
COOL water hitting my face
brought me to. The stinging sen-
sation in my legs made me wince
as I tried to get to my feet. A loud
booming voice yelled, “Help the
good-for-nothing get to his feet.”
I was hauled up by two sailors
and dragged in the direction of
the voice.
Standing on the quarter deck
was the Master of the Surprise,
Nicholas Anstis. I was dropped
like a sack of potatoes at his feet.
I felt the toe of his boot connect
with my ribs and I curled into a
ball to protect myself.
“Rise up, you useless, waste of
a human being.”
I sensed his foot swinging
towards me but I moved before it
could find its target. I dragged
myself to a standing position.
“What are you playing at boy? I
have a good mind to throw you
overboard to retrieve that bucket.
I will not tolerate such wilful loss
of property aboard my ship. You’ll
feel the full extent of my wrath.
Give him nine strokes of the
birch.”
Master Anstis turned on his
heel but before he could dis-
appear a call came from the main
deck.
“I’ll take the punishment. He is
but a lad doing the work of a
grown man. It was an accident.
Show some mercy.” I didn’t have
to look to see who was speaking. I
knew the voice. It was Davey.
“Who dares to question my
authority as master of this ship?”

Davey stepped
forward as

thrown into a solitary cell. It
was completely dark inside and
barely large enough to lie down
in.
Over the next three days, I
was totally isolated from any
human contact except for the
brief encounters with the person
who brought me bread and wa-
ter. I became disorientated not
knowing when it was day or
night. To pass the time I made up
stories in my head, promising
myself to write them down if I
ever had the chance.

Upon my release from
solitary confinement I
was near to hysteria but
once again Davey came
to my rescue. He

looked after me
through my fever-
ish nightmare-
filled sleep,
encouraging
me to eat and
get some exer-

cise. My body
ached from being
pulled pillar to post
by the bucket over-
board then being
cramped up for days. It
took me days to recov-
er.
Somehow Davey
got hold of a few
sheets of paper and a
piece of lead. I didn’t
ask how but it en-
abled me to do some
writing and was a
good tonic to settle my
mind. It was the first
time since leaving
England 83 days ago,
that I felt free as I lost
myself in the written word.
The whispers below deck were
that the ship was to dock at the
Cape of Good Hope the next day,
ending the first leg of our journey
on board the Surprise. The ques-
tion on my lips was what else was
in store for us wretches.

his ire by slamming his cane he
carried down on the deck.
It took four of the crew to wres-
tle Davey to the place of punish-
ment. He was laid across a cask,
with his hands and feet extended
to the utmost. In this position he
received 25 stripes of the rod. The

sight of the blood on the
skin of his back made
me sick but not once did
he flinch or make a
sound.
Having been
made to witness
my friend’s brave
act, I was taken
below and

bold as brass. He was an impos-
ing figure. Working below decks
in the heat had raised beads of
sweat that glistened on the bare
skin of his large frame.
“So, we have a martyr in our
midst. How lucky you are boy
to have a guardian angel.
Very well, throw the lad in
solitary confinement for
three days and flog this
man. 25 strokes should
teach him not to take
a stand. ”
Master Anstis
took his leave
show-
ing

A ship to nowhere
Spared the taste of the whip by Davey, this boy learns the truemeaning of friendship
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❝“What are you playing at boy? I
have a good mind to throw you
overboard to retrieve that bucket.
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FLOGGING THE FACTS
● Nicholas Anstis
Master Nicholas Anstis was chief mate of the First Fleet ship Lady
Penrhyn and made a return trip to New South Wales as master of the
ship Surprise in the Second Fleet.
● The birch rod
The birch rod was used as a form of physical punishment. It consisted
of a bundle of long birch twigs bound together by cord. The withes (or
twigs) often came from the birch tree or other species of tree/shrub
such as hazel, beech or willow as long as the “rods” were thin and
supple. These would then be soaked in salt water or vinegar for
storage so as to be ready for use.
● Cape of Good Hope
The Cape of Good Hope is at the southern tip of the Cape Peninsula in
South Africa. The ships of the Second Fleet made only one stop on the
way, docking at Table Bay (now Cape Town). The journey from England
to the Cape of Good Hope took the Surprise 84 days.
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