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CHAPTER ONE




The garden of the residence of the governor of St. Kitts was a beautiful place, renowned throughout the neighboring islands for the serenity it inspired in those fortunate enough to visit. On this spring morning it was especially beautiful. The expected rain had passed north of the island, leaving a whisper of sea breeze to carry the myriad fragrances to those who sat nearby.

Standing at one end of the garden, Commander William Brewer fought to control his nerves. He looked around him as casually as he could without drawing attention to himself. He was standing in front of a large crowd, between a priest of the Church of England on his right hand and Admiral Lord Horatio Hornblower on his left, and he was there to be married. He glanced down the aisle that divided the crowd, but there was no sign of the bride. 

Brewer had never given much thought to having a large wedding; he would have been content with a small service attended by close friends. But Elizabeth had insisted. She had dreamed of this day all her life, she said, and he had gone along for her sake. Any moment now, she would appear at the far end of the center aisle on her father’s arm. Brewer had seen her dress once—a beautiful white gown with accents of handmade lace and a train fully ten feet in length—but he had yet to see her in it, and it was all he could do not to crane his neck and stare.

“Not having second thoughts, are you, William?” a voice said at his shoulder. He glanced to his left to the smiling face of his mentor.

“Never, my lord,” he said. “Did you, when you married Lady Barbara?”

“No,” Hornblower confided, “but I must confess that, even if I had, Bush would have firmly dispelled them.”

Brewer smiled at the inside joke and said, “I wish he could be here.”

Hornblower looked steadily over the crowd. “As do I.”

Brewer looked at the assembly and allowed his eyes to fall on Lady Barbara Hornblower stationed serenely in the first chair. She had travelled to Jamaica to visit her husband.

Next, Brewer’s gaze fell on his men in the third row. Lieutenant Greene was seated on the aisle seat, with Dr. Spinelli next to him. Both men were watching his interactions with the admiral with interest. Mac, his coxswain, was seated on the Doctor’s other side; he’d come along more to see that Brewer stayed out of trouble than anything else. In fact, he had been going to wait outside for them to come out; Brewer had had to insist he come inside for the ceremony. Next to Mac sat Mr. Sweeney, sailing master and substitute mentor. Brewer knew he was lucky to have him. The last was Commander Gerard, his old friend from the Lydia and the admiral’s aide.

A change in music caught his attention, signaling to everyone the momentous arrival of the bride. Now he saw Elizabeth in a beautiful cloud of white, standing with her father, and the two began their slow march to join him at the altar. The crowd stood as the bride came forward. She halted just before the altar and knelt in prayer. Brewer felt his heart pounding; she was even more beautiful than he’d ever imagined she could be. After a few moments in prayer, she stood again, and her father presented her to her intended.

Afterward, Brewer would confide to his close friends that he had no memory of the ceremony itself. He could not remember saying his vows or pledging his troth, and he only vaguely remembered the admiral handing him the ring and the act of putting it on her finger. The only words he remembered hearing were “You may kiss the bride.” At that point he turned toward her and kissed her tenderly, and when they parted he knew his heart was hers. 

The minister presented them to the assembly as “Commander and Mrs. William Brewer,” and Brewer walked his bride down the aisle to the thunderous applause of all. The couple made their way to the residence’s main hall, where they waited to receive their guests at the traditional wedding breakfast. 

Brewer’s bride hung on his arm and buried her face in his chest. “Husband and wife,” she said. “I can scarcely believe it.”

“Believe it,” he said, as he kissed her head. “You’re stuck with me now, Mrs. Brewer.”

“Mmm,” she murmured as he squeezed his arm. “That’s just the way I want it, Commander.”

He smiled at her as the guests began to file in. They greeted each in turn and thanked them for coming. When the last guests had made their way to the tables and found their places, the happy couple proceeded to the table at the head of the room and took their seats.

The Admiral rose and raised his glass.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “I ask you to join me as we drink the health of the happy couple.” He cleared his throat loudly. “Ha-h’m! May they never know sorrow. May health and prosperity be their constant companions. May the wife find comfort in the knowledge that her husband is doing his duty for King and Country, and may the husband be supported in his duty by the loyalty and devotion of his wife. May they be blessed with sons who will wear the King’s uniform and follow their father’s example, and daughters to be the mothers of young gentlemen. I give you the bride and groom!”

The room erupted with cheering and acclamation.

Lord and Lady Hornblower approached the newlyweds, and Lord Hornblower bowed over the new bride’s hand.

“If I may impose,” he said, “I should like to borrow the Commander for a few minutes.”

“Of course, my lord,” she said sweetly, handing over her husband.

“I shan’t be long,” Brewer said quietly before following his admiral from the room.

“See that you aren’t,” Elizabeth replied.

The two ladies watched the gentlemen walk away. Elizabeth sighed.

“Milady,” she said softly, “will I ever get used to it?”

“Used to what, my dear?”

Elizabeth stared at the door. “Watching him leave.”

Barbara smiled and put her arm around her new friend. “I’m afraid not. At least, I never have. Keep yourself busy while he is gone, or you will go mad with worry.”

“And if he doesn’t return?”

“Some things are in God’s hands,” Barbara answered. “Cherish your time with him. And remember, you are always welcome at Smallbridge.”




Brewer followed Hornblower into an empty office and closed the door behind them.

“Yes, my lord?”

“William,” Hornblower said, “I have called you here to say goodbye.”

“My lord?”

“I have reached the end of my three-year term and am returning to Smallbridge. Barbara came out on the West Indies packet to help me pack up and to accompany me home.” Hornblower sat in a chair and directed Brewer to the one opposite it.

“My lord,” Brewer said, “I don’t know what to say. I am very happy for you both.”

“Then just listen. I have decided to take advantage of the tradition that a relieved station chief can make two promotions, one to lieutenant and the other to post captain. I have my eye on a midshipman in Clorinda for the promotion to lieutenant, and I have decided to promote you to post captain.”

Brewer stared at his mentor, wide-eyed and with his mouth hanging open. Hornblower laughed.

“That’s the same look I had on my face when old Cornwallis did the same for me!”

Brewer blushed in embarrassment and closed his mouth. “My apologies, my lord. I don’t know how to thank you.”

“Keep doing what you have been, and that will be thanks enough. You’ve earned this, William, never doubt it. I was just fortunate to help with the timing, that’s all.”

Hornblower crossed his arms over his chest. “And, in light of your recent promotion, Captain, it is my duty to relieve you of command of HMS Revenge.”

Brewer was dumbfounded. “My lord?”

The admiral smiled. “William, you know as well as I do that a post captain cannot command a sixth-rate like Revenge.”

“Oh,” Brewer said, ceding his admiral’s point. “Yes, I see, my lord.”

Hornblower smiled cryptically. “What you do not know, Captain, is that HMS Phoebe is scheduled for a refit as soon as Revenge clears the dock. She’s yours when you return to Port Royal.”

Brewer’s spirits recovered immediately. “Thank you, my lord!”

“You’re welcome. You may take your officers with you to your new command.”

“You are too kind, my lord,” Brewer said. “Pardon me, but you said my officers?”

Hornblower nodded, knowing what his friend was hinting at. “Yes, William. With all due respect to Mr. Greene, I have decided to give HMS Revenge to Commander Gerard. He deserves a chance at some good prize money, and I think he’s earned a command of his own, don’t you?”

“Undoubtedly,” Brewer said. He felt disappointed for Greene, but on the other hand he was happy to be keeping his first officer by his side. “My lord, I don’t know how to thank you for all you have done.”

Hornblower waved it away. “I’m glad for the chance to help a promising young officer. I had officers who aided me in my career—Cornwallis and Pellew, for example—and I’m happy to pass it along. Just promise me you will do the same if you are ever in a position to do so.”

“I promise, my lord,” he said, and the two men shook hands.




The two men returned to the wedding breakfast and found their wives deep in conversation.

“My lord?” Brewer said as they approached the pair, “Should I be concerned?”

“Yes,” Hornblower deadpanned in return. “You should.”

“Now, Horatio,” his wife scolded, “don’t be poisoning the young groom’s mind before I’ve even had a chance to train his bride.”

“My apologies, my dear. I had no idea you weren’t finished.”

“Did your meeting go well?” Elizabeth asked her husband.

“Oh, very well indeed,” Hornblower interrupted. “Ladies, may I introduce to you the newly-promoted Captain William Brewer, now commanding His Majesty’s frigate Phoebe.”

“Oh, William!” his bride jumped out of her chair and kissed him on the cheek.

Brewer’s father-in-law now leaned forward over the table. “Congratulations, Captain. Forgive me, but I couldn’t help but overhear the joyous news.”

“Thank you, sir,” Brewer said. Elizabeth glowed with joy.

Hornblower smiled. “I shall write out the orders giving you command of Phoebe before I leave, William. I pray your father-in-law will loan me a clerk to make copies?”

The governor bowed. “At your service, my lord.”

“Excellent. Captain, your orders will include a paragraph authorizing you to sleep out of your ship for thirty days. I suggest you send Mr. Greene and the rest back immediately to oversee Phoebe’s refit.”

“Yes, my lord,” Brewer said. “Request permission for Dr. Spinelli to remain, my lord. I would prefer to travel with him on my way back to Jamaica.”

Hornblower nodded. “I’ll see to it. In the meantime, Captain, I suggest you enjoy yourself; your thirty days begin tomorrow. Report to me when you return to Jamaica.”

Brewer bowed. “Thank you, my lord.”

They enjoyed the wedding breakfast, feasting on the delicacies that came from the governor’s kitchen. Brewer gazed in wonder at his new bride beside him, talking to one of her friends. Hornblower and Lady Barbara were on his other side, sitting silently and watching.




The following morning, Brewer and Elizabeth set off for their honeymoon. The governor and several friends came down to the jetty to see them off. Brewer raised the sail on the skiff he had rented, and they sailed away. Once outside the harbor entrance, Brewer turned north and sailed up the western side of the island to a secluded little cove just east of its northern tip. He lowered the sail as they entered the cove, and the skiff slid in to shore. At the far end of the cove, out of sight of the entrance, was a small cottage. Brewer jumped out and ran the skiff up onto the shore before helping Elizabeth out.

“I first came here not long after my father and I arrived on the island,” she said, as they walked hand-in-hand up the beach. “I decided right away that if I got married while we were here, this was where I wanted to spend my honeymoon.”

He opened the door for her and closed it behind them. The he put his arms around her and kissed her with all the passion he possessed. She returned his passion, nearly overwhelming him in the process. They looked at each other, words lost in the moment.

“Well,” he said breathlessly, “I’d better go unload the skiff.”

She grabbed him by the arm. He turned and noticed a devilish look in her eyes.

“I think that can wait, Captain,” she said, and she led him to the bedroom.




The sun was low in the sky when they emerged and began to set up house. He made the trips to the skiff to bring their belongings and food to the cottage alone, she being busy inside the dwelling. There was a roaring fire going when he stepped inside from his final trip.

“Well!” he said. “Could it be that you were telling me the truth about your domestic abilities?”

“Captain,” she said coyly, “see for yourself.”

As pleasant days went by he did see, and he saw more than he ever expected to see. She kept house, cooked, and made coffee (nearly as good as Alfred’s). He, too, was used to working in the kitchen and around the house, and cheerfully joined her in domestic bliss.

The two weeks flew by. It seemed to both of them that they had hardly arrived before it was time to return. They cleaned the cottage and took their possessions to the skiff. Brewer helped her in and then shoved off. He paddled the craft to the entrance of the cove before raising the sail. They sailed south without incident, with him sitting at the tiller and her beside him, leaning back on his chest and enjoying the sea breeze. 

They arrived before the noonday sun beat hot upon the waters. Brewer returned the skiff, and the couple left their possessions at the dock office for servants to retrieve later. 

On their way to Governor’s House, they stopped at the inn where the good Dr. Spinelli was staying. They found him engaged in a game of chess with another resident.

“Ah!” he said when he saw them enter. “The happy couple appears. Well, my dear, I see you haven’t thrown him overboard yet. So, do you still think him worth keeping?”

“Oh, Doctor,” she said smiling, “I think he has great possibilities!”

Spinelli laughed as Elizabeth kissed her husband on the cheek. 

“Doctor,” Brewer said, “can you be ready to sail in the morning?”

“Aye, but I heard a couple of merchant captains talking, and they feared that bad weather was closing in.”

Brewer frowned at the news. “Well, book us passage on the first available shipping to Port Royal, and we’ll see what happens.”

“You can sup with us tonight, Doctor,” Elizabeth said. “Eight o’clock.”

“Thank you, fair lady. I shall be there.”




The weather did indeed close in and kept the two officers virtual prisoners for three days. Elizabeth watched her husband grow more and more restless with each passing day, and she herself began to fret. Dr. Spinelli noticed and asked her to take a walk through the garden with him during a break in the rain.

He addressed her as as they walked side by side. “I see you are troubled, my lady.”

“I apologize, doctor,” she replied. “It’s just that I’m not used to seeing this side of my husband.”

“What do you mean?”

“He is becoming restless, and I know not how to help him.”

Spinelli smiled. “I’m afraid you cannot.”

She stopped for a moment, but he gestured for her to move again.

“You will learn in time that his heart may be yours, but his mind and soul belong to his ship. He has a new command that he has yet to see. By this time, Mr. Greene and McCleary should be back and getting Phoebe ready for his arrival, but to him that’s not nearly enough.”

He stopped and faced her. “You must never doubt his love for you, but you must resign yourself to the fact that he is being called away by forces he cannot resist.”

She sighed and looked down the pathway. “Lady Barbara said something similar when we spoke at the wedding breakfast, but I didn’t realize it would be so hard.”

The doctor nodded sympathetically. “He will come back to you, my dear; never doubt it. When all is finally said and done, he will be yours.”

The next morning, Brewer was up early. He checked the weather and decided that there was a good chance they could make the morning tide. He quickly woke Elizabeth and rang for the servants to bring their tea. He dressed hurriedly, hardly paying attention to the cup of tea cooling on the dresser. He turned to find his bride standing at the end of the bed, watching him, herself still in her nightgown.

“You aren’t going to get dressed?” he asked as he pulled on his boot.

“No,” she said, sitting down on the bed beside him, “I believe I’d rather say goodbye to you here, where it’s just the two of us.” She rested her head on his shoulder, and he put his arms around her. “I wish you didn’t have to go.”

He closed his eyes; he’d hoped to avoid this. He took a deep breath and kissed her on the head. “I know. I wish it, too, but you know I have to go.”

He felt her head nod against his chest, and he patted her shoulder. After a few moments, he heard her sniff back tears, and she sat up. He pulled on his other boot, and she stood and got his coat. She helped him into it, then turned him around and straightened his lapels. She smiled and pulled a piece of lint off one of his epaulettes. 

“Now,” she said, “you are ready to assume your new command.”

“Aye aye, sir,” he said. He took her in his arms and kissed her. “Goodbye for a little while, Mrs. Brewer.”

“Goodbye for a little while, my love.”




Brewer sent his sea chest to the ship and walked to the inn to collect the doctor. The two men hurried to the wharf and boarded a schooner bound for Jamaica. Despite his rank, Brewer found himself sharing a cabin with the doctor.

“Sorry about the accommodations,” Spinelli said, “but this was the first available ship departing St. Kitts, and I thought you’d rather put up with me and leave sooner.”

“You thought right,” Brewer said. He tossed his coat onto his hammock and looked around. The cabin was barely big enough for their two hammocks to be strung comfortably. There was a small table under the porthole. “Did the captain say how long a passage?”

“He said he hoped for a fast passage. Perhaps a week, if we’re lucky.”

Brewer shrugged. “Shall we take a turn on the deck?”

The two officers went up on deck. They spoke briefly with the ship’s master and observed the sailors. There wasn’t much to else to see, only crates of excess cargo, and animals penned or tied up toward the forecastle. Brewer looked at the Doctor and shook his head, then started pacing across the deck, just aft of the mainmast. Dr. Spinelli fell into step beside him. For a while, neither of them spoke. They just paced back and forth, port to starboard to port to starboard. Brewer’s eyes were focused on the deck eighteen inches in front of him. Finally, the doctor had had enough.

“William,” he whispered as he leaned in close, “if we keep this up much longer, the ship will break in two and we shall fall into the sea.”

That did the trick. The lunacy of the statement pulled Brewer up short.

“What?”

“Good,” Spinelli said as he faced his captain and crossed his arms over his chest. “If you’re trying to kill me, sir, might I request you use a pistol? It would be quicker.”

Brewer looked around and realized what he had been doing. He shrugged his shoulders and sighed. “Sorry. It’s just that my mind is torn in two. Every time I try to think about the ship and what’s got to be done when we get there, I can concentrate only a few minutes before thoughts of Elizabeth break in, and I find myself missing her. So then I scold myself and try to concentrate on the ship, and there she is again.”

Spinelli laughed as he took his friend by the arm, and they resumed their trek, only this time at a much more relaxed pace.

“Oh, William, did you really think you could leave a woman like Elizabeth after only a two-week honeymoon and simply put her out of your mind? No, no, no, my captain, it doesn’t work that way. You see, now you have two wives, and they are fighting for your heart. Eventually, one will win, and only you will know which it will be. After that, you’ll have a wife and a mistress, and only you will know which is which. You will spend the rest of your lives together leaving the one and coming home to the other, and you will feel guilty about it every time.”

“You’re not doing much to cheer me up,” Brewer grumped.

Spinelli patted him on the shoulder. “My apologies, Captain.” They came to the starboard rail and made their turn. “Just remember, Elizabeth will always wait for you to come home to her.”

Brewer lifted his head and sighed. “Thank you, Adam.”




The remainder of the journey passed quickly. The master invited them to dine with him almost every night. The food was nowhere near Alfred’s standards, but it was good nonetheless. Brewer was grateful that the questions the master and his mate peppered them with were all about the pirates El Diabolito and Cofrese and not about Bonaparte. They walked the deck every day there was good weather, and they played many games of chess, either on deck or in their cabin. 

They also discussed the new ship. One evening, a day or so out from Port Royal, they were enjoying the evening breeze, leaning on the rail at the port quarter, when Spinelli suddenly turned to his friend.

“What was that, Captain?” he asked.

“I was saying I hope they were able to replace all her copper,” Brewer repeated. “I neglected to ask Mr. Greene to insist upon it.”






CHAPTER TWO


Captain Brewer and Dr. Spinelli were standing by the entry port as the packet was tied up at the dock. They bid the master and his mate farewell and thanked them for a safe voyage. They walked down the gangplank and made their way to the end of the wharf before stopping to get their bearings.

“Well, Captain,” Spinelli said, “where to first?”

Brewer looked around the harbor, trying and failing to spot Phoebe. “We divide forces here, I think,” he said with a frown. “Make arrangements to have our dunnage forwarded to the ship, if you please. Report to Mr. Greene as soon as you can; that will let him know we have arrived. I am going to see the admiral.”

“Aye aye, sir,” the doctor said, knuckling his head for good measure.

Brewer acknowledged the salute and began his walk to the admiral’s house. Along the way, he turned over in his mind what commanding a frigate would be like, compared to HMS Revenge, and whether he was really ready for it. Obviously, the admiral thought he was; he knew that Hornblower would not give him a command he had not earned. Therefore, what he was feeling boiled down to a question of self-confidence. His thoughts flitted to the Corsican and his advice about being ready to seize opportunity by the throat and make it his. He set his jaw and nodded to himself; ready or not, opportunity had arrived, and he had to seize it by the throat.

He arrived at the Admiral’s house and knocked at the door. He was admitted by a servant and shown to the small library off the foyer to await his Lordship’s convenience. He studied the titles of books until the door opened and Lieutenant Phillips swept in.

“Captain!” he said as he reached out and shook Brewer’s hand. “Allow me to congratulate you on your promotion! Mr. Gerard sends his congratulations as well; he has already left to take command of HMS Revenge.”

“Thank you, Mr. Phillips,” Brewer said. “Tell me, do you have plans, now that the admiral is being relieved?”

Phillips looked simultaneously pleased and embarassed. “His lordship has been kind enough to invite me back to Smallbridge, where I shall join Brown in running his lordship’s household. As a lieutenant on the beach, I shall continue to draw my half pay, and his lordship says that should supply my needs nicely.”

“Congratulations! Tell me, will you be leaving with his lordship and Lady Barbara?”

“Yes, before much longer.”

“May I prevail upon you to carry a letter back for me? My old captain has taken up residence in Smallbridge now, with his sister.”

“Captain Bush, sir?”

“Yes,” Brewer said. “Do you know him?”

“Haven’t had the pleasure yet, but I expect to, soon after we arrive. I shall be happy to carry the letter for you.”

“Thank you. I am in your debt.”

Phillips smiled. “Let’s call it even. Now, if you please, the Admiral is waiting for you in his study.”

Brewer followed the aide to Hornblower’s study and waited patiently as Phillips knocked and announced his arrival, then stepped aside to allow him to enter.

The admiral turned away from his desk and rose to greet his visitor. Brewer noted that the study was considerably more spartan than the last time he’d been there.

Hornblower admitted as much. “Yes, much of it has been packed away already and is on its way back to England. I hope your honeymoon went well?”

“Yes, but it was harder than I ever imagined to say goodbye to Elizabeth. Does it ever get any easier?”

Hornblower smiled and shook his head. “Not in my experience. I think in that one respect Captain Bush has the advantage of us.”

Brewer nodded, Bush being a lifelong bachelor.

“Please, William, be seated,” the admiral said, leading the way to the chairs before the window. He rang the bell and ordered refreshment for two from the servant who answered.

“Mr. Phillips told me of your offer to him,” Brewer said. “That was awfully kind of you. I was thinking of him on the passage here, and I thought it would be very hard for him to get a ship in his condition.”

“Indeed,” Hornblower acknowledged, “but, truth be told, William, I find that I have grown accustomed to him. He has run my office here nearly as well as you did when we were on St. Helena, and having one arm will in no wise stop him from handling my correspondence and schedule when we get back to Smallbridge. Brown has occasionally expressed a dislike for paperwork, not to me directly, of course, but one does hear, so I think he will be glad to have that taken off his hands.”

“I imagine he will, my lord.”

The servant returned with two glasses of wine. Hornblower waited until he was gone before proceeding.

“Now, Captain,” he said in an official voice, “to business. Mr. Phillips is putting the finishing touches on your orders, and I shall sign them in the next day or so. HMS Phoebe is being detached to the South American squadron. The Admiralty is increasingly concerned by rumors of a Brazilian push for independence. There are also rumors of a possible revolution stirring in Portugal itself, which may require Portugal’s king to return to Lisbon. I don’t know if you are aware, but the Portugese court was able to escape to Brazil along with their national treasury as Bonaparte’s forces were invading from Spain. The king raised Brazil to nation status from being a colony and stayed in Brazil, making Rio his new capital. I’m afraid many back in Portugal did not like Brazil’s rival status.”

“I see, my lord. Who is in command?”

Hornblower looked into his protégé’s eyes. “Commodore Hardy.”

Brewer could not help reacting to the name. Hardy had been Nelson’s flag captain on HMS Victory when Nelson was killed at Trafalgar, and it had been Hardy who mistakenly identified James Norman as the man who had taken revenge and shot down Nelson’s killer, launching Norman on a career founded upon a lie and that eventually drove him insane, to the point where he would have shot Brewer down in cold blood on the deck of HMS Defiant. Brewer looked at his admiral with concern.

“How much does he know, my lord?” he asked.

“Impossible to say,” the admiral replied, as he looked out the window at a passing bird. “This much I can tell you, William; Hardy is a straightforward, honest officer, dedicated to his duty. I do not think he could hold any ill will toward you in the matter of James Norman. Just be honest and factual in answering any questions, and you will be fine.”

Brewer sat back and frowned, seeing all the trouble that might lie ahead. He took a breath and determined not to borrow trouble. His eyes came up to meet Hornblower’s, and the admiral nodded.

“Good. Now on to Phoebe. Have you heard anything about her?”

Brewer shook his head. “Not really, my lord. Dr. Spinelli told me on our return trip that he had heard a rumor of a mutiny, or near-mutiny, on board a short time back.”

Hornblower sighed. “That is true, I’m afraid. There was a near mutiny, brought on by the amount of flogging imposed by a former captain. I have seen the ship’s punishment book, and the number of lashes given would have been deemed excessive even at the height of the Napoleonic wars. There was an attempt to take the ship—all reports indicate it was more just an effort to present grievances than an actual mutiny. When they saw that the marines were solidly behind the captain and ready for any trouble, they dispersed of their own accord. However, that wasn’t good enough for the captain, one Miles Judah; he executed two hands he considered ringleaders by hanging them from the yardarm. 

“When they arrived in Port Royal, I relieved the captain and first lieutenant immediately. The captain was court-martialed and cashiered, and the first lieutenant was sent home in disgrace.”

The admiral paused to take a drink of his wine. Brewer wondered what the crew would think of their new captain.

“After consulting with the remaining officers,” Hornblower continued, “I have transferred about thirty men off the ship and scattered them throughout the squadron. They have been replaced by volunteers from your old command.” The admiral smiled. “I can tell you that Mr. Gerard was none too happy to lose thirty trained seamen. In fact, he asked that it be considered his wedding gift to you.”

Brewer had to chuckle at that. Only Gerard would think to suggest such a thing.

Hornblower placed his glass on the table, then sat forward, resting his elbows on his knees. His hands were clasped in front of his face, and his index fingers were steepled. His face was extremely serious.

“I wish to warn you, Captain,” he said, choosing his words with utmost care. “Merely removing two officers and transferring the most outspoken will not win you the hearts of the remaining crew.” He looked out the window for a moment before turning back. “On both Defiant and Revenge, you have had crews who knew you and loved you. You are walking into a situation very much the opposite. Have you ever ordered a flogging? No, I thought not. I warn you, it may prove necessary aboard Phoebe.”

Brewer could not bring himself to speak.

Hornblower rose and walked to his desk, returning with a paper. “You are keeping two of Phoebe’s officers; Lieutenant Hobbs will be your second, and Lieutenant Rivkins will be your third. Mr. Reed was put through a commissioning board last week, and I am pleased to report that they passed him and confirmed his commission.”

“I am vary glad to hear it, my lord.”

“You are also inheriting the ship’s standing officers, as well as the captain of marines and captain’s clerk.”

Hornblower sat back and looked out the window again. Brewer wondered what he would say if he were not so careful in picking his words. 

“You must be firm, William,” he said slowly. “I know you, that you will be fair in your dealings, but you must rule with an iron hand.” Another look out the window. “When a new captain takes over a ship like Phoebe, one of two things usually happens. One is for the new captain to be soft, intending to win the crew’s regard by showing them he is not the terror their last captain was. This captain finds that the crew has no respect for him and simply ignores every order they can, the end result being the captain has to be even harder than the previous captain in order to regain control of the ship.”

Brewer stared at his hands folded in his lap as he processed the information. Hornblower gave him a moment before proceeding.

“Another way is for the new captain to be even more tyrannical than the last, thinking he must be so in order to get control of the mutinous crew. The crew becomes convinced they’ve traded bad for worse, and the near-mutiny sometimes becomes the real thing.”

Brewer’s eyes darted to the empty corner of the room where the bust of Bonaparte had stood and wondered what advice the Corsican would have for him. Hornblower saw where the other’s eyes had gone and smiled.

“Do you wonder what our friend would say?” he asked.

Brewer blushed and shrugged.

“Yes, my lord.”

“I don’t blame you,” the admiral said. “While I cannot say for certain, I imagine he would say something along the lines of the following: seek out achievement and reward it. He did something similar when he created the Legion of Honor. This way, the crew will see that while you punish them when necessary, you are also willing to reward them when able. You have a good moral code, Mr. Brewer. Be sure you live by it, and all on Phoebe will see that it is so. Will you win over everyone on board? No, of course not; there will always be the diehard malcontents who say that no captain can be trusted and that you will end up as bad as the last tyrant. Unfortunately, there is nothing you can do about hands like that. You must stay your course, and the vast majority of the crew will see you for what you are.”

“I understand,” Brewer said. “Thank you, my lord.”

Hornblower stood, and Brewer rose as well. The admiral led the way to the door.

“Report aboard your ship, Captain,” he said. “Report back to me in forty-eight hours on your readiness for sea. When you sail, you will report to Commodore Hardy aboard HMS Superb at Rio de Janeiro.”

“Aye aye, my lord.”

Hornblower shook the young captain’s hand. “Good luck, William.” 

“Thank you, my lord,” Brewer said. “Please convey my regards to Lady Barbara.”

“I shall.”

Brewer paused at the door. “If I have a chance, before I sail I shall endeavor to teach Mr. Phillips how to stroll to her ladyship’s satisfaction.”

Hornblower erupted in laughter. “I shall inform Lady Barbara. She will be pleased, I can assure you.”


Brewer stepped out into the street and began to make his way to the pier. He strolled at his ‘Lady Barbara pace,’ and he chuckled when he caught himself in the act. He passed a pub like the one where he’d rescued the good doctor from the mob while they were on the island of St. Kitts, and he paused momentarily in front of the establishment, wondering if he would ever get a letter like the one that had driven the doctor to the bottle. 

He cursed himself for allowing himself to dwell on such dark forebodings and started off for the dockside again. He found a boat available to take him out to his ship and was soon in the stern sheets, watching as the boatmen pulled around and between shipping in the harbor before setting course directly for their destination.

Brewer carefully studied the ship as they approached it. The ship was approximately 900 tons and carried twenty-six 18-pounders on her upper deck, along with long nines and 32-pound carronades on her main deck above. She carried a nearly full complement of 250 souls; Brewer wondered how many of them would be ready to mutiny at the first opportunity. The ship’s main claim to fame was the destruction of the American frigate Essex in the Pacific during the war back in 1812.

As they closed on the frigate, Brewer heard the challenge issued from the deck. He stood and shrugged his boat cloak from his shoulders and cried, “Phoebe!” The frigate now knew her new master was coming.

Captain William Brewer stepped on the deck of his new command and was piped aboard with all the ceremony accorded his rank and position. He was greeted by Lieutenant Greene. The two men saluted and shook hands.

“Welcome aboard, sir,” Greene said. “Will you follow me and allow me to present your officers?”

“Thank you,” Brewer said. Greene led the way to the officers, standing at attention.

“Sir, I present Mr. Hobbs, the second lieutenant.”

Hobbs saluted. “A pleasure, Captain.”

Brewer nodded. “Thank you, Lieutenant.”

They moved down the line to a familiar face.

“Sir, I present Mr. Rivkins, the third lieutenant.”

Rivkins saluted. “A pleasure to see you again, Captain.”

“For me as well, Lieutenant. I’m pleased to see you stuck with it.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Greene looked to his captain. “Do you know each other, sir?”

“Mr. Rivkins was a midshipman in my division on the old Lydia during her last commission in the Mediterranean.”

“I see,” Greene said, and he moved to the last in line. “I believe you already know Mr. Reed, sir.”

“Indeed I do,” Brewer said. “Congratulations on passing your board, Lieutenant.”

“Thank you, sir!” Reed saluted.

Brewer turned and looked down the deck, and he saw the hands all looking at him. 

“Well, let’s get this over with, Mr. Greene. Call the hands aft, if you please.”

“Aye, sir,” Greene said. He picked up a speaking trumpet and cried, “All hands! All hands lay aft! All hands lay aft!”

The hands mustered aft, slowly and deliberately. Brewer awaited them patiently, and when they were all assembled he pulled his commission from his coat pocket and began to read. The document required William Brewer, Esquire, to take command of His Majesty’s frigate Phoebe; it was nearly identical to the one he had read when he’d taken command of HMS Revenge the previous year. He watched the hands as he read; their eyes were dull and remained that way, almost as though they were half asleep at worst, woefully unconcerned at best. He wondered what he would have to do to get through to them.

He finished reading and refolded the letter before returning it to his pocket.

“Mr. Greene,” he said, “dismiss the hands, if you please, and then would you please join me in my cabin? I want to see my officers there in one hour.”

Greene saluted. “Aye aye, Captain.” He turned to the assembly. “Hands dismissed!”

Brewer made his way below deck and then went aft. No sentry was posted at his cabin door, so he let himself in and closed the door softly behind him. The dining cabin was set up to his satisfaction—proof that Alfred was alive and well. He stuck his head inside his sleeping cabin and was pleased to find a bookshelf already put up on the outer bulkhead and his library set out in order. He stepped into the day cabin. Light from the frigate’s stern windows lit up the room. There was a desk off to the right with his portable writing desk upon it. He took two steps forward and looked around. It was not as large or opulent as the day cabin on HMS Defiant, but this one was his, and it would do fine.

He heard a throat being quietly cleared behind him, and he turned to see his servant, Alfred Thomas, standing in the doorway. He smiled at Alfred, not five feet tall but with skills in the use of arms that had saved Brewer’s life on more than one occasion. 

“Alfred,” he said, holding his arms wide, “it’s good to see you again. The quarters looks wonderful.”

“Thank you, sir,” the servant said, acknowledging the compliment. “Is there anything I can get you?”

“Do we have any coffee?”

“I believe so, sir.”

“Mr. Greene is on his way. Coffee for two, please, Alfred. That bloody packet the doctor booked us passage on had not so much as a single bean aboard.”

Brewer saw the slightest hint of a smile at the corner of Alfred’s lips. “Right away, sir.”

No sooner had he gone than McCleary appeared. Brewer had taken him on as his coxswain while in command of Defiant, and Mac had stayed with him ever since. Brewer found him to be a man of many talents—bodyguard, valet, and nurse; he had proven his loyalty to Brewer time and time again.

“Reporting for duty, sir,” he said.

“Mac, it’s good to see you,” Brewer welcomed the big Cornishman. “So, tell me: what do you think of her?”

“A tad bigger than Revenge, sir, but we’ll grow into her quick enough.” He moved to the side to allow Brewer to see the man who was with him. “Begging your pardon, sir, but this is Henry Ball. He was the previous captain’s clerk, sir, so I thought you’d want to be getting a look at him.”

The captain nodded his thanks to the coxswain and looked the clerk over. Ball was a small, wiry man, only a bit taller than Alfred, and the glasses on his face and his hair pulled tight behind into a small thin ponytail gave him an intelligent look. He had a meek presence, but he stood quiet and respectful.

“Mr. Ball,” Brewer said, “I’m pleased to make your acquaintance. I have not decided on a clerk as yet, so for now you may stay in your billet.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“We shall talk again after we have sailed.”

The clerk heard the dismissal and came to attention. “Aye, sir.”

After the clerk had left, Mac stepped into the day room. “Anything I can do, sir?”

“Yes. What do you think of Mr. Ball, Mac?”

Mac considered for a moment. “Can’t say as yet, sir. I only met him a day or two ago; can’t rightly read him yet.”

Brewer nodded. There was a knock at the door. Mac went to open it and admitted Mr. Greene.

“I’ll be going, sir,” the Cornishman said, closing the door behind him.

“Thank you, Mac.”

Greene watched the door close and turned back to his captain. “I’m glad he’s here.”

“As am I.” Brewer paused while Alfred brought two cups of coffee. The two men sat beneath the stern window. “So, tell me, Benjamin, what’s your first impression?”

Greene took a long sip of his coffee. Brewer couldn’t tell if he was trying to choose his words, or figure out how to avoid the question altogether.

The first lieutenant finally put his cup down and sat back. “I’ve been on this ship for nearly ten days, Captain. Physically, she’s ready; I mean, the ship itself is sound. I’ve been over every foot of rigging with the bosun, and I have to say Mr. Knight has done a marvelous job, sir. Every sail is new and ready for sea. One thing I’m particularly pleased with, Captain—we got one of those new metal water tanks installed during the refit. It can hold nearly 130 tons of water. They say the water stays fresher longer in these new-fangled tanks; I for one surely hope so.” He sat forward and reached for his cup, but his hand stopped halfway there, and he sat back again. “But the men, sir, well, that’s another story. I’m not quite sure what happened when their previous captain was in command, but it bothers the crew to this day. Many are angry, some are discouraged, and some whisper they wish the mutiny had succeeded. We’ve got our work cut out for us, if we can figure out what’s behind it all.”

Brewer sighed. “The admiral and I have discussed the matter. There was a near-mutiny on their last cruise. The marines on board broke it up before it got rolling; it seems the sight of the marines ready to fight took the wind right out of their sails. The captain wouldn’t even wait until he got back into port to punish the ringleaders; he hung two crewmen on the way to Port Royal. I’ve seen the punishment book. I tell you, Benjamin, it was positively overflowing! Thousands of lashes handed out! Lord Hornblower said that even during the Napoleonic wars that would have been regarded as excessive! It’s no wonder they erupted.”

The captain leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and stared into the coffee cup he held in both hands. “Our orders are to head south. We are being detached to the South American squadron temporarily. It seems the Admiralty is becoming concerned about the rumors of revolutions in South America spreading to Brazil. We are to report to Commodore Hardy at Rio de Janeiro.”

“When do we sail?”

“I don’t know,” Brewer sat back and drained the dregs from his cup. He set it on the seat beside him. “I am to report back to the admiral in forty-eight hours. I expect we’ll know more after that.”

There was a knock at the door. Alfred opened it to admit the ship’s officers, along with Dr. Spinelli. 

Greene leaned toward his captain. “I took the liberty of inviting the doctor, sir. I thought you might want an independent viewpoint.”

Brewer nodded. “Good idea. Thank you.”

The two rose to greet the new arrivals. Brewer noticed that the doctor lingered at the rear of the group, making his way over to sit quietly in the corner so he could listen. Their eyes met for a moment. 

Brewer addressed the group. “Gentlemen, thank you for coming. Let me be blunt. This ship is in trouble, and it is our job to fix it. Mr. Greene and Mr. Reed have sailed under my command before, and I’m sure Mr. Hobbs and Mr. Rivkins will learn my ways very quickly. I don’t know what caused the crew of this ship to attempt a mutiny, but I have seen the punishment book. Thousands of lashes were handed out! Gentlemen, that is not leadership, that is brutality, and it will stop! Men who are driven that way and beaten mindlessly for minor infractions will cower and seek to save themselves in the face of the enemy. It will be our job to lead them, to show them how proper British officers behave and what they have a right to expect from their men. I believe the hands will respond positively to this. I realize it will take time for them to come around, and we shall try to make that time as short as possible. However, I am not saying there will be no floggings. Violations of the Articles of War will be met with appropriate punishments.

“As for each of you, what I require from you is your loyalty. Your loyalty should be to me, this ship, and to England—in that order! If you have a question or problem, bring it to the first lieutenant. If he can’t help you, he will bring you to me if he deems it necessary. Keep your eyes and your ears open. Make note of what you see and hear, and report it immediately.

“I am not fool enough to believe that every hand on this ship will turn over a new leaf, as they say. But I do believe that the vast majority will come round, once they are convinced of our sincerity. Take it from me, they will be watching us closely to see whether or not we are genuine in our actions, whether or not we are trying to trap them in order to inflict a new round of floggings. Alfred!”

The servant appeared. “Yes, sir?”

“We’ll have refreshments now, if you please.”

“Very good, sir.” The servant withdrew and reappeared a moment later, followed by McCleary, each of carrying a silver tray with glasses of wine on them. Brewer noticed that when they were done serving, Alfred departed with both trays while Mac stood beside the doctor—without a glass of wine. 

Brewer raised his glass. “Mr. Vice, the King!”

All eyes turned to Reed—as the youngest in the room, the honor of drinking the King’s health fell to him. He cleared his throat nervously and raised his glass.

“Gentlemen, the King!”

“Please, gentlemen, take your seats,” Brewer said as he resumed his own, Mr. Greene sitting beside him. “Mr. Hobbs, how long have you been aboard Phoebe?”

“Two years, Captain,” the lieutenant answered. 

“And you, Mr. Rivkins?”

“Only two months, Captain. I only just passed my commissioning board a couple of months before, and I was put on a schooner from Port Royal to join Phoebe at Martinique.”

“Just passed your board, did you say? Congratulations, sir! I say, Mr. Greene, it seems we have two brand new lieutenants on our hands! How shall we ever survive?”

Greene grinned. “I’m sure we’ll manage, sir. If all else fails, we can send them to school with Mr. Sweeney.”

Brewer laughed, remembering how Phillips—now the admiral’s aide—had been put under the tutelage of the first lieutenant (then-Lieutenant Brewer) and sailing master, Mr. Sweeney on board HMS Defiant. Together, Brewer and Sweeney had taught Phillips everything he needed to know to be a King’s officer.

“You three will be key to our winning the crew,” Brewer said, addressing the junior lieutenants. “Your relationships with your divisions will be seminal to the success of our efforts. The first lieutenant will publish the watch bill tomorrow. Get to know your divisions and quietly mark any malcontents who need watching. Mr. Greene, questions, comments?”

Greene thought for a moment before shaking his head. “Not at the moment, Captain.”

“Mr. Hobbs?”

“Sir,” Hobbs said hesitantly, “I…”

“You may speak freely, Lieutenant,” Brewer prompted.

“Thank you, sir,” Hobbs said. “Sir, might the hands take this… ‘new approach’ to discipline to mean we are going soft on them? How are we to prove them wrong?”

Brewer leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees. “There are a couple of ways we do that, Mr. Hobbs. The first is that we do not bring anyone to a Captain’s Mast for a flogging who doesn’t deserve one. I mean the charge has to be legitimate. We are not going to flog anyone for a minor infraction that could be handled in a different manner. This will lead us right into the second, which is that anyone with a set of honest eyes and ears will quickly see that punishments are only given out when they are deserved, and that these punishments are appropriate for the crime, so to speak.”

Hobbs frowned slightly, but said nothing more. “Aye, sir.”

“You’ll see, Mr. Hobbs. Treat them like men and not criminals, and they’ll notice. Mr. Rivkins?”

“Not at
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