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Pod koniec pazdziernika tego roku fora i komentarze serwiséw internetowych obiegta wies¢ o
zblizajacej sie katastrofie HMS BOUNTY (repliki osiemnastowiecznego okretu zaglowego brytyjskiej
Krélewskiej Marynarki Wojennej), ktéry ostatecznie zatonat 29 pazdziernika, okoto 90 mil morskich
od wybrzezy Karoliny Pétnocnej. Piekny, wielce zastuzony statek, przez wiele lat popularyzujgcy
tradycyjne zeglarstwo na morzach i ekranach kin przeszedt do historii mimo préb jego uratowania. W
2011 roku zaglowiec goscit w Polsce podczas Baltic Sail Gdansk. Od tragedii mingt miesiac - poza
prasowymi spotami w sieci pojawity sie tez relacje oséb, ktére przezyty tamten sztorm.

Zaglowiec zostat zbudowany w 1960 roku w Lunenburg w Nowej Szkocji dla hollywoodzkiego MGM
na potrzeby filmu ,,Bunt na Bounty” z Marlonem Brando w roli gtdwnej (jednego z kilku obrazéw,
ktére opisywaty historie statku). W ekranizacji przedstawione zostaty wydarzenia z 1789 roku, kiedy
to zbuntowana przeciwko kapitanowi Williamowi Bligh zatoga, z oficerem Fletcherem Christianem na
czele, przejeta okret.

W pdzniejszych latach HMS BOUNTY podtrzymywat romans z branzg kinematograficzng: w 1990
zaglowiec zagrat gtéwng role w filmie ,Wyspa skarbéw” z Christianem Bale i Charltonem Hestonem,
a w ostatniej dekadzie postuzyt za piracki okret w jednej z czesci ,Piratow z Karaibéw”.

HMS BOUNTY miat na swoim koncie zastugi nie tylko w dziedzinie sztuki filmowej, lecz takze na polu
edukacji mtodziezy i kultywowania tradycyjnej zeglugi morskiej. Na jego poktadzie odbywaty sie
obozy zeglarskie, przyblizajace zeglarstwo w tradycyjnym stylu.

25 pazdziernika br. statek wyruszyt z portu New London w stanie Connecticut z zamiarem
doptyniecia na dzien 7 listopada do St. Petersburg na Florydzie. Na wies$¢ o zblizajacycm sie
huraganie Sandy kapitan Robin Walbridge (63-letni, bardzo doswiadczony dowédca jednostki)
usitowat oming¢ strefe najwiekszego zagrozenia obierajgc kurs na wschéd. Przez dtuzszy czas statek
nie byt zagrozony, az do chwili, gdy zaczat nabiera¢ wody, a z powodu awarii zasilania przestaty
dziata¢ elektryczne pompy zezowe. Zatoga recznie nie nadgzata z wybieraniem wody, dlatego
kapitan nadat sygnat wezwania pomocy, a o 4:30 rano zarzadzit opuszczenie tongcego statku.
Wiekszos¢ cztonkdéw 16-osobowej zatogi znalazto schronienie na dwdéch tratwach ratunkowych.
Helikopter US Coast Gard wczesnym rankiem uratowat 14 oséb, a pézniej wytowit jeszcze jedna,
ktérej nie udato sie reanimowac. Byta to daleka krewna Fletchera Christiana - Claudene Christian (42
lata). Nie odnaleziono kapitana Robin'a Walbridge, zmytego z poktadu wraz z Claudene podczas
opuszczania jednostki - poszukiwania przerwano 1 listopada.

W poczatku listopada na stronach The Paris Review pojawit sie tekst Robin Beth Schaer, opisujgcy jej
wspomnienie ostatniego rejsu BOUNTY. Tres¢ jej wpisu w oryginale zamieszczamy ponizej:

Falling Overboard

2.11.2012 | Robin Beth Schaer

At first, | couldn’t sleep on the ship. At night, bunked beneath the waterline, | put my hand against
the wooden hull and imagined dark water on the other side pressing back. | lay awake holding my
breath, picturing the route I would swim through a maze of cabins and hatches if the ship went
down. In port, Bounty had looked tremendous: one hundred and eighty feet long, three masts
stretching a hundred feet into the sky, and a thousand square yards of canvas sails. But underway,
with ocean spreading toward horizon in every direction, she was small, and inside her | was even
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smaller.

| had lost my job and my marriage when | saw Bounty for the first time. | wanted to stowaway, cast
off, and leave the ruins of my life behind—and Bounty let me. Yet | left far more than grief on land;
what mattered at home—education, achievements, appearance—was irrelevant at sea. It was
unsettling to abandon all that | thought defined me. | sat in the galley with the other deckhands and
wondered what they understood from my face. | was uncertain of what remained.

To leave the shore required surrender; | had to give myself over to the ship and the journey,
wherever it led and whatever it revealed. | fell into the rhythms of standing watch and eating meals.
Soon even the ship’s deep rolls and strange music of creaking timbers became familiar. | learned
lines and sails, practiced emergency drills, and studied the compass and charts; | tarred, painted,
spliced, caulked, and I finally slept. | slept deeply, trusting when | closed my eyes others were
awake, on watch, keeping me safe, just as | had done for them. We were profoundly dependent on
each other.

With that dependence came an admission of fragility. We relied on each other aboard the ship
because it was necessary to survive. Every day we climbed up the shrouds together, we lay our
bodies over the yards to furl and unfurl sails, and we trusted we were safe in the rig while the sea
swelled underneath. Change happened fast: winds suddenly shifted, waves crashed over catheads,
and storms appeared. Every day | grasped how easy it would be to fall, to slip, to let go, to die. To
recognize that risk is also to understand the dominion of nature. Our voyage depended on
understanding the winds and currents, and respecting our place beneath the movements of the
stars.

To explore, to protect, to fish, and to trade have always required facing the ocean. The risks have
become legend, and the language for intense emotions—whether love or loss—are borrowed from
the extremes of life at sea. We are in the same boat; We ply uncharted waters; We weather the
storm; We are lost at sea; We go down with the ship. Yet, these expressions are far from figurative
for sailors. Instead, the words are literal and steeped in animism; they contain an understanding that
the sea, the ship, and the winds have power. Our captain often patted the pinrail and reminded us,
“If we take care of her, she will take care of us.” To survive, we had to reckon with each other, the
ship, and nature.

The pact formed between ourselves and the environment is delicate and easily broken. Sea levels
rise, currents change, and a hurricane twice the size of Texas churns towards New York. Off the
coast of North Carolina, Bounty is tossed in its wake. | am split in two by the storm: | am home as my
city floods, while at sea the ship loses power, founders, and begins to sink. The order to abandon
ship is given and the crew in their heavy red neoprene survival suits leap into rafts to await rescue.
As they evacuate, the captain and two crewmembers are swept overboard. One swims to a raft, the
dead body of another will be found hours later, and after four days the Coast Guard will give up
searching for the Captain.

| want to look away from the broken ship with her masts snapped and hull submerged. | want to blur
the crew lifted by helicopters from twenty foot seas. | want to veer from the Captain, washed
overboard, and drifting alone in rough waters. | say the truth is unfathomable and the phrase snags
in my throat, a trope already taken from the sea. | catch myself saying fathom again: a word that
once meant embrace, and then the length from arm to arm of rope or water, and now means
understanding. Bounty is on the sea floor and her Captain lost (my ship, my Captain gone); | don't
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want to hold, or measure the depth, or understand this loss.

| was never meant to stay aboard the ship forever; | knew this. Bounty carried me from one place to
another, and | let myself be taken. | lost myself in the wind and the canvas, and the open ocean.
Inside her hull was a home; between the crew was a family. Now the ship is wrecked, but we are not
stranded. To fathom is truly what the voyage taught: to embrace, measure, and understand the
fragility and strength in this blue world and our dependence on each other within it. | learned to love
a ship and then | stepped ashore willing to risk my heart.

Prace Robin Beth Schear pojawity sie m.in. w Tin House, The Awl, Bomb, Denver Quaterly i Prairie
Schooner. Otrzymata stypendia od Yaddo, Djerassi, Saltonstall oraz Virginia Center for the Creative
Arts. Uczy pisania w Cooper Union und Marymount Manhattan College w Nowym Jorku.
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