded man wearing a wickerwork helmet stepped from one of the war canoes, walked up the beach and glowered at Ti’i. Touching his own chest, he said, ‘To’ofa.’ He appeared to be the commander of Tu’s flotilla.


    Seizing James’s arm, To’ofa tried to drag him towards the largest of the canoes. ‘Come,’ he ordered, ‘Come!’ Scowling, Ti’i grabbed James’s other arm and pulled it, indicating that he should go with him to see Tu. Looking from one man to the other, James pushed both their hands away. He had no intention of becoming a pawn in this obvious power play between the two men. Walking away abruptly, he called to Beard, the marine corporal, ‘Ready the launch, we’ll return to the ship.’


    Still curious as to why the great armada had been assembled, James was later given various explanations by visitors to the ship. Some said the canoes were to invade neighbouring Moorea and defeat its chief, Mahine; others said that the fleet would sail to Tahiti-Iti and attack the long-time foe, Vehiatua. ‘As usual,’ James remarked wryly to Cooper at supper that evening, ‘Otaheitian politics is more complicated than those of Westminster.’ He finished his port. ‘The main thing is, we are not the object of Tu’s bellicosity.’


    The next day after breakfast Clerke approached George Forster on the mid-deck. It was a hot, still day and the lagoon water shone like mercury. The young botanist was sitting with his back against the main mast, wearing his wide-brimmed hat, reading a history of Prussia.


    ‘George, good morning!’


    ‘Oh, Clerke. Good morning to you.’ George blinked against the sunlight. ‘Or “Ia orana”, as we should say here.’


    Clerke smiled. ‘Indeed.’ He looked landward. ‘Pickersgill and I are going to visit our taios in their village. Why don’t you come along?’


    George looked uncertain. ‘I planned to spend the day reading.’


    Pickersgill took off his tricorn and fanned his face with it. ‘It would be well worth your while to join us. We’ve heard of a new creature that’s been seen in the forest, at Mahina.’


    George became instantly alert. ‘What kind of creature?’


    ‘One that’s not yet been collected or catalogued. It’d be a great chance for you to do so.’


    ‘Right.’ The young man scrambled to his feet. ‘I’ll go below and get my bag. Wait for me.’


    There were three trails leading to and from Point Venus. One ran down the centre of the peninsula, the other two skirted left and right. The right-hand path shadowed Matavai Bay and the coast to the east of the promontory. Clerke, Pickersgill and Forster, packs on their backs, walked through the grove of palms. A little distance away, several of the crewmen rolled water casks, which had been filled from the nearby stream, down to the beach, for transfer to Resolution. Other sailors lopped the boughs of saplings into lengths suitable for the galley’s firebox. Hodges sat at his easel under the palms, sketching the lagoon, the coastline and the distant island of Moorea. Engrossed in his work, the artist ignored the trio.


    ‘The village is this way,’ said Pickersgill, taking the right-hand trail. A few outriggers were drawn up on the black sand, and a group of Otaheitians was waist-deep in the water, dragging a seine. They waved and called ‘Ia orana!’ as the visitors walked past. The trail turned inland and began to climb, sand giving way to reddish dirt.


    The vegetation alongside the track was luxuriant: coconut palms, breadfruit trees, pandanus bushes, hibiscus shrubs, custard-apple trees and tipani trees in bloom. Fallen coconuts littered the trail. Sweating now, the trio carried sticks with which they struck out from time to time at the creepers which hung down from the trees.


    ‘This creature you mentioned,’ said George, panting. ‘Is it animal or avian?’


    ‘Animal,’ said Clerke. ‘A very special one. It has a beautiful pelt, I was told.’


    Wiping his beaded brow, George said, ‘It would be a victory for me to discover a new creature before my father did.’


    ‘Indeed it would,’ replied Pickersgill. ‘And you should certainly get the credit for it.’


    The trail rose steadily, passed through another coconut grove, then opened out to a large clearing where a dozen open-sided huts, thatched with palm fronds, were spread about. Chickens, roosters, dogs and pigs roamed about in the grass at the margins. A heap of coconut husks smouldered in a pit near the centre of the village and a dozen shiny bonita hung from a wooden rack beside the pit. Three elderly women sat around a wooden bowl, pounding bananas into the mash the Otaheitians called ‘poe’ with stone pestles.


    The three men walked into the clearing. ‘Welcome to Mahina, George,’ said Pickersgill.


    A wizened old man in a bark-cloth skirt, husking coconuts with an adze, gave them a toothless grin. ‘Ia orana, Papa,’ said Clerke, smiling. ‘Tehani?’ Cackling, the old man pointed to one of the huts.


    As they approached it, a girl of about 17 came out. She was slender but broad-hipped, her solitary item of clothing a bark-cloth skirt. She wore several necklaces of tiny yellow shells around her neck and across her large breasts, and her long black hair was adorned with orange and white flowers. Beaming, she went straight to Clerke and embraced him. ‘Maeva taio, Sharl,’ she said. ‘E aha te huru?’


    ‘I am well, thank you, Tehani,’ he murmured, pressing his face into her hair.


    A second young woman came out of the hut. She ran to Pickersgill. This was Hinata. Petite, and with a very pretty face, she threw her arms around him. ‘Ia orana, taio Tick,’ she said, turning her head and lying it across his sweaty chest.


    Clerke took several red feathers from his breeches pocket. He gave one to Tehani and another to Hinata. Both gave squeals of delight, then held the feathers up to the sun, reverently. George hung back, confused. Was it these women who knew where the strange creature lived?


    Clerke said to Hinata. ‘Tiare?’


    Hinata pointed to another hut, away to their left. ‘Fare Tiare.’


    Smiling coquettishly, Tehani said, ‘Fevver for Tiare?’


    Clerke immediately produced another red feather from his pocket. Handing it to Tehani, then gesturing to their young companion, he said, ‘This is taio George. Please take him to Tiare.’ Turning to Forster, he said, ‘Tiare knows all about the furry creature.’


    Eagerly, George followed Tehani across the clearing to the hut. She stopped outside, handed him the feather and indicated that he should go inside.


    The palm fronds of the hut roof hung down low, so that George had to stoop to enter. He ducked under the fronds, stood up straight and blinked rapidly in the dim light. The floor of the hut was covered in woven pandanus mats, and on a heap of more mats sat a girl of about 16, weaving flowers into a thick garland. She was naked, and her long black hair was laced with small white flowers. Even from several feet away, George could smell the fragrance of the flowers and the monoi oil which gave the girl’s nut-brown skin a gloss. She got to her feet, smiled, went to George and carefully placed the garland around his neck. She placed her hands across her small, high breasts. ‘Tiare,’ she said. Her dark eyes were huge. She pointed at him. ‘You?’


    ‘George,’ he croaked. She was the most beautiful person he had ever seen. She came closer.


    ‘Fevver?’ she said expectantly, her eyes opening wider.


    ‘Oh, yes.’


    He handed the red feather to her, and she gave a cry of delight. ‘Oh, mauruuru, mauruuru.’


    She slipped it into the hair on top of her head, smiled with delight, then wrapped her arms around him. She began to nuzzle his neck. Inhaling her fragrance, feeling the softness of her body, he felt too a sudden swelling inside his breeches. He moved against her, and as he did so Tiare slipped her hand down. Feeling the hardness there, she gave a little gasp. Then, laughing delightedly, she led him to the pile of sleeping mats.


    Well before they reached them, George had removed his boots and blouse. His breeches were tossed aside. After some fumbling on his part he was on his back and she was astride him. Then she was rising and falling, rising and falling, her perfumed hair like a veil over her face, and George was experiencing a marvellous sensation, one so full of wonder that it could not compare it to anything he had ever felt or seen before.


    Pickersgill and Clerke were waiting for him at the edge of the clearing. Both grinned as George joined them. His hair was messy, his boots unlaced, his face flushed. ‘Well,’ said Clerke, ‘did you have a good time?’


    ‘Did you find the furry creature interesting?’ asked Pickersgill.


    George threw his head back and smiled, dreamily. ‘Tiare is wonderful.’


    Pickersgill clapped him on the back. ‘Well done, lad.’


    As they started off back down the track, Clerke said, ‘We should invite our taios onto the ship, before we leave. Have a heiva—a farewell party—for them.’


    ‘Good idea,’ said Pickersgill.


    George suddenly looked worried. ‘I could not. My father—’


    The others nodded, understanding only too well. Then George brightened again. ‘Did you know I am compiling a dictionary of Otaheitian?’


    ‘You have mentioned it, yes,’ said Pickersgill. ‘Did Tiare teach you some new words?’


    ‘Several.’ George’s blush deepened. ‘But I don’t think I could include them in the dictionary.’


    They all chuckled, then carried on down the leafy track to the bay.


    Amid the provisioning, the repairs to the ship and the many visits ashore, there was the matter of the future of Hitihiti. He had been a popular and helpful member of the ship’s company for seven months. On Otaheite he was a hero. Men, women and children flocked to hear his stories of collecting red feathers from Tongatapu, of cannibalism in New Zealand, of the ice mountains in the far south. Now where did he belong? In Raiatea? In Bora Bora? Or should he return with them to England?


    ‘He should come with us to Raiatea,’ Johann Forster declared.


    ‘Why so?’ James replied. ‘He is happy here. The people love his stories. Have you not seen the damsels who hang on his every word?’


    ‘I have, and I disapprove. He is putting his adventures with us to licentious use. Raiatea and Bora Bora are where his family lives. There he will have land and a place to settle.’ He shrugged. ‘Here, once the people have grown tired of his stories, he will have nothing.’


    James considered this. For once, Forster had a point. He said, ‘I will ask him. It is his decision to make.’


    Hitihiti’s dress was now a hybrid, combining an English seaman’s trousers and blouse with an Otaheitian’s headdress. As he entered the Great Cabin, he removed the headdress respectfully. The two men shook hands, then James asked Hitihiti what he wished to do. ‘You have been a valuable member of my crew, and popular with the men. Should you wish to sail on with us to Britain—to Peretane—you can do so.’


    Hitihiti gave James his boyish smile. ‘Mauruuru, sir. But I do not wish to go to your country, because I may never be able to come back. I would like to come with you to Raiatea, to see again my family and friends. Then, later, I will go to Bora Bora.’


    ‘As you wish. That is a wise decision.’ James put a hand on the young man’s shoulder. ‘But I will miss you. We all will.’


    With Resolution now fully provisioned and repaired, rumours as to the next stage of the voyage began to circulate around the decks. It was known—because they would be returning Hitihiti to his home island—that other of the Society Islands would be called at, but after that? Not the Antarctic again, please not the freezing gales and ice mountains, the men muttered.


    James, Cooper, Pickersgill and Clerke met in the Great Cabin on the afternoon of 14 May. Spread out on the table were three charts of the known Pacific Ocean south of the equator. After his servant brought coffee for them all, James announced: ‘We have now been away from England for a month short of two years. It is time to consider our return.’


    There were spontaneous but just-audible sighs of relief from the officers. All were in good spirits, tanned from the tropical sun and rejuvenated by their fresh food and the sexual diet of the last weeks. Cooper spoke up first. ‘By which route shall we be returning, sir? Cape Horn or Cape Town?’


    ‘Both.’


    Cooper blinked. Clerke and Pickersgill frowned. ‘I do not follow, sir,’ said Clerke.


    James smiled, patiently, and traced a course across the chart. ‘Ship Cove.’ His finger moved east. ‘The Horn.’ There the chart ended. James looked up. ‘Across the South Atlantic, and thence north to Cape Town.’


    There was a long silence, then Pickersgill said, ‘Why the South Atlantic, sir?’


    James felt a tremor of annoyance. Had his officers forgotten the purpose of this voyage? Coolly he said, ‘To ascertain which lands, if any, lie to the east of the Falkland Islands.’


    This announcement brought a silence, induced by unwelcome thoughts of the high southern latitudes. ‘But first we will sail west from the Leeward Islands.’


    ‘West, sir?’ Now all three officers looked confused. Cape Horn was to the east. Only Pickersgill had the temerity to add, ‘Why west, sir?’


    James’s finger returned to the chart. ‘West of the Leeward Islands there may well be others, along with the Friendly Isles and the New Hebrides, which have not yet been discovered.’ His eyes went from one man to the next. ‘I remind you, gentlemen, that ours is a voyage of discovery. And that apart from a great but improvident ice land, we have discovered and claimed nothing of benefit to England.’ He began to roll up the chart. ‘So we will sail first west, making use of the south-east trade winds, to approximately 160 degrees east of Greenwich, charting whichever lands we may encounter. We will then turn south and return to Ship Cove. There we will re-provision, before setting a course west for Cape Horn.’ He gave each of the officers a dismissive look. ‘That will be all, gentlemen.’


    Passing through the officers’ mess on their way back to the upper deck, Clerke muttered to the other two, ‘The south-western Pacific, New Zealand again, Cape Horn, the South Atlantic. Whenever will we get home?’


    The others didn’t bother to reply. They were asking themselves the same question.


    18 JUNE 1774


    My dearest Wife,


    We departed the Leeward Islands with the usual contradictory emotions: regret, hope, sorrow, anticipation. The deepest emotion was felt by our native friend, Hitihiti, who had been our ship-mate for the last seven months. He too was torn, not wishing to be parted from his shipboard friends, but loath to leave his homeland. But as I explained to him, if he stayed with us and came to England, it was unlikely that he would ever return to Otaheite, Raiatea or Bora Bora. It was that knowledge that allowed him to decide to stay. I was touched when he asked me to write something about him, a testimony to his good character, which he could keep and show to any other European visitors to his islands. This I was more than happy to do. Before Hitihiti left the ship he said his farewells to everyone, hugging them, then breaking down and weeping in a most unmanly manner as he did so. When he climbed down from the ship and got into his canoe, he was still crying. I am convinced, however, that his decision to stay was the right one. (I have often wondered about the fate of Omai, the Society Islander who went with Furneaux on Adventure. Has he perished, along with the others?)


    Hitihiti’s decision to leave the ship provoked a regrettable reaction from Johann Forster. He decided that he would take a young Raiatean boy called Nuna with us to England. ‘He will be my servant,’ Forster declared. I first considered this proposal, then refused to sanction its adoption, suspecting that it would have led to similar requests from the other gentlemen. We have not the space to accommodate extra crew, especially inexperienced hands. When I conveyed my decision to Forster, he raged, and called me obstinate. By now well used to his outbursts, I ignored this. Dedicated naturalist he may be, but his unstable temperament and self-centred attitude make him a continuing trial to the company. His son George, in contrast, shows not only a great interest in the native people we encounter, but an increasingly cheerful disposition. For the last week that we were in Otaheite he spent not only the days but the nights ashore, so keen was he to gather specimens. He has also recently acquired some Otaheitian speech.


    We are now on a westerly course, with the intention of charting the islands discovered by Tasman and named by him Rotterdam, along with any others we may encounter before then. How I yearn to discover a hitherto uncharted land! Yet so far on this course we have come upon only two. The first was a low island, at 17° South and 163° East, which I have named Palmerston, after Viscount Palmerston, a Lord of the Admiralty. But as the reefs surrounding its lagoon were hazardous, we made no landing upon it.


    The second anniversary of our departure from England approaches. The length of the voyage so far, and the nautical miles yet to come, put me in mind of a book I read years ago in Halifax, Nova Scotia, during the ice-bound winter in the harbour there. It tells the story of the prolonged journey home of Ulysses, after the fall of the Greek city of Troy. A translation of the Greek epic poem, the Odyssey, the work is attributed to Homer. Increasingly, dearest Beth, I feel myself cast in the role of Ulysses, of that Greek epic, doomed to sail forever on unknown seas. Yet I sail on, in the hope that I might discover a new land. But not I hope, as was the case of Ulysses, over ten long years!


    For you and our three sons, the summer solstice has just passed. But here, in the centre of this great ocean, the days and nights are of equal length and the temperatures constantly searing.


    How I long for the varying hues and temperatures of the English seasons! And for all the comforts of home. My health has considerably improved, I am thankful to say, but there is still much hard sailing and accompanying deprivation ahead, until we reach the Atlantic and turn for home.


    Your loving husband,


    James


    On 20 June they sighted another uncharted island, at 19 degrees south and 169 degrees east. Uplifted high, with jagged cliffs but what appeared to be a level interior, it had no surrounding reef, so Resolution was able to safely stand off its western coast. James went ashore with the naturalists and a few of the crew, landing upon a niche in the rocky coastline. The sailors ran up a Jack and James took possession of the island for their sovereign. Then, as they ventured up a path through broken coral rock, a party of warriors, their bodies painted in black, red and white stripes, burst from the bush above. Grimacing and shouting, they began to hurl rocks and spears at the landing party. A chunk of rock struck Sparrman’s shoulder, and he and Johann Forster immediately fired at the attackers with their muskets. Although the shots missed, the warriors turned and fled, repelled by the detonations.


    James, who had been at the rear of the group, rushed forward. He shouted at the naturalists. ‘Why did you fire?’


    Forster scowled. ‘To drive them off. Their behaviour was threatening. They struck Sparrman with a stone.’


    ‘With a stone?’ James’s tone was scornful. He stared up ahead. ‘And now the natives have gone. We could have reasoned with them, Forster.’ He wiped the sweat from his brow with his hand.


    Forster’s expression remained truculent. ‘Their conduct suggested otherwise.’


    James scowled at him. ‘We’ll return to the boat and attempt another landing, further down the coast.’


    A mile or so further on they came upon a small, white sand beach, above which was a rock cliff, split by a chasm. There were several small outriggers on the sand and James placed some medals and nails in them as a peace offering. But as he did so more warriors appeared, streaming through the chasm, wielding spears and coral rocks. They ran towards the intruders with the ferocity of wild boars.


    Realising there could be no hope of negotiation, James shouted, ‘Fire above their heads!’


    They let off a volley and the shots echoed around the little bay. The attackers froze momentarily, their expressions ones of shock, then whirled about and fled inland. The rest of the party looked at James expectantly and he came to an immediate decision.


    ‘We won’t remain here. The terrain is inhospitable and the natives appear implacably hostile.’ He gripped the stock of his Brown Bess, which to his embarrassment had misfired. ‘They will know the geography of the place so well that another ambush is likely, and to our great disadvantage.’ Shouldering his weapon, he concluded flatly, ‘We will return to the ship.’


    As the party was rowed back out to Resolution Forster muttered, ‘Brutes, the people here.’ For once James could not disagree with the Prussian.


    And in view of the aggressive reception they had received, after he drew an impression of its coastline, James wrote beneath the drawing: ‘Savage Island’.

  


  
    Twenty-four


    26 JUNE 1774


    Winds NE, southerly. At 3pm seeing more breakers ahead and having but little wind and a great easterly swell, hauled off SE. In the evening the southern isle bore WNW, distant 3 miles. Here we spent the night for it presently after fell calm and continued so till 4am when we got breeze from the south. At daylight perceiving a likelihood of a clear passage between the isle and the breakers, we stretched to the west and soon after saw more isles ahead and on each bow, but the passage seemed open. At length we found soundings in 45 and 40 fathom and a clear bottom. This circumstance greatly lessened the danger since we now had it in our power to anchor. Towards noon some people came off in canoes from one of the isles, bringing with them some coconuts and citrus fruits, which they exchanged for nails. The breeze freshening, we soon left them astern.


    They lowered Resolution’s anchors in a sheltered, sandy cove on the island’s north coast. After ordering the ship to be cleaned from stem to stern, James was taken ashore, intending to seek out the island’s high chief and enter into negotiations with him to procure food and water supplies. He stepped out of the launch and onto the beach. The morning was hot and still, the sky a blinding blue. With him were three marines and corporal Beard. Standing on the shore watching them were two women, each holding a leafy branch.


    Instructing the marines to guard the boat, James walked up to the pair, removing his tricorn and calling out in Otaheitian, ‘Ia orana!’ Recognising his words as a greeting, together they called back, ‘Talitali fiefia!’ then placed their branches carefully on the sand.


    One of the women was about 60, with long grey hair. Although her bearing was upright, her cheeks were sunken and her brow puckered. There were several mats wrapped around her body, tied with a plaited cord, and she wore a shiny pearl shell as a breastplate. The other woman was much younger, perhaps only 20. She was slender, with chestnut-brown skin, and her mats reached only to just above her midriff. Her large breasts were bare, the areola large and much darker than the skin surrounding them. Her coal-black hair was drawn up into a bun on the top of her head and there was a garland of pink frangipani around her neck. She had prominent cheekbones, a slightly flattened nose and large brown eyes. She stared at James intently.


    The elderly woman gestured towards her young companion. ‘Foa,’ she said.


    James nodded. ‘James. James Cook.’


    The old woman patted her breasts, which were covered by the mats, and said, ‘Meama. Matapule.’ Not knowing the latter word’s meaning, James wondered, could she be the island’s chief? Women could be powerful figures in this part of the world, he knew.


    Meama gestured at James, then at the young woman, and grinned. Two of her bottom teeth were missing. She raised both hands high and began to make fluid, synchronised movements with them, back and forth. Foa did the same, keeping in perfect time with Meama. Abruptly, the old woman’s hands stopped moving. Lowering them, she began to make thrusting movements with her mat-encumbered hips, moving them backwards and forwards urgently. Grinning again, she pointed at James’s groin. Foa smiled.


    Disconcerted, James took a step backwards. Good Lord, he thought, the crone is offering her to me. He looked back at the boat, where the four marines were following this unexpected courting ritual closely. Then his attention returned to the women. It was unthinkable. No, he immediately corrected himself, not unthinkable—the young woman was striking and alluring. But in his position, impossible. He must always set an example of abstinence. Frowning, looking down at the ground, he shook his head.


    This provoked an immediate reaction. Meama began to screech at him, pouring out a torrent of what was unmistakably abuse, followed by a fixed expression of utter disdain. The young woman pouted, frowned, and turned her back.


    James shoved his hat back on his head and strode back down the beach to the boat. When he reached it, he saw to his dismay that the women were in pursuit. Meama was shouting and waving towards Foa, who looked imploringly at James and pointed across the water to where Resolution was anchored. She obviously wanted him to take her aboard and copulate there. James waded into the water. ‘Return us to the ship,’ he ordered.


    ‘Aye, sir,’ said Beard, picking up the grappling hook and trying not to smile. The boat was pushed off, leaving the two women on the sand, staring at them balefully.


    James sat in the bow, looking out to sea. The marines pulled steadily, their backs to the ship, their eyes fixed lustfully on the beautiful, spurned young woman standing on the beach. First Lieutenant Cooper was waiting on the deck when he returned to the ship. ‘Did you meet the island’s chief, sir?’ he asked.


    ‘Ah, yes,’ James replied. ‘At least I think I did.’ And that night his dreams were filled with disturbing images, ones which he could not dislodge.


    The Resolutions’ five days on the island were eventful. When they informed the locals that the name of their island was Rotterdam they shook their heads, laughed uproariously and replied, ‘Nomuka.’


    The people of Nomuka, the Resolutions soon realised, were closely related to those of Eua and Tongatapu to the south, the islands James had named the Friendly Isles. Tall and strong, the adults wore woven mats wrapped around their bodies, kept in place with cords and decorated with red feathers and shells. Evidently, the more mats they wore, the more mana they possessed. The Nomukans were eager to trade, offering the coconuts which grew profusely on the island, along with yams, bananas and breadfruit, in exchange for nails. As Tasman had recorded in 1643, most of the island was taken up by a large lake, but there were palm groves and productive garden plots on its fertile western side.


    The Forsters and Sparrman vanished into the island’s undergrowth with their collecting bags, in search of new specimens. The naturalists discovered that the island’s luxuriant foliage contained many new specimens, including a citrus tree with large fruit. There were tropical blooms and birds galore. The Nomukans were obliging with the Forsters and Sparrman, retrieving the birds they shot and climbing the tallest trees to pluck the blooms from their boughs. They invited the visitors to sit down and share their mixture of mashed pepper-tree root and water, the ritual drink called ‘kava’. Hodges drew the finely constructed houses of the islanders, their gracious interiors as well as their external features. He also sketched the superbly built, double-hulled canoes with their lateen sails.


    For once, Forster the elder had nothing to complain about. ‘This island,’ he announced at dinner on the ship, ‘truly resembles the Garden of Eden.’ But they were to discover that a few serpents lurked in the island’s lush undergrowth.


    After surgeon Patten went inland alone to shoot ducks, he was set upon by a mob of men and women who stripped him of his scattergun, jacket and breeches. He only just made it back to the boat. His escape was aided by a lovely young woman who intervened, berating the mob and keeping them at bay. Patten promptly took her back to the ship with him. There he showed his gratitude by bedding her.


    The following day Clerke took a watering party ashore to fill the casks from the lake. Although slightly brackish, the water was potable. When the party returned to the beach and began to load the boat with the filled casks, a group of young men armed with spears surrounded the sailors and began to jostle them. During the melee, Clerke’s musket and the adze of the ship’s carpenter were seized and made off with. When Clerk reported the theft to James, he was furious. The adze was precious—there were only two on the ship. A firearm was prized, but a cask stave couldn’t be shaped with a musket. Only an adze would do.


    Knowing the importance South Sea people placed upon ceremonial garb as a measure of authority, James put on his dress uniform before he was rowed to the beach. There a crowd of Nomukans—old and young—had assembled. Several of the men held spears, but they chatted nonchalantly with one another. The marines lined up at the water’s edge, muskets at the ready. The chattering of the crowd subsided, replaced by an ominous muttering.


    Primed scattergun over his arm, James addressed the crowd, Lieutenant Cooper at his shoulder. He knew his words would not be understood, but hoped that the nature of his tirade would be obvious. His voice rang out. ‘We came in peace, yet you have attacked us. We brought you goods for fair trade, but you have stolen our equipment. The musket and the carpenter’s tool are precious to us, and to the ship. My men will seize your canoes.’ He gestured towards two of the craft, drawn up on the beach. ‘And they will not be returned to you until we receive the goods you have stolen from us, the musket and the adze.’ To emphasise his point, he pointed to his own weapon, then waved it in the air.


    There was a sullen silence. The crowd looked at one another and murmured. A tall young man pushed through the throng, carrying the musket. Handing it to Clerke sheepishly, he said, ‘Malo, papalangi.’


    James nodded his thanks. ‘Now, the adze.’


    No one came forward. Glowering, James pointed to an outrigger and told marine private Buttall, ‘Seize it!’


    As Buttall grabbed the canoe and began to drag it towards James and the marines, a strongly built older man ran from the crowd, spear in hand. James immediately brought his gun up to his shoulder. ‘Put the spear down!’ he yelled. Ignoring him, the man drew the spear back in preparation for throwing. As he did so James fired, aiming low. The small shot hit the man in the legs. The man screamed, dropped the spear, and hobbled off into the trees.


    ‘Fire! Over their heads!’ James ordered. The marines brought up their muskets and let off a volley. The crowd gasped, then fell back. Moments later, from Resolution, came the boom of cannons, a warning broadside which James had ordered should they hear the muskets fired.


    The crackle of the muskets followed by the cannons’ boom had an instant effect. The crowd turned and fled inland. James watched, frustrated. This show of force had achieved nothing. The adze had not been returned. He walked up the beach, calling, ‘Come back! Come back! All we want is our adze!’


    They drifted back, their faces solemn. Then a litter appeared, carried by four men. On it was the man James had shot. He was holding his legs, blood flowing through his fingers. Following the litter was a figure James recognised. It was the elderly woman, Meama. The bearers placed the litter on the sand. Meama walked up to James, pointed at the wounded man, and let forth a verbal volley of her own. Face contorted, hands whirling, she was unmistakably fuming at what had happened. Was the man her son? James wondered. He turned to Buttall. ‘Get Patten to come and dress the wound,’ he said calmly. Then to Meama, pointing at the man’s bleeding legs, ‘We will treat his injuries. But we must have our stolen goods returned.’


    They faced each other, both silent. Meama’s eyes narrowed. She spoke loudly so that those around her could hear, but James and the others could comprehend nothing of what she said. Then she spun about and walked back up the beach, the others following her.


    The Resolutions waited uneasily. Had the old woman gone to summon warriors? James, Cooper and the marines all reloaded their weapons.


    The boat brought Patten to the beach, carrying his surgeon’s bag. He went to the man on the litter and began to dress his wounds, removing the pellets carefully with tweezers. As he did so Meama appeared again. She was carrying the adze, Patten’s scattergun and a cartridge case which he had dropped as he fled. She stared with obvious approval at Patten’s work then handed the scattergun and cartridge case to James, saying, ‘Malo, papalangi.’ Then she held up the carpenter’s tool. Staring at it curiously, she asked, ‘Ko ’e ha hono hingoa ’o ’e me’a ko ’eni?’


    James understood. ‘It is called an adze,’ he told her. ‘And it is precious to us.’


    When Patten had finished his work, Meama brought a basket containing banana leaves filled with some sort of gooey substance. She laid the leaves over the patient’s wounds. Curious to know what the substance was, James pointed to it. She reached into the basket, brought out a length of sugar cane, put it in her mouth and began to chew. Then she spat the masticated substance into a leaf.


    ‘Ah,’ said Patten, impressed. ‘A poultice of sugar cane. I must remember that treatment.’


    James gave the wounded man—whose name he ascertained was Fonua—a knife and three nails, and presented Meama with a handful of coloured beads. When he told her that they would soon be leaving Nomuka, she urged him to stay, pointing at him and saying, ‘Foa, Foa.’ James merely smiled at the mention of the beautiful young woman. He was just relieved that peace had been achieved. The name ‘The Friendly Isles’ was retained.


    Next morning, 29 June, he ordered the anchors raised, the sails unfurled, and set a course for the north-west. As the ship bore away, a crowd of Nomukans stood on the beach, swaying their bodies and waving their arms in farewell.

  


  
    Twenty-five


    1 AUGUST 1774


    Dearest Elizabeth,


    What a strange and unpredictable domain the Pacific Ocean is! Over these past weeks, in its western region, we have encountered people as different from those of Otaheite and New Zealand as Africans are from Orientals. Their language, customs and religious beliefs too are greatly different, even from island to island.


    After leaving the island Tasman called Rotterdam and which its natives call Nomuka, we sailed due west. On 2 July we sighted a low island, at 16° 34´ South and 178° 43´ West. Master Gilbert sounded a passage through the reef. As he did so he was observed by a group of dark-skinned warriors in skirts of grass, but they did him no harm. Gilbert left some nails and medals on the shore, but I decided against landing, as the large waves breaking around the entrance to the passage could have imperilled the ship. This decision prompted another angry outburst from Johann Forster, who had been eager to go ashore and collect specimens.


    Forster really is an absurd fellow, notwithstanding his skills as a naturalist (you may recall that I had similar disagreements with Banks, who was forever yearning to go ashore and botanise, regardless of hazardous wind and sea conditions).


    We sailed on, now on a north-west course, as I intended to accurately chart an archipelago first discovered by the Spaniard Pedro Fernandes de Quiros, in 1606. He too was in search of what I now know is the mythical Terra Australis. Quiros called these islands Del Espiritu Santo. We landed on two, seeking fresh food, water and firewood. They were mountainous and covered in luxuriant forest, especially the second island, which we learned was called Malakula.


    Imagine our surprise when the natives of this island came out to the ship in canoes to greet us. Although they carried bows, arrows and spears, they were not hostile, and showed great curiosity regarding the ship. But it was their appearance which astounded us. In build they were slim and of a height much less than the Friendly Islanders. What immediately struck us was that their skin was very black, their hair frizzy, and their noses broad and flat. The men covered their private parts with a sort of tube. In physical aspect they resemble the aboriginals of New Holland, from whom they may derive, since the two lands are not a great distance apart.


    They were most alert, and quick to pick up aspects of our language. Thus, and with the aid of gestures, they could communicate with us to surprising effect. George Forster, who is an adept linguist, spent some time in intercourse with the men who came on board. He ascertained that in the eyes of these natives we were the pale spirits of their ancestors, come back from the afterlife to visit them. This explained their caution towards us, and their respect. Along with their weapons, they carried leafy branches, a sign of peace. Thus when we later went ashore I was able to move freely among them on the shore, without serious fear of attack. There were altercations, but of a minor nature—I peppered one man with shot after he aimed an arrow at me—and a warning shot from the ship’s cannon reminded them of the power of which their people’s ‘spirits’ were capable.


    It was the waters of Malakula which occasioned a most unfortunate mishap. One of the midshipmen, John Elliot, dangled a line from the ship and caught two red fish, which were cooked and served up in the officers’ mess the next morning. In hours, everyone who partook of them was seized with excruciating headaches, stomach pains and looseness of the bowels. Our pigs and dogs, which had eaten the guts of the fish, fell ill as well. So dire was the poisoning that when we sailed south the afflicted men could not carry out their duties, necessitating the gunner and several of the mates being pressed into sailing service. The ghastly ailment left us all wondering: how could mere fish be the cause of such illness?


    From Malakula we sailed south, later landing upon the eastern shore of an island its natives called Erromango. Although the islands are not a great distance apart, the people here were different from those of Malakula, being on the whole taller and with less frizzled hair. Neither could they comprehend the language of Malakula, which George Forster had been at such pains to learn and record. Again, however, we were considered the pale spirits of the people’s dead ancestors.


    One night later we were startled to see that the sky appeared to be on fire. A great flaring to the south, coming in bursts, produced the strangest effect of orange and red colourations, interspersed with black smoke. And across the water came rumblings and boomings, as if from cannon fire in some great land battle. Many of the men were frightened at what this might portend, although I assured them that the phenomenon was doubtless entirely natural.


    And so it proved, for on the next island, which we were told is called Tanna, there is a volcano which is in a constant state of eruption. We found a suitable anchorage on the eastern coast of the island. Natives came out to the ship in canoes—all men, for the women of these islands are seldom seen—and attempts were made to thieve some of our possessions, including the ship’s ensign, her rudder rings and anchor buoy. I ordered the ship’s guns fired, and their detonations frightened the natives into returning to the shore. Thereafter we landed, and presented them with pieces of cloth and medallions, while I explained by gestures our need for food supplies and fresh water. These islanders too were different, being in build similar to the Friendly Islanders and, young Forster concluded, sharing some of their vocabulary. It seems that in the past there was some communication between these two peoples. Young Forster was also told that there was continuing conflict between the people of the eastern part of the island, where we were, and those of the western side. He also learned that the people here ate the flesh of their enemies killed in battle. More cannibals!


    We spent over two weeks on Tanna, bartering for supplies and investigating the island’s fauna and flora. I have once again named our anchorage Port Resolution. During the night the erupting volcano—called Yasur—provided a fiery spectacle, like a giant’s fireworks display. Wales calculated its height to be 1184 feet. Obtaining food supplies in quantity here was difficult, as the natives considered that spirit people such as we had no need of food. Disabusing them of this notion was difficult. We trade, and I attempt to keep the terms honest. But when a marine, William Tow, carried out trading while ostensibly on sentry duty, I had him flogged for this flagrant lapse in discipline.


    Two days later an even more serious incident occurred. Marine William Wedgeborough was on sentry duty on the beach, guarding one of the ship’s boats. James was in negotiation with one of the tribal elders, further up the foreshore, bargaining for yams. When a group of native men holding bows and arrows approached the boat, Wedgeborough stepped forward. ‘No further,’ he ordered, and with the toe of his boot drew a line in the sand a few yards from the boat’s bow. One of the local men, a muscular man with a bearded chin and long hair, ignored him, stepping forward and across the line. Angrily, Wedgeborough pushed him back, then unslung his musket and brought it up to his shoulder. The native responded instantly, fitting an arrow to his bow, then drawing back the string.


    A shot rang out. James spun about, then ran down the beach to where the shooting had occurred. The marine was standing over the man, who was writing in agony, holding a hand over a hole in his left side. Blood gushed from the wound. His comrades had fled up the beach and into the bush. Appalled at the sight, James confronted Wedgeborough. ‘Why did you fire?’ he demanded.


    ‘Because he threatened me, sir.’ His face was flushed, his hands trembling.


    James looked again at the wounded man. The injury was grievous. Blood was still pouring from his side, he was pawing at the wound with one hand and his eyes were closed. He was making whimpering noises. Through clenched teeth, James said to Wedgeborough, ‘Get Patten. Now!’


    There was nothing the surgeon could do. He examined the wound, shook his head and sighed, defeatedly. Minutes later, the man convulsed, then lay still. Livid, James told the other marines, gesturing at Wedgeborough, ‘Take this man back to the ship and put him in irons.’ The instructions that he had sworn to uphold had been violated. Glowering, the others guided Wedgewood over to the boat.


    Lieutenant Cooper approached James later that day, on the quarterdeck. ‘Sir?’


    ‘Yes?’


    Cooper shuffled uneasily. ‘I wish to report a matter of dissatisfaction among the men, sir.’


    James stared at him. ‘Dissatisfaction? Of what nature?’


    Cooper inhaled deeply, and avoided James’s piercing gaze. ‘Over the incarceration of Wedgeborough, sir.’ He swallowed. ‘The men are of the opinion that he should not be lashed.’


    ‘Why not?’


    ‘The men believe his shooting of the native was justified, sir. The sentries reported that the natives have frequently made threatening gestures to them with their bows and arrows. And our men believe that the natives are now aware that the marines are under orders not to retaliate. And knowing that, they grow bolder, and even taunt them.’


    James regarded him coldly. ‘You must be aware, Lieutenant, that the natives brandish their bows and arrows only in order to demonstrate to us that they, too, are armed. And you are also aware that all of our company are under strict orders not to fire upon the natives unless they actually come under attack.’


    Cooper nodded, but he was still frowning. ‘But that is just it, sir. Wedgeborough has sworn that the native was attacking him. Clerke too agrees with that interpretation of the incident.’


    James looked away, dismayed. This could be interpreted as insubordination, a capital offence. And he would not yield to it. His instructions, from the Earl of Morton, from the time he had taken command of Endeavour before his first voyage, were that no native they encountered was to be killed except in circumstances of last resort, in self-defence. That, regrettably, had happened, in New Zealand. But the procedure when dealing with conflict had been made clear to all the armed men, many times. Retaliation was to be with grapeshot only, and if with musket ball, it should be aimed at a canoe hull. Fire from the ship’s cannons would always be into the air, to frighten, not destroy. None of those strictures would be lifted. Speaking much more calmly than he now felt, the old wound on his right hand beginning to ache again, James clenched his fist and said, ‘Wedgeborough has killed a native, unnecessarily. Although my view of the killing was obscured, it is my suspicion that the man he killed was not even the one ostensibly threatening him. So it was a shameful act, and one which could invite retribution. The natives, as always, greatly outnumber us, and who knows what an enraged multitude might do?’ He stared down at his officer. ‘Wedgeborough also had his fowling piece with him, did he not?’


    ‘I believe so, sir.’


    ‘So he ought to have employed it.’ He looked over to the shore. The dead man’s comrades had returned, had covered his body with leaves and were carrying it away. ‘I remind you, Cooper, that we have come to these lands uninvited. The islands are the natives’ homelands, we are intruders here and so are bound to respect their beliefs, however strange they may appear to us. And killing a native is as serious an offence as it would be to shoot a cheeky street urchin in Wapping.’


    Cooper nodded. ‘I understand, sir.’ He hesitated. ‘But might I make a plea on behalf of the other sentries that Wedgeborough not be flogged.’


    James considered this suggestion. It was obvious that the men were aggrieved, although he considered their resentment to be misplaced. Wedgeborough had earlier been flogged for drunkenness and pissing inside the ship. Another flogging would do little to placate his shipmates. Yet the miscreant had to be punished. He declared, ‘Wedgeborough will be put in irons. For the next eight weeks.’


    My dearest Beth,


    After leaving Tanna we surveyed more islands, including the largest, Quiros’s Espiritu Santo. As the islands comprise a complex archipelago which is aligned from north to south, I have named the island chain the New Hebrides, after the western isles of Scotland. You will recall that I am acquainted with those islands from my time sailing out of Whitby.


    We now sail south, bound once again for Ship Cove in New Zealand. It is my earnest hope that on the way we encounter lands previously uncharted, but that hope is fading now. I do not need to remind you what disappointment this brings me. But it is compensated for to some extent by the knowledge that the greater part of this voyage is behind us, and so I can anticipate the return home to you and our children. Once again I will have a great number of stories to tell you all, and many mementoes with which to present you, from this infinitely diverse region.


    Now that autumn has arrived in England, you will be savouring the fruits of that most mellow season, that which is my most preferred. I would gladly exchange my store of coconuts and bananas for a basketful of English apples and pears!


    Your loving husband,


    James

  


  
    Twenty-six


    ‘LAND! LAND! OFF THE STARBOARD BOW!’


    The cry came from midshipman Colnett, hugging the main masthead with his right arm. The crew halted in their duties and peered across the inky, choppy water. There had been heavy rain earlier, but the sky had cleared and only remnants of inky cloud remained.


    It was 4 September 1774 and they were at 20 degrees south latitude, on a southerly course.


    James and Cooper climbed hurriedly to the masthead and put their scopes to their eyes. ‘There is no recorded land in this position, sir?’ asked Cooper.


    ‘None whatsoever.’ James looked at Cooper. Both men were wide-eyed with delight. ‘This is a true discovery, I believe.’


    Peering again through his scope, James felt a mixture of exhilaration and surprise. This land appeared to be extensive. It was mountainous and forested, with a narrow coastal plain. Jagged, irregular lines of white foam out from the coast marked a myriad of reefs and shoals which stretched away south to the horizon. He had, at last, discovered a new world!


    After Pickersgill sounded a passage through the reef the next day, James brought Resolution through it, then ordered the anchors dropped. The lagoon was wide, but silky smooth, with waves lapping a long, white sand beach. On the plain they could see huts, and smoke from domestic fires. Inland was a long, continuous line of serrated hills. James felt uplifted by the sight. Seemingly they were the first Europeans to have ever come upon it. A real discovery!


    Resolution was greeted by many double-hulled canoes, whose crews swarmed aboard the ship. They were dark-skinned, similar to the New Hebrideans, although taller and more powerfully built. All wore penis sheaths. Their leader was a tall young man with a corona of frizzled hair and a wiry beard. Pointing to himself, he said, ‘Tea Puma. Ariki, Balade.’


    George Forster pricked up his ears. ‘Ariki? An Otaheitian word for chief. Could they be related to the Otaheitians?’ He stared at the men. ‘Their physiognomy is greatly different.’ He attempted to converse in the various languages he had acquired, but they understood not another word. This island too was unique, it seemed, with its own vocabulary and customs.


    After a party went ashore in the company of Tea Puma, they were greeted in his village with long speeches. James presented the young chief with axes, nails and medallions, which he then respectfully handed over to three elderly men, one of whom made another speech.


    Over the next few days the Resolutioners explored the area. The coastal land was planted in sugar cane and yams, there were irrigated plots where taro grew, and coconut palms were prolific. There were streams from which they filled the ship’s water casks. James claimed the land in the name of King George III and had his claim and the date—10 September 1774—carved into the trunk of a large kapok tree near the watering place. Wherever they went the village people greeted them affably, offering them food and drink. ‘Most agreeable natives,’ James concluded after he returned to the ship. ‘Good people.’


    ‘I have named this place New Caledonia,’ he announced at supper, ‘after the ancient name for Scotland.’


    Clerke chuckled. ‘But there are customs here, sir, which I do not believe are followed in Scotland.’ He sipped his port. ‘When I was visiting a village I came upon a group of men. They were muscular, bearded and entirely naked, except for the way they had decorated their private parts.’


    Cooper frowned. ‘Decorated? How?’


    ‘Their members were not only covered in a sheath, but their pubic hair was interlaced with the tendrils of a climbing plant, complete with tiny flowers.’ Clerke grinned. ‘Curious about this custom, I presented one of the men with a stocking. He immediately drew it over his cock. I then gave him a string of beads, and he promptly used it to tie the stocking on to his member. Warming to this custom, I gave him a medallion, and he tied it to the end of his cock.’


    The others laughed. Except Johann Forster. His cheeks colouring, he said, ‘You were quite wrong to encourage such a custom, Clerke. It is unseemly to draw attention to such a private part of the anatomy.’


    Clerke shook his head. ‘Not on this island. They obviously celebrate such a “private part of the anatomy”,’ he said mockingly, and grinned. ‘Such decorations are very becoming. I think I will introduce the custom to London society when we return.’


    Again they all laughed, except Forster. Frowning, he said, ‘I have closely examined the genitalia of several men on the island. And I observed that their foreskins had all been split.’


    The others looked startled. Cooper said, ‘They allowed you to examine their genitals?’


    ‘Oh yes. They were happy to show them to me. It was in the interests of science to do so. I have sketched the split foreskins, too.’


    Clerke asked, ‘And did you similarly scrutinise the genitalia of the female villagers you encountered?’


    Forster looked indignant. ‘Certainly not. That would have been indecent.’


    The others put their hands over their mouths, suppressing guffaws.


    At that moment there was a loud knock on the officers’ mess door. ‘Come!’ said James, and the agitated face of bosun Gray appeared. ‘Excuse me, sir, but there’s been an accident. It’s Monk, sir. He’s fallen down the for’ard ’atchway and cracked ’is ’ead. We can’t rouse him, sir.’


    Monk died early the next morning from a skull fracture. He had been Resolution’s butcher, and had the cheery nature typical of that occupation. His death brought a sombre mood to the ship, above and below decks. His body was rowed outside the reef and committed to the sea, with James officiating. But although he mourned the death of poor Monk, and wrote his name in the ‘Discharged Dead’ roll, he also thought: still not a man on board has died from scurvy.


    Keen to survey the new land’s coasts, James first ordered the ship to go north, but at the island’s extremity they observed so many shoals and reefs that it seemed imprudent to persist, so they went about and made their way down the eastern side. This coast too was hazardous, with complex protruding reefs and sprockets of land impeding their passage. But they ascertained that New Caledonia was elongated—220 nautical miles in length—and when they doubled its southern end and swung west, that it was about 30 nautical miles wide.


    A small island 28 nautical miles to the south of the main island James named the Isle of Pines after the very tall, straight trees that grew there. A party landed, the botanists examined the towering trees and gave them the name Araucaria columnaris cooki. Looking up admiringly at the trees, ship’s carpenter Bevan commented to James, ‘Fine for ship’s masts, sir.’


    James nodded. He had been thinking just that.


    The next day he set a course directly south for New Zealand. Ship Cove called, once again. There they would provision before setting out on their west-east crossing of the southern Pacific Ocean.


    Keeping a weather eye on the blurred horizon, James stared ahead. At the helm before him, quartermasters Atkin and Bee kept Resolution on a south-south-east course. There was a steep chop on the sea, and white caps, but they were making good progress, helped by the steady westerly. Yesterday they covered 80 nautical miles. Since leaving the Isle of Pines the temperature had dropped markedly, and most of the deck crew were wearing their heavy weather gear.


    One hand on the larboard rail, James reflected on what they had achieved. They were now well into the voyage’s third year. More than two long, hard years. And what had it amounted to? The crossing of the Antarctic Circle, much charting of previously found islands, the discovery of a few others, notably New Caledonia. No Great Southern Continent had been found. But now he felt not greatly disappointed. He remembered reading something, in a London journal of science, which postulated that the disproving of a theory could be just as important as the proving of one. So disproof of the Great Southern Continent was an advancement of sorts. It meant that no more costly and protracted expeditions need be mounted in search of a non-existent landmass. One day, perhaps, men would explore the Antarctic ice mass and assess any resources it may possess, but for the time being it could be left to the seals and penguins who inhabited it.


    His thoughts turned to home and family, as they often did. In two weeks young James would turn 11, Nathaniel was only a year younger, baby George had had his second birthday. He had missed so much of their lives. And later this month he would turn 46. When he returned it would be for good. No more voyaging, no more attempts at discovery. The globe was now known, explored and charted.


    The ship rose, slid into a trough, rose again. As it crested a large swell, spray flew from the bow, dousing James’s cape, and there came a cry from the masthead. ‘Land! Land! Off the larboard bow!’


    James looked up, startled. More land? In this latitude? There couldn’t be.


    There was. It was another uncharted island, whose position Wales fixed at 29 degrees 2 minutes south and 167 degrees 57 minutes east. As Resolution came closer, James and Pickersgill climbed to the masthead and examined the island through their scopes. The northern coast towards which they were heading consisted of rocky cliffs, a series of headlands and a few sheer-sided islets. Gashes in the cliffs showed patches of bright red earth. Above the cliffs was a plateau covered in tall pines, similar to those they had seen in New Caledonia, but much more numerous. The pines were hundreds of feet high, with regularly spaced branches and tapering trunks. A heavy surf broke on the shore. Glass still to his eye, James said, ‘We must land.’


    Pickersgill looked doubtful. ‘It is a lee shore, sir, and the breakers are formidable.’


    ‘We will land here,’ James affirmed, ‘and venture inland.’


    When he invited the botanists to go ashore with him, Johann Forster took one look at the breakers, shuddered, and shook his head. ‘You collect for me,’ he told James, who could not help a derisive laugh. This was the same Forster who had urged him, only weeks ago, to take him ashore on an island’s unsafe coast. Now the man was turning down an opportunity to botanise on a new, uncharted island. Fool.


    Gilbert ordered two anchors dropped and the boat was hoisted out. As they rowed closer, James saw a shingle beach. ‘Put in there,’ he ordered Gray, who was on the tiller. The beach was between two of the islets, which broke the force of the waves. Hundreds of gannets roosted atop both the islets, while petrels and terns rode the wind currents above them. The boat was manoeuvred between the rocky outcrops, shot forward, then slid up onto the shingle. Leaving Gray and three able seamen with the boat, James, Pickersgill and Cooper climbed up the long rocky slope and out onto the undulating land at the top.


    The vegetation was dense. Its dominant feature was the innumerable spruce pines, each one hundreds of feet high. In every direction they looked, there were the towering evergreen trees with their spoke-like branches. Between them, and much lower, grew cabbage palms with spiky leaves. Gaudy red-and-green parakeets flew from branch to branch, looking at them curiously; grey pigeons and white doves fluttered among the foliage. The trio pushed on through the undergrowth, which consisted mainly of ferns, then along a red earth ridge. On either side of the ridge there were damp hollows where flax bushes grew prolifically. ‘The same species as grows in New Zealand,’ James observed. He broke off a flax flower and put it in his rucksack, to give to the botanists, then stared around at the scene. ‘Fine timber for spars and masts, flax for cordage. This island will be bountiful for Englishmen.’


    For several hours they walked across the plateau, which afforded wide views of the island’s valleys and coastlines. Everywhere there was rainforest, dominated by the towering pines, with an undergrowth of lianas and ferns. Continuing inland, they filled their water bottles from a clear stream, then climbed to the western side of the island. There, on the edge of a high cliff overlooking a bay and a pink sand beach, Cooper said, ‘Tis a comely island, sir, but where are the people?’


    ‘There appear to be none,’ James replied, staring towards the western coast, where there was a smaller, humped island. During their exploration they had seen no smoke, no garden plots, come across no houses, not even a deserted village. The island was utterly devoid of people. The only living creatures visible were half a dozen gulls gliding on the air currents below the cliff. Neither did there appear to be any coral reefs, to break the force of the ocean swells.


    They wiped the sweat from their brows. Although the air was cooler than that of New Caledonia, the sky was clear, the sun’s rays strong. ‘A fertile but uninhabited island,’ Pickersgill mused. ‘The first I have ever encountered.’


    The others agreed that this discovery was unique. ‘We won’t linger here,’ said James. ‘But we must claim the place for England. It’ll make a fine settlement.’ He stared out across the island. ‘I’ll name it after one of England’s noble families,’ he concluded, feeling a glow of satisfaction at the prospect.


    Above the landing place Cooper carved the date—9 October 1774—and the event into the trunk of the tallest pine. Back where the boat was drawn up, the sailors showed them dozens of bream they had hauled from the sea when fishing from the rocks. They had also cut the hearts from several of the cabbage trees which grew nearby. That night the Resolutions feasted on fish and fresh greens, and toasted the fertility and promise of King George’s newest possession, Norfolk Isle.


    17 OCTOBER 1774


    PM Fresh gales northerly and cloudy weather. At 4pm sounded no ground with a line of 140 fathoms. Midnight, heavy squalls with rain, thunder and lightning. Wind shifted to SW, remained unsettled: split the jib to pieces, lost a great part of it, remains good for little, being much worn. Daybreak saw Mount Egmont (covered with everlasting snow) bearing SEE; sounded 70 fathoms, muddy bottom, distance offshore 3 leagues. Wind westerly a fresh gale, steered SSE for Queen Charlotte Sound. Noon Cape Egmont ENE distant 3 or 4 leagues, the Mount hid in the clouds, judged it to be in one with the Cape. Latitude observed 39° 24´, Longitude 173° 1´.


    They anchored the following morning in Ship Cove, with light rain falling. ‘Here,’ James said, ‘we will refresh the company and put the ship in a condition to cross the eastern Pacific.’


    But first they needed to find if Furneaux had received their message and left notice of his intentions. James was rowed ashore and went straight to the tree beneath which they had buried the bottle. It had gone. James looked around in frustration. ‘No message for us. A thoughtless omission.’ There were tree stumps nearby, bearing recent saw and axe marks, confirming that Adventure had survived the storms and eventually re-entered the sound. She had come and gone. But when? And where to?


    ‘It would have been so simple an act for Furneaux to leave a reply under the tree,’ James remarked angrily to Cooper as they returned to the ship. Cooper grunted his agreement. Their consort ship had proved to be no loyal consort. As they rowed back to the ship, the rain began to fall more heavily.


    Something had changed in the sound. No canoes came out to greet them. James ordered one of the ship’s cannons fired to alert the Maoris of the district as to their presence. The boom shattered the cove’s silence, and reverberated around the surrounding hills. The ominous silence descended once more. Still no canoes appeared.


    For several days Ship Cove was assailed by wild spring weather, with gales and rain from the north-west confining most of the company to the ship. The others seined and gathered greens, while the Forsters blasted dozens of plump pigeons—the ones the natives called kereru—from the trees. They were plucked, gutted and baked into pies. Once again the Resolutions had fresh fish, meat, celery and scurvy grass on the menu, and clean water from the streams which flowed into the cove. This healthful intake revived their spirits.


    There was much refitting to be done to Resolution after her lengthy traverse of the western Pacific, and when the weather improved all hands set to. The fore and main topmasts were unrigged, the damaged sails repaired or replaced, the hull scoured and the deck planking re-caulked.


    And still no Maoris came.


    James and the Forsters visited Motuara Island and found that the vegetables they had planted, though neglected, had survived and gone to seed. They also heard pig squeals and goat bleatings from the bush above the cove. The transplanted animals had survived too, it seemed. Yet no canoes arrived to trade with them. Motuara Island was uninhabited, and the family at Cannibal Cove had disappeared. An eerie emptiness had seeped into the area like a miasma. George Forster summed up this lack of human contact: ‘It is as if the people of the sound have vanished into the air.’


    ‘Yet there is no sign of recent war,’ James replied. ‘No burned huts, or fires. Perhaps they have moved on in search of better settlements.’ The natives here, as they had observed before, live in fragmented groups, appearing to have no paramount chief, or unified tribe, as the Maoris of the northern island had. But the lack of any contact continued to mystify them.


    Then, at last, some Maoris appeared. Two canoes paddled past the point at nearby Shag Cove. However, when they saw Resolution at anchor the occupants quickly paddled away. ‘They are avoiding us,’ Cooper concluded. From the quarterdeck, he and James had seen the canoes appear, then rapidly disappear. ‘Could it be something to do with Adventure’s second visit here?’


    ‘We need to find out,’ James replied. ‘We’ll take the pinnace around to Shag Cove.’


    There were a few huts built on a rise above the cove, and as James, his officers and the Forsters walked up onto the foreshore, three people—two middle-aged men and a younger woman—emerged. The men had spiral facial tattoos and the woman a chin moko. All three wore feather cloaks and sandals made of flax. They were strangers: none of them had been in the area on the Resolution’s earlier visits. When they saw the Europeans approaching their faces froze, then turned fearful. The woman put her face in her hands and the men became cowed, like dogs expecting to be struck.


    James stopped and called, ‘Tena koe.’ They hesitated, still obviously anxious, then came forward. James presented his nose in greeting. In turn the two men, then the woman, pressed their noses to his. Obviously relieved that the visitors were not going to kill them, the trio immediately became animated. The taller of the two men did a little dance, like a jig, and chuckled, the other one grinned and said, ‘Haere mai, haere mai.’


    They beckoned the party into the huts, where they sat on mats and attempted to converse. But the talk was frustrating. George Forster asked the trio where all the other Maoris had gone, and the men tried to explain, talking and pointing southward. George shook his head. ‘I cannot fully comprehend,’ he said to James. ‘They use the word “maa-tay”, meaning death, and “patu”, meaning killing, but I cannot understand to whom this refers. This older one is called Pitere’—at the mention of his name the man nodded—‘and he says there have been recent killings, and that many people have moved across Raukawa Moana, across Cook’s Strait, to live.’ George clicked his tongue in frustration. ‘If only Hitihiti was still with us, to converse properly.’


    James nodded. He had been thinking just the same thing. They badly needed a Hitihiti or a Tupaia. But the meeting had brokered something of a breakthrough, and for that James was thankful. From his bag he brought out a square of red cloth and a spike nail, which he presented to Pitere, who accepted the items with delight. The woman picked up a flax basket filled with fresh cod and gave it to James, who thanked them and invited the trio to visit the ship the next day.


    They came, bringing bone carvings and more baskets of fish, which were exchanged for a hatchet and more squares of cloth. They then set up a camp on the shore, near the stream which emerged from the forest. After they moved on a few days later, others came—also people they had not previously encountered—and traded pounamu, along with dogskin cloaks and wooden carvings, for nails and bark cloth.


    The repairs to the ship continued. After inspections of Resolution with the sailmaker and carpenter, James realised that the ship was in worse shape than he had thought. Several sails needed replacing, but their supplies of canvas were so low that they were only patched or replaced with some of the canvas from the ship’s boats. There was no more pitch, tar or varnish, so that they were forced to substitute a mixture of gunners’ chalk and pork fat for the caulking.


    Meanwhile, astronomer Wales had gone ashore to set up an observatory on the hill above the cove, taking with him Kendall’s faithful timekeeper. ‘I will take observations,’ he said, ‘to establish the cove’s co-ordinates.’ James smiled tolerantly. ‘I have already recorded them,’ he pointed out, ‘in 1770.’


    The astronomer wiped his broad forehead. ‘With respect, Captain, you did not have this instrument.’ He held up K1, the timekeeper which had been ticking away faithfully in the cabin for the last two and a half years.


    When Wales returned later in the day, he sought James out on the quarterdeck. His face was flushed, his greying hair damp, and the collar around his fleshy neck was stained with sweat. Clearly uncomfortable, he said, hesitantly, ‘Captain, I have established that the longitude of Ship Cove is—’ He looked down at his notebook. ‘One hundred and seventy-four degrees and 11 seconds east of Greenwich.’


    James was startled. ‘But after you went ashore, I checked my 1770 chart. It records the longitude as 173 degrees and 74 seconds. Charles Green and I established that figure.’


    Wales looked up at the hill from which he had taken his observations. ‘I have to point out, sir, that your recorded figure is 40 seconds too far west.’ He pressed his hands together apologetically. ‘It is but a minor error, sir.’


    James’s eyes were fixed on the astronomer. He said firmly, ‘No recorded error of longitude or latitude can be considered minor, Wales.’


    The astronomer looked away. ‘But the mistake is excusable. You and Green had only the lunar tables in 1770. You did not have the benefit of a K1 timekeeper.’


    For some moments James did not reply. He did not doubt Wales’s finding, for the man was a meticulous surveyor. But the error embarrassed him deeply. In the establishment of co-ordinates, exactitude was everything. One degree of longitude equalled nearly 70 miles, measured at the equator; so in these latitudes a 40 minute error would amount to a significant distance. Even a 10 minute error on a chart could prove fatal. He would have to amend his chart of the sound to correct his mistake. Still feeling dismayed, he said, ‘Thank you for detecting that inaccuracy, Wales. Your work is of inestimable value to this expedition.’


    Wales nodded appreciatively, then gathered up his instrument box and went hurriedly below.


    As October drifted into November and the temperatures became milder, James once again examined the charts he had drawn earlier of Queen Charlotte Sound. He had corrected the longitude figure. Now he was reminded that on his chart the western and eastern areas of the sound were still blank, and since it was likely that this would be his last visit here he was determined to survey these parts, including the top end of the elongated inlet.


    On 5 November James, Pickersgill and the Forsters were rowed up the sound in the pinnace. Near the southern extremity of Arapawa Island, George Forster pointed to a canoe which had appeared and was coming towards them. ‘Look! Is that not Pitere and his people?’


    It was. The trio greeted them warmly. By gestures George explained their intentions, waving further south. Pitere made negative motions, pointing instead towards the end of Arapawa Island, then made circular gestures with his hand. ‘He says we should go around to the other side of the island,’ said George. ‘There is a better way on that side, he says.’


    ‘We’ll do it,’ said James.


    After doubling the island they entered a long channel, bordered by the heights of Arapawa Island to their left and an equally high, irregular peninsula on their right. Both sides of the channel were heavily forested and the shoreline consisted of broken brown rocks. Headlands slid down into the water, their ends dark and rounded like the snouts of sleeping badgers. They rowed on along what was a long corridor of water, sheltered by the hills on both sides. The channel water was smooth, the air warm and still. The pinnace was watched from the narrow shoreline by dozens of men, women and children who called out greetings to them. When they went ashore in a bay they were greeted cordially by an elderly chief and his people. The chief pressed noses and told them his name was Te Ringapuhi. When James pointed further up the channel and asked, ‘Raukawa moana?’ the chief nodded and said, ‘Ae, ae, Raukawa.’


    They rowed on. Now they could feel the tidal flow in the channel strengthening, and see sinews of current streaming past the pinnace. The oarsmen began to strain. Half an hour later the channel narrowed then swung right. To their left was a high hill whose forested slopes swept down to a sandy bay; to the right the irregular peninsula was beginning to taper. The channel swung past the bay. Minutes later, they saw it: Cook’s Strait, and in the distance the vast, shadowy shape of the northern island, the Maoris’ Te Ika a Maui. The peninsula on the right, resembling in profile a dragon’s tail, had tapered away to just a rocky point. The pair of promontories on either side of the opening to the channel formed a portal, barely 100 yards apart. ‘Row right to the entrance,’ James ordered.


    Between the two promontories the water was green and churning, but beyond it they saw that the great strait was unusually calm, allowing a clear view of the rugged coast on the far side of the strait. ‘Had we known of this entrance earlier,’ said James ruefully, ‘it would have saved us much hard sailing to Ship Cove.’ He took his sketch pad from his bag. ‘But we can now chart it,’ he said, and began sketching the channel’s surrounding features.


    Atop the headland on the northern side of the entrance was a pa, strategically placed and surrounded by palisades. A crowd had gathered on and around the headland and were watching the boat. The rowers and their oars strained against the powerful currents.


    ‘The flow must be approaching four knots,’ said Pickersgill. ‘A flood tide.’


    ‘But the entrance could admit a ship,’ replied James, his eyes moving from the headland to his sketch pad and back again. ‘I believe this passage represents a notable find.’


    The next day Pitere and his companions returned to Resolution. Grateful for their assistance, James admitted Pitere to the Great Cabin and presented him with a suit of used clothing. A decanter of wine was broached, and Pitere joined in the drinking. Still determined to find out what had happened to Furneaux and Adventure before they left the sound, James cross-examined his guest, with George Forster’s assistance. ‘How long ago had the other great ship left this place?’ he asked.


    Pitere, his words now becoming slurred, indicated that it was about ten months.


    ‘And how long had she stayed here?’


    ‘About 20 days.’


    James put his face close to Pitere’s. ‘And was there any killing while the other ship was here?’


    Pitere belched. ‘Kaore,’ he said, adamantly. No.


    On 10 November Resolution was unmoored and she was taken out of the cove in preparation for departure. She was now well stocked with fish, fowl meat, wild celery and scurvy grass. The water casks were full and the repairs had been carried out with what remained of their spares. The boats were hoisted aboard and made fast; the cannons fired a last salute.


    At daylight AM weighed and stood out of the sound with a gentle breeze at WNW. At eight, hauled round the two brothers and steered for Cape Campbell which is at the SE entrance of the Strait. In the morning the wind veered round by the west to south and forced us more to the east than I intended. At 7 o’clock in the evening the Snowy Mountains bore WBS and Cape Palliser North half west distant 16 or 17 leagues. From this Cape I shall, for the third time, take my departure. After a few hours calm a breeze sprung up at North with which we steered SBE all sails set, with a view of getting into the latitude of 54° or 55°. My intention is to cross this vast Ocean nearly in these parallels, and so as to pass over those parts which were left unexplored last summer.


    The long haul home had begun.

  


  
    Twenty-seven


    30 NOVEMBER 1774


    Dearest Elizabeth,


    Resolution has made great progress these past three weeks, aided by favourable westerlies and a following sea. During one four-day period, for each 24 hours we logged between 140 and 183 miles, the latter figure being an exceptional distance. This course has taken us from New Zealand almost to the coast of South America. What a fine ship Resolution has proved to be!


    It is now my intention to steer for the western entrance to the Straits of Magellan and sail down and chart the western and southern coasts of Tierra del Fuego. If this ambition is successful, it will be of more advantage to navigation than anything I could expect to achieve in a higher latitude. We will then pass through the Strait le Maire, a pathway to the South Atlantic which I well remember from Endeavour’s voyage (although sailing in the opposite direction).


    I have thus done with the South Pacific Ocean and have proven beyond all doubt that no landmass exists in its high latitudes. I flatter myself that no one can think that I have left it unexplored, or that more could have been done in one voyage towards obtaining that end than has been done in this. By the New Year, barring any mishap, we should be in the South Atlantic and hence truly homeward bound. But first there is further exploring in the high latitudes of that vast ocean, pursuing lands described but of course never visited by that great Scotch fraudster, Alexander Dalrymple. Such lands as may lie deep in the South Atlantic I believe will be mere fragments, and of a bleak and inhospitable nature. Although it is my duty to chart such scraps, it is also my anticipation that they will amount to little.


    I am still wracked with worry over the fate of Furneaux and Adventure. Whether the vessel foundered off Cape Palliser, or was attacked by Maoris, or simply returned home, we have no way of knowing. Furneaux’s failure to leave a message stating his intentions constitutes a dereliction of duty, I believe. It would have been so simple an act, yet he still did not think to do so, causing us endless anxieties regarding Adventure’s fate.


    From the South Atlantic we will bear north bound for Cape Town, the first outpost of civilisation we will have visited since we were last in that very colony, in October 1772. A full two years and much hard sailing ago. I hope against hope that waiting in Cape Town will be news from you, dearest Beth, since I did advise you that our return course would take us back to Southern Africa. Cape Town is a port-of-call whose facilities are extensive, in contrast to the pestilent cesspool that is Batavia, which it was Endeavour’s misfortune to experience on my earlier voyage. How I now regret that we did not return to England via Cape Horn and Cape Town in 1771. That course may well have saved lives.


    For you and our three sons, Christmas is approaching. You will doubtless be savouring the autumn days in London, with the oaks, elms and chestnuts on the common clinging to their last leaves, and the morning mists drifting on the river. I picture in my mind James and Nathaniel playing conkers and roasting chestnuts, two of my favourite autumn pastimes when I was a boy in Great Ayton. I am greatly looking forward to taking you all to Yorkshire after my return. There I will introduce our boys to Christiana, Margaret and my father, and show James, Nathaniel and George my rural haunts. I will climb Roseberry Topping with them, and show them the views of the Tees Valley. And I will take them to Whitby, where they can meet my good friends, the Walkers.


    Last week marked my 46th birthday, an advanced age for a Royal Navy mariner. The advent of that date reminded me not only of my own mortality, but the fact that I have missed so much of my family’s life. My love of the sea and determination to discover, explore and chart new lands cannot conceal the fact that for these past 20 years I have neglected those other, equally vital considerations. There is the distressing fact too, that my health has suffered during this voyage, and continues to give me concern. The bilious colic and the constipation, although intermittent, have not left me. I often sleep poorly.


    Consequently, I have been giving serious thought to my life subsequent to this voyage, and have come to an individual decision that, while wishing to remain in the King’s Navy as one of its most loyal servants, I will seek some shore-based service which will permit me to live at home. There I will relish the company of you and our children, while writing a full and honest account of the two great voyages I have made. There can be no more global voyaging for me. I have done all that I was instructed to do, and to the best of my ability. It is my hope that the Navy will provide me with a pension which will support me in this ambition. Naturally, I have spoken of this to no one. For the time being my energies must go into the satisfactory culmination of this circumnavigation, returning Resolution to England with no further loss of life.


    Thereafter, it is my intention that my life will be shared with you and our children, at Assembly Row. Until then, dearest, I am, Your loving husband, James


    On 17 December they sighted Cape Desado, on Desolation Island, then proceeded south-east. The South American coast here was a maze of small high islands, and James kept Resolution some distance from the coast until a few days before Christmas, when they moved closer to the shore of Tierra del Fuego. It appeared bleak and threatening, with spikes of jagged rock soaring from the sea. James was chary of landing anywhere here. But mindful of the long sweep of ocean they had just endured and the need for rest and provisioning, he decided that they should seek a haven somewhere on this coast, however inhospitable it appeared. When they espied a narrow passage between two rock towers, James ordered the helmsmen to enter it. Minutes later the wind fell away, leaving them at the mercy of a powerful current.


    ‘Leadsman! A sounding!’ James shouted from the quarterdeck. Resolution was drifting helplessly. From around the decks, the crew stared at the surrounding rocks fearfully. This was a terrible shore on which to end their lives.


    The leadsman’s call came: ‘One hundred and seventy fathoms!’


    Impossible to anchor at such a depth. James’s response was immediate. ‘Hoist out the boats!’


    The 16 oarsmen pulled, for all their worth, and Resolution slowly followed the towing boats, just bettering the current. Two hours later, off the starboard bow, they spied a sandy cove. As night began to fall, the ship was dragged slowly towards it. Off the cove the leadsman called a sandy bottom at 30 fathoms. Resolution’s kedge anchor and a hawser were carried out, holding the ship at a temporary anchorage. The next day the boats were put out and found a more suitable one, off a shingle beach, overlooked by a wooded valley. A clear stream flowed through the valley, in which a colony of geese had made their home, so the location offered the Resolutions all they sought: fresh meat, water and wood. Wales measured the bay’s co-ordinates as 55 degrees 25 minutes south and 69 degrees 40 minutes west.


    Two days before Christmas, late in the evening, the marine sentry showed midshipman Vancouver into the Great Cabin. The young man was visibly upset. Getting to his feet, James said, ‘What is it?’


    Vancouver swallowed. ‘It’s Wedgeborough, sir. He became drunk, went to the head, and hasn’t returned. We fear that he’s fallen overboard and drowned, sir.’


    James cursed under his breath. Wedgeborough was a sot. He had fallen overboard while drunk before, off Erromanga, and had had to be rescued. He had recklessly killed a man on Tanna. And now he was drowned. Then he felt a surge of sorrow. Yes, Wedgeborough might have been an irresponsible fool, but he didn’t deserve to die like this, so far from home. He was the expedition’s fourth fatality. But again, James consoled himself, none had died from the scurvy. He clapped a comforting hand on Vancouver’s shoulder.


    CHRISTMAS EVE 1774


    The day had been warm and still, the daylight hours long. The shore party which James led had shot more than 60 of the big geese at point-blank range, the creatures having no fear of firearms. ‘Not so much sitting ducks as sitting geese,’ Clerke observed wryly. The birds were brought back to the ship, where they were handed in to the galley to be prepared for next day’s Christmas dinner.


    On Christmas Eve a party of Fuegans came alongside the ship in a canoe and indicated that they wished to come aboard. The crew stared in astonishment as the male natives climbed up onto the deck, leaving their women and infants in the canoes. The men were short, squat and bow-legged, and all walked awkwardly, their toes turning inwards. They looked malnourished, shivered from the cold, and wore only pieces of sealskin over their shoulders.


    As they walked about the deck, some of the sailors held their noses. The Fuegans’ bodies were smeared with dirt mixed with seal fat which had turned rancid. Their long hair was thick with the same substances. Their leader, a hunched fellow with long matted hair, pointed to himself and said, ‘Yamesk-una.’ He carried a harpoon made of bone.


    From the quarterdeck, Johann Forster stared at the group, then turned away in revulsion. ‘They are simian,’ he declared. ‘They lack only tails, or else I should immediately classify them as members of the monkey tribe.’


    ‘Cheerful little people, nevertheless,’ said Clerke.


    They were looking around, grinning at the crew, touching the mast and rails in wonder. Their leader looked up at James and grinned, showing several missing teeth.


    James nodded in agreement with Clerke’s summation. ‘Yes, though it would seem they have little to be cheerful about.’ He shook his head. ‘Now is their summer. Imagine what it is like in this land in winter. Wretched.’


    He walked down onto the main deck and greeted them. ‘Welcome aboard, gentlemen.’ He gestured towards the companionway. ‘I invite you to join me in the Great Cabin.’


    Forster looked at James in disbelief. ‘You are allowing these creatures to go below?’


    James gave him a frosty look. ‘Certainly. As we are guests in their land, so we are obliged by the laws of hospitality to return the favour.’ He turned and winked at Clerke. ‘I shall make a point of first showing them your cabin, Forster.’ As he led the natives towards the companionway, Forster’s expression became apoplectic.


    Yet within the confines of the Great Cabin, even James found the Fuegans’ bodily stench intolerable. He quickly pressed upon the leader three knives and several medallions, then ushered the group back up to the deck. They climbed down and joined their women and children in the canoes, then paddled away, some waving goodbye delightedly.


    Below decks, the Christmas Eve drinking began, James having sanctioned the broaching of their very last cask of Madeira and another of port wine. While it was still twilight, riotous laughter, fiddler’s music and the skirl of bagpipes began to ring through the ship, while in the Great Cabin the officers and gentlemen sipped their port and reminisced about Christmases past. James recounted the visit he and Elizabeth had made to Great Ayton, three years earlier, to introduce her to his family; Pickersgill recalled his boyhood white Christmases in West Tansfield, also in Yorkshire. Clerke spoke of his snowbound Christmases on the family farm in Essex. There was acclamation in the cabin when James announced that he was naming this isolated anchorage Christmas Sound.


    The port continued to flow, along with more reminiscences. Only Johann Forster failed to join in the festivities. Declining to drink, he became morose and silent. Attempting to jolly him along, Clerke put a hand on his shoulder. ‘Forster, what is it? What’s wrong?’


    Inclining his head towards the cabin wall, the naturalist scowled. ‘Listen to that drunken carry-on. Don’t they realise that we are on the eve of our Lord’s birthday? That this is a sacred occasion?’


    Clerke looked at the ceiling and sighed; the others shook their heads. Forster stood up. ‘I am going to bed,’ he said, patting his wig and giving the others his most disagreeable look. ‘Although I do not expect to get much sleep.’ He attempted a smile. ‘Merry Christmas to you all.’


    On Christmas morning, bosun Gray reported that many of the crew were still inebriated and unable to carry out their duties. Angry at this over-indulgence, James ordered Gray to put the culprits ashore and leave them there until they became sober. It took them a whole day to do so and their heads still ached when they returned, shame-faced, to the ship.


    They departed the fragmented coast on 28 December, now well provisioned and overlooked by the snow-capped alps of Tierra del Fuego’s interior. Resolution rounded Cape Horn a day later, and thereafter they took a north-east course for Staten Island, named by Dutchmen le Maire and Schouten in 1615.


    On the last day of 1774 they anchored off a smaller, rocky but level island on the east coast of Staten, a home for innumerable penguins, sea lions and fur seals. The pinnace and launch were hoisted and launched, filled with armed men and rowed ashore.


    The slaughter began immediately. Able seamen, midshipmen, marines and officers all waded into the colony, killing everything they encountered: penguins, sea lions, seals. Mindful of the need to conserve powder and ball, the assailants killed with their other weapons: Tongan clubs, Marquesan clubs, swords, bayonets, axes and knives. The cumbersome sea lions bellowed and trumpeted as they were stabbed, the seals and their babies shrieked as they were clubbed. From the air above, hundreds of gulls shat on the killers, but while the smell was unpleasant, it did not stop them. The orgy continued unabated. Hacking, stabbing, slashing, the Resolutions moved among the hapless creatures in a frenzy of killing. It was as if, having been liberated from their confinement on the ship, they would celebrate their release with uncontrollable bloodlust. Those with clubs moved about, providing the coup de grace for the wounded, crying animals. The air reeked with the smell of death and shit; blood poured from the stabbed and hacked creatures and ran down the crevices in the rocks and into the sea, turning the water crimson.


    At last they stopped, exhausted and bloodied, grinning at each other with satisfaction at a job well done. The island was covered in corpses of all sizes, baby seals, adult seals, corpulent sea lions, little penguins. Then the processing began. The sea lions were dismembered on shore for their blubber, which was stuffed into puncheons and taken aboard for rendering into oil for heating and the lamps. The carcasses of the seals and penguins were tossed into the boats, carried out to the ship and processed on the deck. Resolution became an abattoir, her decks slippery with gore and blood, while squadrons of screaming skuas and gulls flew lower and lower then dived greedily on the viscera that was tossed overboard.


    When the gutting and dismembering was over, the men returned to the island and threw themselves into the sea, ripping off their bloodied clothing, scrubbing it clean with handfuls of sand, then spreading it out on the rocks to dry. Then, clean and refreshed, they returned to the ship to celebrate the New Year.


    The seal and penguin meat was salted, packed into barrels and stowed. The Resolutions would not go hungry during the voyage that lay ahead of them.

  


  
    Twenty-eight


    10 FEBRUARY 1775


    Dearest Elizabeth,


    Resolution has been deep in the South Atlantic these past six weeks. Although the daylight hours are still long the temperatures are constantly cold and gales and blizzards frequent. Your scarf is again being put to good use! My intention was to explore that part of the ocean west of the course we took after leaving Cape Town two and a half years ago, in the hope that we might find the ever-elusive landmass it is hoped lies in this region. Alas, we have encountered only fragments of land—mountainous islands whose valleys are filled with ice and snow, or barren outcrops which are hospitable only to seals and seabirds, and the floating ice mountains which loom and crack when their sides split and fall away. We are often beset by fog, which makes navigation among them hazardous.


    One mountainous, ice-bound island we encountered I have named South Georgia after our sovereign. We landed upon it, as Johann Forster was hopeful of finding new specimens, but because of the intensity of the cold the place was largely devoid of plant life—the naturalists found only a few tussocks and mosses—and home only to penguins and sea lions.


    As we sailed down the island’s eastern coast on 20 January I commemorated my loyal lieutenants, Cooper, Clerke and Pickersgill, by naming three islands in Possession Bay after them. They deserve nothing less. Proceeding still further to the south, we sighted three more stark islands, one of which I called Southern Thule after the ancient voyagers. A pass between these islands I named Forster’s Passage, in the hope that it might placate our peevish naturalist, but he seemed unappreciative. ‘Do you not think I deserve an entire island?’ was his sour response. To which my reply was a terse, ‘Not yet.’


    Mindful of the fact that upon my return I will be in need of the Admiralty’s support in my desire to obtain a shore-based occupation—as explained to you in an earlier entry—I have called this outcrop Sandwich Land. I am aware of your distaste for Lord Sandwich, after his unseemly conduct when you met him, but it is important for my future employment that I am on good terms with the man. This naming will appeal to his vanity. Such men love nothing more than to know that there is somewhere in the world a landform which forever bears their name. Never mind that these islands are some of the bleakest and most sterile places on Earth. One island in particular possessed such a threatening swell and precipitous flank that I considered it the most horrible coast in the world. And when we bore on an easterly course, a very strong northerly gale attended, accompanied by a heavy fall of snow. The quantity which fell into our sails was so great that we were obliged every now and then to throw the ship up into the wind, to shake the snow out of the sails, otherwise neither them nor the ship could have supported the weight.


    I know that it will be difficult for you, from the comfort of our London home, to imagine such desolate and hazardous scenes as I describe. But upon my return you will be able to more readily do so. Allow me to explain.


    This afternoon I came upon our artist, Hodges, on the afterdeck, drawing. His brow was pleated with concentration, his long nose red-tipped and shiny from the cold. He was drawing a particularly vast ice mountain, and the sky above it. I observed him for some time rendering the scene faithfully. This, and other Hodges images, will provide a wonderful visual record of this inhospitable ocean for those at home. ‘My sketches will later be transformed into oil paintings,’ he explained. I envy Hodges his talent, and his dedication. He is willing to sit on the deck in freezing conditions, hands mittened but still able to draw dextrously. When I complimented him on this ability, he replied, ‘Although the world here is colourless, the shapes of the ice mountains and the texture of the sky above them fascinate me.’ Without looking up, with just a few strokes he deftly added a gliding albatross to his scene. Hodges is, I believe, a remarkable artist and an inspired appointment on the part of the Admiralty.


    I hope the winter has not been too arduous for you and the boys. I hope young James’s schooling is proceeding satisfactorily. Nathaniel too must be now of a teachable age, but little George will not begin his formal learning until after my return.


    I am so much looking forward to that day!


    Your loving husband,


    James


    A fortnight later, on 21 February, after another futile attempt to find Cape Circumcision or any other landmass, James wrote in his official journal:


    I had now made the circuit of the Southern Ocean in a high latitude and traversed it in such a manner as to leave not the least room for the possibility of there being a continent, unless near the Pole and out of reach of navigation; by twice visiting the Pacific Tropical Sea, I had not only settled the situation of some old discoveries but made there many new ones and left, I conceive, very little more to be done even in that part. Thus I flatter myself that the intention of the voyage has in every respect been fully answered, the Southern Hemisphere sufficiently explored and a final end put to the searching after a Southern Continent, which has at times engrossed the attention of some of the maritime powers for near two centuries past and the geographers of all ages.


    ‘Gentlemen,’ he announced to his officers at supper a day later, ‘tomorrow we will turn northwards and proceed on a course for Cape Town.’


    Around the table, there were sighs of relief.


    As the latitudes lessened, the air temperature rose. The sun’s rays were higher and stronger, warming the decks so that the crew had no more need of caps or jackets. Sodden clothing was pegged out to dry; torn sails were repaired as best they could be. The spirits of the crew rose—at last they were bound for a civilised haven.


    On 12 March, under a sunny sky and in light airs, James called the ship’s company together. They gathered together on the mid-deck. Flanked by Cooper and Pickersgill, James addressed the men from the quarterdeck. ‘No written record of this voyage is to be retained by the author. All journals, logs and diaries must be handed in to me before we arrive in Cape Town. I will have them wrapped and sealed, and dispatched to the Admiralty. My officers will shortly search your personal chests for any concealed journals.’ Seeing the men’s perplexed looks, James explained. ‘You may have written of the lands we have seen and charted. These lands have been claimed for our sovereign, George III. To prevent other powers becoming aware of their existence, nature and potential for colonisation, it is vital that the places we have discovered are known only to our sovereign and the Lords of our Admiralty.’ His eyes swept the assembly below. ‘Moreover, you are not to discuss the details of our discoveries with any foreign persons while you are ashore. Is that entirely clear?’


    There was an outbreak of nodding and mutterings of ‘Aye, aye’ from the deck below. Most of the crew could not read, let alone write, and so were indifferent to the instruction. But the few who had kept personal journals in the hope of later publication were displeased. However, one literate crew member was determined to make his writing public very soon. This was able seaman Thomas Perry, a 42-year-old Londoner. On 17 March James received a note from him: ‘Captain, I am the author of a verse song about our voyage, a tribute. I have been writing it, and rewriting it, for many days. I would like to perform it for you, on the deck and in the company of the others. Tomorrow afternoon, if the weather is favourable. Will you permit me to do so?’


    A verse song? James smiled. Well, it could do no harm.


    Perry was a small man, only three inches above five feet. Although his crown was bald, his greying side hair hung down to his shoulders. He had sunken cheeks and eyebrows like uncut hedgerows. While James and his officers stood behind the quarterdeck rail, Perry stood in front of all the assembled crew who were not on duty. Fellow able seamen Blackburn and Elliot stood on either side of him. There were light airs, and Resolution rolled gently in the swell. The men in the shrouds peered down on the scene as, sheet of notepaper in hand, Perry announced: ‘As we are now on the final leg of our great voyage, I have written, and will now read—along with my friends Blackburn and Elliot—some verses I have composed, as a celebration of our voyage and a tribute to our commander, Captain Cook.’ Perry coughed, twice, looked first at Blackburn, then Elliot, held the sheet up higher. Then the trio began to read, loudly, their eyes fixed on the paper.


    
      It is now my brave boys we are clear of the ice


      And keep a good heart if you’ll take my advice;


      We are out of the cold my brave boys do not fear,


      For the Cape of Good Hope with good hearts we do steer.

    


    There were cries of ‘Yay’, ‘Aye’, ‘Right-o’ and ‘Huzzah!’ from the crowd behind the readers.


    
      Thank God we have ranged the Globe all around,


      And we likewise have the South Continent found;


      But it being too late in the year as they say,


      We could stay there no longer the Land to Survey.


      So we leave it alone, for we give a good reason,


      For the next Ship that comes, to survey in right season;


      The great fields of Ice amongst them we were bothered,


      We were forced to alter our course to the Northward.


      So we have done our utmost as any men born,


      To discover a land so far South of Cape Horn,


      So now my brave Boys we no longer will stay,


      For we leave it alone for the next Ship to survey.


      It was when we got into the cold Frosty air,


      We were obliged our Mittens and Magdalen caps to wear,


      We are out of the cold my brave boys and perhaps,


      We will pull off our Mittens and Magdalen caps.


      We are hearty and well and of good constitution,


      And have ranged the Globe round in the stout Resolution,


      Brave Captain Cook he was our Commander,


      And has conducted the ship from all eminent danger.


      We were all hearty seamen no cold did we fear,


      And we have from all sickness entirely kept clear


      Thanks be to the Captain he has proved so good


      Amongst all the Islands to give us fresh food.


      And when to old England my brave boys we arrive


      We will tip off a Bottle to make us alive;


      We will toast Captain Cook with a loud song all round,


      Because that he has the South Continent found.


      Blessed be to his wife and his family too,


      God prosper them all and well for to do,


      Blessed be unto them as long as they shall live,


      And that is the wish to them I do give.

    


    As the three readers bowed to James and his officers, the men behind them clapped and cheered. Perry beamed with delight, revealing his yellow teeth. James allowed the applause to subside, then said, ‘Thank you, Perry. And Blackburn and Elliot. It is a fine poem, a suitable summary of what we have achieved on this voyage. Although it must be said that the only South Continent we found was all ice.’ There was a ripple of laughter. ‘I am certain that the achievements could not have been made without the loyal and steadfast crew that I have been so fortunate to possess.’ He stared up at the topgallants. ‘And this fine ship of ours, which has served us all so faithfully.’ His eyes returned to the assembly. ‘Thank you again, Perry. I would be grateful to receive a copy of your verses.’


    Perry nodded. ‘It will be a pleasure for me to present you with one, Cap’n.’


    At that moment there came a cry from the masthead. ‘A sail! To the westward!’ A few minutes later the cry came again. ‘A second sail! To the nor’west!’

  


  
    Twenty-nine


    PICKERSGILL, SPYGLASS TO HIS EYE, called down to James from the masthead, ‘She carries Dutch colours, sir. A Dutch East Indiaman.’ He squinted into the glass. ‘The Bownkerke Polder.’ She was massive, compared with Resolution, well armed and standing high in the water.


    ‘We’ll tack and stand to the west,’ James replied, ‘and send a boat across to her. She may have news from the Cape. You go, and take Clerke with you.’ Pickersgill trained his spyglass on the second ship, which was several leagues distant. ‘That one is also an East Indiaman. But British.’


    ‘We may be able to visit her as well,’ James replied. He called to the sailing master on the mid-deck, ‘Gilbert, have the pinnace hoisted out.’


    When Pickersgill and Clerke returned from the Dutch ship their expressions were grave. They went directly below, to where James was making an entry in his journal. He looked up. ‘Well? Were you received cordially?’


    Clerke nodded. ‘Very. The ship is returning from Bengal. The commander, Captain Cornelius Bosch, gave us a quantity of sugar and arrack. And he also had news of Adventure.’


    James’s expression sharpened. ‘What news?’


    With Pickersgill interjecting occasionally, Clerke reported what they had been told by some Englishmen who were serving aboard the Dutch vessel. Adventure had arrived at Cape Town 12 months earlier en route home. Furneaux and the others had told the local authorities of the Grass Cove massacre, and of the boat’s ten crew being killed, dismembered and eaten by the Maoris. As they made their report, the faces of Clerke and Pickersgill were ashen.


    James put his left hand to his brow. For some time he was silent. As he had feared, an atrocity had occurred. That explained the absence of the Maoris from Ship Cove when Resolution appeared, and their reticence after the ship had moored. No doubt the New Zealanders had feared a reprisal from Resolution’s men. But for what reason had the massacre happened? Staring at his lieutenants, James said, ‘Did Furneaux say why his men were killed?’


    Clerke shook his head. ‘No.’


    James went to the stern window. Bownkerke Polder was turned into the wind, her sails slack. In the distance, the British ship was bearing down on Resolution, obviously intent on a rendezvous. Thoughts crowded into James’s mind. A massacre, a terrible event. But why? They had always been on friendly terms with the Maoris of Queen Charlotte Sound since their first visit, give or take a few incidents of thieving. During Adventure’s stay, had Furneaux’s men transgressed in some way? And if so, how? He looked at Clerke, who was still visibly distressed, and at Pickersgill, who remained very pensive. James had seldom felt so downcast. Becoming separated from Adventure, then the killings, represented a double failure, and James detested failure, especially one leading to the loss of innocent lives. But why, why had it happened? Then he recalled the cheek cooking and eating incident on the deck of Resolution. Could that have been the catalyst? Could the family of the victim—the young warrior—have heard of it and determined on utu? That was possible, but if so, to kill and eat ten men in response … He resolved that upon his return to London he would immediately arrange a meeting with Furneaux and Burney, to investigate the tragedy of Grass Cove and determine its possible causes.


    Dismissing the officers, James returned to his official journal. He concluded the entry:


    I shall make no reflection on this melancholy affair until I hear more about it. I must, however, observe in favour of the New Zealanders that I have always found them of a brave, noble and open and benevolent disposition, but they are a people who will never put up with an insult if they have an opportunity to resent it.


    The English Indiaman was the True Briton, under the command of Captain Broadly. Again, it was Pickersgill, this time in the company of Cooper, who went across to her. The Grass Cove massacre report was confirmed by her crew. Captain Broadly also sent packages of tea, sugar and Chinese quails across to Resolution, along with a large pig and a pile of last year’s London newspapers, all of which were gratefully received. Learning that True Briton was returning to London directly from Canton and not calling at Cape Town en route, James penned a letter to the Admiralty, sealed it and sent it across for delivery to Whitehall. He also sent a separate note to Elizabeth, informing her that they should be in London by July.


    That evening James perused the newspapers Broadley had passed on, feeling strange to be reading news of a world from which they had been disconnected for so long. He read about a group of colonists in Boston, Massachusetts, who had boarded a ship in the harbour there and thrown overboard a load of tea as a protest against the tax policy of the British government and the East India Company, which controlled all the tea imported into America. Elsewhere there was now open defiance of Britain’s authority. Colonists in Taunton, Massachusetts, had openly proclaimed the word ‘Liberty’ on a flag, and the catch-cry ‘No taxation without representation’ was becoming common. It seemed that the Americans were replacing the French as Britain’s immediate foe. Disturbing news, James thought, that there was a likelihood of war in the colonies. America becoming politically separated from Britain was unthinkable. He asked himself, would he serve the British cause if required to? He put the newspaper aside. He most certainly would.


    The following day the ships fired a six-gun salute to one another, then parted, True Briton bound for London, Resolution for Cape Town.


    When Table Mountain was sighted from Resolution’s masthead, the crew became buoyant. All remembered the pleasures of Cape Town from two and a half years ago, all knew that their stay here would not be brief, given the necessary repairs to the ship. After sailing nearly 60,000 nautical miles, her rigging and sails were in dire need of replacement, so while she was refitted there would be shore leave, surely.


    21 MARCH 1775


    The roads and harbour were busy with ships flying the flags of France, Holland and Britain. James ordered a salute fired. As the crews of the neighbouring vessels waved and cheered, the Resolutions returned their waves, and stared at the other vessels in the harbour with a kind of wonder. After two and a half years, they had at last rejoined the civilised world. And, it seemed, this world considered James and the other Resolutions to be heroes.


    After the ship was securely anchored, James ordered the boats hoisted. He first sent Pickersgill ashore to convey his greetings to the Dutch governor, Baron Joachim van Plettenberg, and to request permission for his men to erect tents behind the town and for Wales to set up an observatory there. When Pickersgill returned he reported that the governor had acceded to all these requests. ‘It seems, sir,’ Pickersgill added, ‘that our feats of exploration have become renowned in this port.’ His expression darkened. ‘Although mainly because of the murders in Queen Charlotte Sound. And the governor gave me news of another killing of Europeans in New Zealand.’


    Startled, James said, ‘Where? And when?’


    ‘In the Bay of Islands, two and a half years ago.’ James made a quick calculation. When they were preparing to leave on this voyage. ‘The expedition was French, led by Marc-Joseph Marion du Fresne. He and 26 of his men were killed and eaten. A survivor, a man called Crozet, is in port now. He managed to sail their ship away to safety.’


    James made a note of this name. He would seek this Frenchman out. But in the meantime, there was much to organise. He must arrange for his maps and journals to be packaged, sealed and sent on to London with the next available English vessel. He stood up. ‘Thank you, Pickersgill, that is all for now. I’ll now prepare to go ashore myself. Is it necessary for me to meet the governor again?’


    ‘I think not. He has already consented to all our requirements.’


    ‘Good.’ James grunted. ‘I found him a tiresome fellow.’


    The launch’s painter was made fast to a bollard on the wharf and James climbed the stone steps up to it, followed by Bayly, lugging all his equipment. There were dozens of other boats tied up, and the waterfront was crowded with seamen, carriers, carts and carriages. Dutchmen on horseback made their way slowly through the throng, while Negroes humped bundles of goods from the launches to warehouses on the other side of the cobbled street. Further along the front was a row of chandleries, boatyards and sail lofts. The coffee houses and stores directly across from the harbour were doing brisk business, and elegant Dutch women, in hooped skirts, bonnets and holding parasols, stood about talking. The morning air was scented with brewing coffee, cigar smoke and the blooming lavender that filled the window boxes of the coffee salons. Although it was autumn, the morning air was mild, the great face of Table Mountain masked by shadow.


    James and Bayly parted on the wharf after arranging to meet later that day at the hill behind the town which had been designated for Bayly’s observations. James was about to head across to the street to a map-maker’s shop—he was in need of more chart paper—when a man stepped out in front of him. ‘James Cook?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Thomas Mawton. British Consul to Cape Colony.’ He held out his hand. ‘I watched Resolution come in and resolved to meet you.’ He gave a little smile. ‘You are renowned, you know.’


    He was in his 50s, a short, heavily built man with a large head, deep-set grey eyes and a fleshy nose. He wore a tricorn, a scarlet jacket with gold cuffs and a matching waistcoat, half of whose brass buttons were undone. ‘Would you care to take coffee with me? Schouten’s is a suitable venue.’


    ‘Thank you, yes.’


    Mawton was originally from Tower Hill, in London, but had lived in Cape Colony for 18 years. A one-time merchant seaman, he now exported wine from the Cape to England and imported manufactured goods such as shoes, millinery, belts and buckles. Slow of speech, with a slightly sardonic and mock-serious manner, he was agreeable company and a fund of information. Over their coffees they spoke for nearly an hour, James providing Mawton with an outline of his voyage and the consul giving him the names of the firms who could assist with the repair and provisioning of Resolution.


    After they parted outside the coffee house, Mawton turned back hurriedly. ‘I almost forgot, Captain. I have long been holding a letter addressed to you.’ He fumbled inside his jacket pocket, withdrew a long cream envelope and handed it to James. ‘It came the year before last, and having no notion of when you would return to Cape Town I have held it here for you all this time.’


    James took the envelope. On it was written James Cook, Royal Navy, Master of HMS Resolution, c/o The British Consul, Cape Town.


    The handwriting was Elizabeth’s.


    Back in the Great Cabin, James opened the envelope and withdrew a single sheet of paper.


    28 OCTOBER 1772


    Dearest James,


    I write this in the hope that you may one day receive it. Having no address for you but Cape Town, and knowing that you intended to call there towards the end of your voyage, I consigned the letter to that port, care of the British Consul. It will, I hope, reach you one day.


    Little George died on the first day of October, during the night. He was not yet five months old, and had been unwell for some weeks, crying constantly, taking almost no milk and as a consequence, wasting away. It is my belief that a fall I suffered three weeks before he was born caused the unborn child some damage, and brought on his birth prematurely. Thereafter, he was weak and his little body failed to grow as it should. I need hardly say how much grief his death has brought to our household. Fortunately James and Nathaniel were spending several days with my mother and stepfather, so they were spared the shock of discovering their brother’s body. They had been terribly distressed when baby Joseph was taken. But when the boys returned and I gave them the news, their grief was horrible to behold. They had nicknamed their brother Baby King George, and they adored him.


    So once again, husband, I mourn another child, and again I do so alone. And once again a child of ours has never seen its father. If this sounds bitter to you, James, then that is an honest expression of my feelings. I cannot pretend otherwise. I am bitter, not only at my sense of loss of a third child, but that I am left to grieve without you. I am only too aware of your sense of duty to King and Country, but I would gladly exchange that sense for a husband who is at home to offer his wife the comforts and consolations she deserves. That, surely, is not too much to ask.


    You may never receive this letter. You may have perished in the frozen South Sea, or have been consumed by cannibals, or been swept overboard in a gale and drowned. It is my earnest-most hope that none of these fates has befallen you, and that you will return to what remains of your family, but I can by no means be assured of that. If you do return safely, then it must surely be the conclusion to your voyaging. I do not wish to lose you, as well as our children.


    We buried baby George in the graveyard of St Dunstan’s, alongside little Elizabeth and Joseph, on 3 October. As yet, he has no headstone.


    I remain,


    Your loving wife,


    Elizabeth


    The letter fell from his hands. He closed his eyes. Another child gone. Yet more sorrow for Elizabeth, for James and Nathaniel, and for the rest of the family. It must have been terrible for her to lose yet another one. It was insupportable, unspeakable. In his mind a great swell of guilt rose up, then became a wave that broke and engulfed him. He looked up, blinked hard, then put his face in his hands. There could be only one certainty about the future now. His days at sea were numbered.

  


  
    Thirty


    THEY WERE AT CAPE TOWN FOR ALMOST FIVE WEEKS. During that time both ship and crew were revived. Shore leave for the men was generously granted and gratefully received. Most of the officers and gentlemen stayed ashore as guests of a generous and convivial resident, Christoffel Brand. Several members of the crew hired horses and rode into the interior, pausing at every roadside inn to imbibe more Cape Colony wine. There was much hard drinking and whoring in the back streets of the town. The men found the Hottentot women exotic and arousing, although they demanded guilders, not nails or bark cloth, in exchange for their bodies. Resolution’s purser was pestered for advances on the crew’s wages. Repairs to the ship’s rigging and sails in the Dutch shipyards were also costly.


    The naturalists and the astronomer relished their time ashore. James and Wales checked their longitude as shown by Kendall’s timekeeper against the long-established certitude of Cape Town’s. The timekeeper was accurate within 18 minutes, less than a third of a degree. It had proved a marvellous device, ensuring that on almost every chart James and his assistant Isaac Smith had drawn the longitude as well as the latitude recordings were precise.


    On 28 March the supernumerary botanist, Anders Sparrman, left the ship’s company. Farewelling James, he said, ‘I thank you, Captain, for permitting me to be part of this expedition. I have learned a great deal.’ He had grown a beard, and his smile was only partly visible through the auburn foliage surrounding his mouth.


    Shaking his hand, James said, ‘Where will you go now?’


    Sparrman waved a hand in the direction of Table Mountain. ‘Inland. To botanise.’ He closed his eyes and inclined his head reverently. ‘And I know that the good Lord will watch over me, as He has these past two and a half years, protecting me from the countless perils we have faced.’


    James made no reply, feeling a twinge of resentment at the Swede thanking God for his protection. The man had obviously come under the self-righteous influence of Johann Forster and his piety. It was Sparrman’s commander and crew to whom he should really be grateful, James considered. With a curt nod, he bid the Swede adieu.


    He saw more of Thomas Mawton when ashore, meeting and talking over strong Brazilian coffee at Schouten’s. The consul seemed to know everything that happened in and around the Cape Colony, as well as its most influential citizens. It was Mawton who introduced James to the French navigator, Julien-Marie Crozet. James invited Crozet to dine with him on Resolution.


    A small, dark-eyed, sharp-featured man who spoke adequate English, he gave a vivid account of the killing and eating of the Frenchmen, and the subsequent retribution. The French had destroyed three Maori villages and killed or wounded hundreds of natives, Crozet said with obvious pride, causing James to wonder what he would have done in those circumstances.


    Two days later James again met Mawton at the coffee house. On the table in front of him were three large books. The consul was clearly excited. ‘These arrived this week on the Kentish Princess, Captain, and I have much pleasure in presenting them to you.’ He moved the large volumes across the table. ‘They were published in London, and I ordered several copies for sale here.’


    Curious, James picked up the top volume. Heavily bound, it was entitled An Account of the voyages undertaken … for making Discoveries in the Southern Hemisphere and performed by Commodore Byron, Captain Wallis, Captain Carteret and Captain Cook (from 1702 to 1771). The author’s name, embossed on the covers, was John Hawkesworth.


    James frowned. ‘Hawkesworth? Do I know that name?’


    ‘You may. He is a journalist. And a friend of Dr Johnson and Joseph Banks.’ James’s attention quickened. ‘The first volume is given over to Byron, Wallis and Carteret, the second and third volumes with Endeavour’s voyage.’


    James picked up the first volume. ‘What references did this fellow Hawkesbury use?’


    ‘Hawkesworth. The journals of the explorers concerned, including yours, which he obtained from the Admiralty. Look at the title page of Volume One.’


    James opened the book. On the title page was the statement: ‘Drawn up from the journals which were kept by the several Commanders and from the papers of Joseph Banks Esq. by John Hawkesworth LLD. Dedicated to King George the Third of England.’


    James began to feel uneasy. This fellow Hawkesworth had evidently been given his journals and had used them to write his own account of Endeavour’s voyage. Was that not highly presumptuous? The book had a lengthy introduction. Skimming it, James noticed a recurring name: Joseph Banks.


    He closed the book, then picked up the second volume. Its opening sentence read: ‘Having received my commission, which was dated the 25th of May 1768, I went on board on the 27th, hoisted the pennant, and took charge of the ship, which then lay in the basin in Deptford Yard. She was fitted for sea with all expedition; and stores and provisions being taken on board, sailed down the river on the 30th of July, and on the 13th of August anchored in Plymouth Sound.’


    James looked up in astonishment. Hawkesworth had assumed the persona of James Cook. The pronoun ‘I’ was meant to convey the impression that he, James, was the author. That was not only impertinent, it was surely fraudulent. And inaccurate. Hawkesworth had made several errors in just one sentence. James hadn’t joined Endeavour in Deptford—he went aboard off Deal. And the ship wasn’t provisioned until they got to Plymouth. Thunderstruck, he stared at Mawton. ‘You said these books are mine to keep?’


    ‘Yes. Please add them to Resolution’s library.’


    James took the books back to the ship, and read the second and third volumes that afternoon. The contents horrified him. They were marred by misrepresentations and inaccuracies. Not having been on Endeavour’s voyage, the journalist had invented aspects of it and grafted them clumsily onto James’s journal entries. And the worst of it was, it was James’s name to which the contents of the books were ascribed. Readers would thus assume that it was entirely James’s work. But nothing could be further from the truth. Hawkesworth had not only stolen his identity, he had falsified aspects of his voyage. The man was an imposter, his version of the voyage mostly fiction.


    James flicked to the concluding section of the account, which purported to describe Endeavour’s call at the island of Helena on 1 May 1771:


    Here are a few horses, but they are kept only for the saddle, so that all labour is performed by slaves; nor are they furnished with any of the various machines which art has invented to facilitate their task. The ground is not everywhere too steep for a cart, and where it is, the wheelbarrow might be used with great advantage, yet there is no wheelbarrow in the whole island; everything is conveyed from place to place by slaves, and they are not furnished even with the simple convenience of a porter’s knot, but carry their burden upon their heads. They are indeed very numerous, and are brought from almost every part of the world, but they appeared to be a miserable race, worn out partly by excessive labour, and partly by ill usage, of which they frequently complained; and I am sorry to say, that instances of wanton cruelty are much more frequent among my countrymen here, than among the Dutch, who are and perhaps not without reason, generally reproached with want of humanity at Batavia and the Cape.


    Not my words, not my sentiments, not my experience, James thought bitterly. Banks’s, more like it, but not ascribed to him. Hawkesworth had perpetrated blatant falsehoods in James’s name. And in doing so, the slubberdegullion had violated his record and dishonoured him.


    Incensed, James closed the volume and went over to the stern window. There were dozens of flagged ships at anchor in the harbour, from several European ports. How many of the officers aboard these ships would read Hawkesworth’s accounts avidly and believe them to be factual? And London’s readers? There were thousands of them—they too must have read these offensive volumes and assumed their contents to be gospel.


    The sinking sun highlighted the slopes of Table Mountain, lending them a luminous quality, but for once James failed to be distracted by their beauty. Who, he wondered, could have authorised Hawkesworth’s use of his journal? Philip Stephens? No, Stephens would never condone such an act. Sandwich? Surely not. As First Sea Lord, he knew that a commander’s journal was a sacred record, confined to facts and facts alone. Banks? Probably. Especially if he knew the journalist would portray him in a flattering way, as indeed he had. In the section set on Otaheite, Banks was depicted as a rake who had rejected his English fiancée and fornicated furiously with the island’s native women, including Oberea, the putative Queen of Otaheite. Another piece of fiction. Yes, James concluded, it must have been Banks’s vanity which had led to all this.


    Now all he could think of was achieving retribution for the way Hawkesworth had distorted Endeavour’s voyage and his own part in it. The man was an imposter of the worst kind. The books had been published: it was too late to stop people reading them. But it wasn’t too late to stop Hawkesworth from writing more dishonest accounts. Upon his return, James decided, he would attack the swine with a public broadside that would end Hawkesworth’s writing career forever.


    They weighed anchor on 27 April, after saluting the local garrison with 13 guns and having the compliment returned. Several ships in the harbour fired their cannons in tribute, Resolution, James and her crew being by now celebrated figures in the port. James had already packed, sealed and dispatched his precious journal, charts and drawings to the Admiralty, care of Captain Newte, commander of the East Indiaman Ceres which was bound directly for London.


    As Resolution’s new sails were unfurled and she moved out of the harbour, driven by a light south-westerly, she was flanked by a Spanish and an English ship on one side and a Danish ship on the other. More cannons were fired, and when their reverberations faded, James and his fellow-officers were delighted to hear chamber music drifting across the water from the Danish vessel’s poop deck. Cellos, violins, harpsichords. ‘It’s so good, Captain,’ Clerke mused, ‘to be part of European civilisation again. And soon we will be in the hemisphere of home.’


    James smiled, but thought wryly: yes, Charles, and so there will be no more human cheek-eating.


    They reached rugged St Helena on 15 May and anchored in the roadstead off the island’s west coast, opposite Jamestown, its main settlement. After James was taken ashore, wearing his dress uniform, he went directly across to the large, colonnaded residence of the governor on the waterfront. It was scorchingly hot in the valley in which the little town was located and the Jack hung limp from the pole above the residence entrance. James was puzzled to see, parked on the flat area in front of the residence, several large, unattended wheelbarrows.


    An elderly, stooped retainer showed him into the reception room, which had a parquet floor, heavily draped sash windows and glass wall cabinets filled with books and rolled charts. Above the cabinets were portraits in oil of King George and Queen Charlotte, and landscapes of the Thames estuary and Whitby’s waterfront. While he waited, James studied the paintings affectionately. Home. Not much longer and he would be there.


    ‘Captain James Cook?’ The governor was in his early 50s. He was dressed formally, wigged and in a blue frock coat complete with gold epaulettes, white cravat at his throat and a scarlet sash across his chest. He looked somehow familiar. He was tall, with ruddy cheeks, a prominent chin and piercing hazel eyes. ‘Skottowe,’ he said, extending his hand, ‘John Skottowe.’


    James started. ‘Are you from Great Ayton, Yorkshire, by any chance?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘A relative of the late Thomas Skottowe?’


    ‘My father.’ Then, quizzically, ‘Did you know him?’


    ‘Yes. My family was in his employ,’ James replied.


    Over tea and shortbread, they talked. John Skottowe was indeed the son of Thomas Skottowe, the well-to-do landowner of James’s home village in the North Riding. Thomas, recognising academic potential in the boy James Cook, had insisted to his parents that he be schooled by a local woman and taught to read, write and master arithmetic. This had changed the course of the boy’s, and subsequently the man’s, entire life.


    Governor Skottowe was delighted to learn of this connection. James also mentioned that he and Elizabeth had seen Thomas’s grave in the Great Ayton churchyard, four years earlier.


    Later in the afternoon Skottowe’s wife, Margaret, joined them. She was much younger than her husband. Petite and vivacious, she had large blue eyes and a pert manner. She wore an ornate white wig, a hooped blue-and-white checked gown and a necklace of amber beads. She hailed from Middlesbrough, she told James. It was there that she and John had met. Giving James a mischievous look, she said, ‘You will have observed, Captain Cook, the collection of carts and wheelbarrows outside the residence?’


    ‘I did, yes. What are they for, madam?’


    ‘For you.’


    She burst into peals of laughter, then spread her delicate fingers theatrically. ‘We read of your account of Endeavour’s call here in 1771, in the published journals of exploration, in which you claimed that there was no wheelbarrow in the whole island. So to correct that falsehood, I ordered the servants to display the 11 wheelbarrows that this house alone possesses.’ John grinned. Margaret regarded James from beneath puckered eyebrows and said in an ironic tone, ‘But I’m sorry, we could find no slaves or burdens for them to carry on their heads. They are at present all on leave.’ Again she laughed, delightedly, and Skottowe joined in.


    James felt his cheeks flushing. He looked down, shaking his head in frustration. So it had begun, the dissemination of Hawkesworth’s and Banks’s lies and exaggerations. Maddening. He gritted his teeth, drew a deep breath, looked up and said, ‘Madam, permit me to explain …’


    James returned to the ship in the late afternoon and went directly below. All the other officers except Pickersgill, who was officer of the watch, were ashore, and Resolution was unusually quiet. James unlocked the bureau where he kept Elizabeth’s journal. It was also the place where he kept his pistol case. He took the case out, opened it and removed the handsome brass weapon from its green felt bed. He had bought it from a gunsmith in London not long after he returned from the Endeavour voyage. It was a Continental flintlock with a 13-bore barrel, imported by the gunsmith from Holland. James had never killed anyone with it, but he had fired it over the heads of the aggressive natives in the New Hebrides to frighten them.


    He fitted the elegant butt of the pistol into the palm of his right hand. It felt reassuringly weighty. The pistol was a fine piece of craftsmanship, the perfect duelling weapon. But as a Navy man he could not take part in a duel.


    Then he had another idea. After placing the pistol back in its box and locking it in the bureau, he collected up Hawkesworth’s journals and went into his cabin. From there he took down his Brown Bess musket, which was clamped in brackets on the wall, and collected his powder horn and a bag of musket balls. Alone on the poop deck, he set down the muzzle-loader, then carefully stood Volume Two of the journals upright on the taffrail. Covers slightly open, it stood firm. He then poured powder and ball down the barrel of his musket, and tamped them into place with the metal ram-rod. At a range of just two yards, he took aim then squeezed the trigger. Hawkesworth’s book exploded. Shreds of paper flew into the air, then drifted down and settled on the green harbour water. James went to the taffrail and stared at the remains of the shattered book. Chuckling with satisfaction, he placed Volume Three on the rail, took more powder and ball and began to reload. As he did so Pickersgill came running up the steps to the upper deck. His expression was anxious. ‘What is it, Captain? What are you doing?’


    James smiled. ‘Just a little target practice, Pickersgill.’


    He brought the musket up to his shoulder, aimed and again squeezed the trigger. The shot rang out and Volume Three was blown to smithereens, its contents hurled into the air, then drifting down and settling on the water.


    Pickersgill looked askance. ‘You are using a book for target practice, sir?’


    James lowered his Brown Bess. ‘Aye. And the next shot will be for its author.’

  


  
    Thirty-one


    11 JUNE 1775


    At 3 o’clock in the afternoon we crossed the Equator in the longitude of 32° 14´ West. We had a fresh gale at ESE which blew in squalls attended by showers of rain which continued at certain intervals till noon the next day, after which we had 24 hours fair weather.


    ‘Land! Land ho! Off the starboard bow!’


    The cry came from able seaman Blackburn at the mainmast head. The crew crowded the starboard railings, peering eagerly into the summer haze. Then they too saw it, a line of forested hills, a quilt of cropland, descending to a cluster of tiled roofs, Plymouth harbour. Cheers went up from the crew. England! England!


    The next day they passed through the Solent, then entered the roadstead off Gilkicker Point, at Spithead. It was 30 July 1775, a Saturday. At just after noon, James stood on the quarterdeck with his three officers, watching master Gilbert overseeing the ship’s gradual entry into Portsmouth harbour. Earlier that day he had written in his official journal:


    We have been away from England for three years and 18 days. In which time I lost but four men and one only of them by sickness. Resolution has logged a total of over 20,000 leagues, or 60,000 nautical miles. I believe this to be the longest voyage Englishmen have ever undertaken.


    His journal to Elizabeth concluded with the words:


    My Odyssey is over. I am home.


    After going ashore the next morning and reporting to the authorities at Portsmouth’s naval dockyard, James was provided with a large post-chaise to convey him to London. He shared it with the Forsters and some of their bags of specimens; Hodges and his pile of sketch pads; astronomer Wales, who sat the K1 timekeeper on his knee as if it was his favourite child; and one of the able seamen, laconic Richard Grindall, who had been married in Plymouth just one hour before Resolution had sailed. The passengers’ several cabin trunks were strapped to the roof of the coach.


    Taking the Portsmouth Road, they passed over the South Downs and through the woodlands of New Hampshire before climbing to the Hog’s Back and following the crest of the North Downs. The air was thick with summer heat, the view from the Downs foreshortened by low cloud. They made only one stop—at Guildford, to feed and water the horses. Although each passenger stared out thankfully at the dark green spinneys and Surrey’s fields of ripening corn, during the journey there was little talk. Even Forster the elder had ceased his carping. For most of the journey, his froggy eyes remained closed. Each man kept his own counsel as he contemplated his future. After more than three years of lives so closely and uncomfortably shared, from now on they would be on their own. This journey represented their last confinement.


    And as the coach clattered on, James wondered above all how he would be received at home.


    ‘Captain! Good day, sir! Welcome home!’


    Philip Stephens, Admiralty Secretary, greeted James delightedly. His face was more lined and there were rolls of darkish flesh under his blue eyes, but the eyes themselves were as penetrating as ever. As he showed James through to the Admiralty’s reception room, James asked anxiously: ‘Did you receive my journal and charts?’


    Stephens nodded. ‘Oh yes. They were delivered here personally by Captain Newte, a month ago. The Lords have perused them.’ He put a respectful hand on James’s shoulder. ‘Splendid material, Captain. Wonderful work. You have surpassed yourself.’


    James heaved a sigh of relief. The thought of his protracted labours being lost had beset him with worry.


    The Lords entered the room, each greeting him individually and congratulating him on his extensive voyage, safe return and meticulous charting. As they chatted over tea and cakes, the fact that no Great South Continent had been discovered was not mentioned. But the discovery, naming and claiming for England of many previously unknown islands in the New Hebrides, along with the new land of New Caledonia and the archipelago in the South Atlantic, were cause for celebration. As was James’s meticulous re-charting of those islands previously discovered but faultily recorded by the explorers who had gone before him.


    However, today’s meeting at the Admiralty was merely a preliminary one, and necessarily brief, as the Lords were well aware that there were others awaiting James’s return. Stephens had already sent a courier to 7 Assembly Row to advise Elizabeth that her husband would be home later today. Bidding him goodbye for the time being, the Lords dispersed.


    James and Stephens walked out onto the street, where the secretary looked to hail a passing hackney to take James home. The road that ran past the Admiralty building was rutted and dusty, crowded with carriages, sedan chairs and men on horseback. It was a hot, heavy London afternoon. While they waited, Stephens said quietly, ‘You must now be considering your future, Captain.’


    James merely nodded. What now had the all-knowing Stephens heard? The secretary came closer and spoke into his ear. ‘There is the possibility of a vacancy occurring at the Royal Hospital in Greenwich.’


    James smiled. ‘I may be in my forty-seventh year, Stephens, but I am not yet an invalid.’


    Stephens waved his hand impatiently. ‘No, no. Not as a patient, but as a guest. You would be one of a quota of four naval captains based at the hospital. You would be provided with a generous pension and the resources to write a full account of Resolution and Adventure’s voyage. There would be no other duties.’


    James considered this in silence. Such a position would have definite advantages. Security, a place to write and time to do so. Elizabeth would doubtless approve. But in the meantime there were other considerations. He said to Stephens, ‘Have you read Hawkesworth’s published account of the voyages?’


    Stephens’s eyebrows flicked up and his mouth crimped. ‘I have. As have many others.’ He winced. ‘Hawkesworth’s volumes have sold in their thousands.’


    ‘In spite of the fact that what he wrote is largely fiction.’


    A muscle in one corner of Stephens’s mouth twitched. ‘I knew that you would be displeased with his version of events.’


    James glared at the secretary. ‘Displeased?’ He clenched his right fist. ‘I was irate when I read Hawkesworth’s distortions. It is an insult to me and my earlier voyage.’ His gaze and resolve hardening, he added, ‘I intend to publish a broadside which will kill his career.’


    Stephens blinked, then a faint smile replaced the tic at the side of his mouth. ‘That won’t be necessary.’ Looking over James’s shoulder, he signalled to an approaching hackney. ‘Hawkesworth died last November.’ He stroked his chin thoughtfully. ‘His Account of the Voyages received much hostile criticism from the experts for its inaccuracies. This is thought to have contributed to the fellow’s death.’

  


  
    Thirty-two


    LEANING OUT OF THE HACKNEY WINDOW as it approached the house, James saw two boys standing outside the front door. He reminded himself that his eldest son would be turning 12 this October, and that Nathaniel would have his 11th birthday in December. There were several gifts for both boys in his chest: carvings, spears, clubs. But there was no sign of Elizabeth.


    The hackney drew up outside Number 7 and James stepped out. As the driver began to take the sea chests down from the rack, James walked up to his sons. They eyed him warily. Young James was now a head taller than his brother, and strongly built. His direct gaze and prominent chin reminded James of his own father’s countenance. His elder son was going to be a big man. Nathaniel was stocky, with round cheeks and large blue eyes. His mother’s eyes. They both wore blue jackets over their vests, and brown calico breeches and boots.


    Churning with emotion, James held out his hand to them. ‘Lads, lads—’


    Shyly they each took his hand, saying quietly, ‘Papa.’ ‘Papa.’


    ‘Where is your mother?’ James looked over their heads towards the open door. Before they could reply, she was there in the doorway.


    James told the boys, ‘Help the cabman with the chests, lads,’ then he went to her. For a few moments they stood apart, James looking down, captivated, she gazing up as if at an apparition. Her fair hair was coiled up on her head, in the style that he liked, and pinned in place with a curved wooden comb. She wore the dove-grey silk gown that she had made for their meeting with the King, but without its hood and ribbons. Staring down into her face, he saw lines radiating from the corners of her eyes that had not been there before. And her lightly freckled cheeks had a concave aspect, accentuating the planes of the bones beneath her eyes.


    These alterations, and her air of ineffable sadness, reminded him of the losses she had suffered. Yet she was also, he thought, more beautiful than ever.


    He held out his arms and she came forward. Wrapping his arms around her, he buried his face in her hair, murmuring, ‘Elizabeth, dearest Elizabeth.’


    He felt the almost-forgotten softness of her body, the press of her breasts against his midriff, the cinnamon and lemon fragrance of her skin. And he was aware too of the shaking of her body, heard her soft sobbing, felt the dampness of the tears that were soaking into his vest.


    ‘James, James,’ she murmured, between her sobs. ‘It has been so long. Too long.’


    At last she drew back and stared up at him. Her face was wet with tears, her eyes misted over. She swallowed, twice, then ran her tongue over her lips. She began to speak, stopped, swallowed once more, tried again. ‘Don’t leave me again, James.’ Her voice was imploring.


    She looked over to where young James and Nathaniel were eagerly piling his sea chests up at the front of the house. ‘It’s been so hard,’ Elizabeth said. ‘Don’t leave us again.’


    Smiling down at her, remembering the Greenwich Hospital position, James said firmly, ‘No.’
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    I am grateful to the experienced maritime writer Joan Druett for providing me with specialist nautical advice, while Tahiti authority Professor Alex Frame supplied me with information with regard to the Society Islands’ kingfisher. I also wish to acknowledge the assistance of Ian Boreham, editor of Cook’s Log, published quarterly in England by the Captain Cook Society, for his expert advice.


    Once the text had been written, Stephen Stratford carried out the editing with meticulousness and an unerring eye for anachronism. I am again indebted to the media knowledge of my experienced publicist, Sandra Noakes, the continued enthusiasm, loyalty and professionalism of my agent, Linda Cassells, and the support and good humour of HarperCollins’ publisher in Auckland, Finlay Macdonald.

  


  
    The Secret Life of James Cook by Graeme Lay


    A fictionalised account of the famous navigator’s early life, The Secret Life of James Cook Cook’s youthful ambitions, his early naval career, his marriage to Elizabeth and their family life.


    Drawing on his personal knowledge of the South Pacific and Australasia, novelist Graeme Lay recreates the peerless navigator’s life up to, and including, his first circumnavigation of the world. In particular, Graeme examines the relationship between James and his equally remarkable wife, Elizabeth, the woman he married when he was 34 and she 21, and by whom he had six children, all born while he was away at sea.


    The Secret Life of James Cook also depicts the often-stormy relationship between the self-made English naval commander and the dashing, privileged naturalist Joseph Banks, who accompanied Cook on his first world voyage.


    ‘a good read and it rings true … what more can anyone ask?’


    Weekend Herald, Auckland

  


  
    About the Author


    Graeme Lay was born in Foxton, New Zealand, and grew up in coastal Taranaki, which imbued him with a lifelong love of the sea. After graduating from Victoria University of Wellington in 1967 he lived overseas for some years, then returned to New Zealand to live on Auckland’s North Shore. First published in 1978, he has written novels for adults and young adults, as well as collections of short stories and travel writing and several non-fiction works. Many of his books are set in the islands of the South Pacific. A past secretary of the Frank Sargeson Trust, he writes from his home in the marine suburb of Devonport. He is married to Gillian and they have three adult children.

  


  
    Other Books by Graeme Lay


    Novels and Short Story Collections


    The Mentor


    The Fools on the Hill


    Temptation Island


    Dear Mr Cairney


    Motu Tapu: Stories of the South Pacific


    The Town on the Edge of the World


    Alice & Luigi


    The Secret Life of James Cook


    Young Adult Novels


    The Wave Rider


    Leaving One Foot Island


    Return to One Foot Island


    The Pearl of One Foot Island


    The Jacket


    Children


    Are We There Yet? A Kiwi Kid’s Holiday Exploring Guide


    Nanny Potaka’s Birthday Treat


    Non-fiction


    The Cook Islands (with Ewan Smith)


    Pacific New Zealand


    In Search of Paradise: Artists and Writers in the Colonial South Pacific


    Whangapoua: A History


    Travel


    Passages: Journeys in Polynesia


    New Zealand: A Visual Celebration (with Gareth Eyres)


    Samoa (with Evotia Tamua)


    Feasts & Festivals (with Glenn Jowitt)


    The Globetrotter Guide to New Zealand


    The Best of Auckland


    New Zealand: The Magnificent Journey (with Gareth Eyres)


    The Miss Tutti Frutti Contest: Travel Tales of the South Pacific


    The Globetrotter Travel Atlas of New Zealand


    Inside the Cannibal Pot

  


  
    Copyright


    Fourth Estate


    An imprint of HarperCollins HarperCollinsPublishers


    First published in 2014


    This edition published in 2014


    by HarperCollinsPublishers (New Zealand) Limited


    Unit D1, 63 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, Auckland 0632, New Zealand


    harpercollins.co.nz


    Copyright © Graeme Lay 2014


    Graeme Lay asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work. This work is copyright. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, copied, scanned, stored in a retrieval system, recorded, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior written permission of the publisher.


    HarperCollinsPublishers


    Unit D1, 63 Apollo Drive, Rosedale, Auckland 0632, New Zealand


    Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street, Sydney NSW 2000


    A 53, Sector 57, Noida, UP, India


    77–85 Fulham Palace Road, London W6 8JB, United Kingdom


    2 Bloor Street East, 20th floor, Toronto, Ontario M4W 1A8, Canada


    10 East 53rd Street, New York NY 10022, USA


    ISBN 978 1 7755 4041 0 (pbk)


    ISBN 978 1 7754 9078 4 (epub)


    Cover design by Matt Stanton, HarperCollins Design Studio


    Cover images by Richard Jenkins


    Map by Map Illustrations

  

OEBPS/Images/map.jpg
] , =i
T ‘ UGN
- — w7 womTH 2 g
4 AMERICA et
North i1 o
@ Pacttic §woren
A i
Nt -3
e
% AMERICA
ANTARCTICA \ =






OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
James Cook’s

Graeme Lay






OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
James Cook’s

New World

Graeme Lay





