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    CHAPTER ONE


    Schoolboy


    WHEN ASKED in later life about his place of origin, Horatio Hornblower would mention, modestly, a village in Kent where his father had been the physician, playing a weekly game of whist with the Vicar, and where he himself as a boy would have to touch his hat to the squire. The actual circumstances were even more modest than he cared to admit for the place was hardly a village, his father scarcely a physician, the clergyman was not the Vicar, and the local dignitary was not really the squire.


    Worth, in 1776–93 was so insignificant as to border on the actually disreputable. It lies on the flat land between Sandwich and Deal and is about a mile from the sea. On the seaward side the land was waterlogged and sour, giving the farmers good excuse to make their living from contraband. A farm called the Blue Pigeons was central to the smuggling business, being placed on the track that led down to the shore, opposite which is the anchorage known as the Little Downs. Inland, at a road junction, a score or so of cottages clustered around a chapel of ease, a building which the present church has replaced. Worth is now well populated with church and school (dated 1873), Inn and cricket ground. This was not so in the 18th century when the place was hardly important enough to be shown on the map, its name, when indicated, varying from Word or Worde to Worth.


    If the village was not a village, still less was its medical man aphysician; to understand which fact we need to go back in history. For when Horatio himself died in 1857 The Times obituary stated that his father, Dr Hornblower, had come of “an ancient family in Kent.” There is a sense, of course, in which this is true for the word “ancient” can apply to any family provided at least that no more than antiquity is meant. Ancient the Hornblower family may have been; important it certainly was not. Whether Men of Kent or merely Kentish Men, the Hornblowers all seem to derive from forbears who lived either in Maidstone or in villages adjacent. Early in the 15th century one Nicolas Horneblowe held land enough in Aylesford to justify his application for a coat-of-arms. The escutcheon he was granted bore “Sable, on a chevron argent, between three horns proper, a mullet azure.” He could claim no other achievement, however, and his descendants, as undistinguished, were not even freeholders. The first Hornblower to make any sort of name for himself was Jeremiah (1692–1754) Corn Merchant of Maidstone, whose will provided a local charity under the terms of which poor orphans might be apprenticed to a trade. We hear no more of this bequest after 1760, perhaps because funds were lacking to execute the will as intended. We know, however, that he had five children including two daughters. The eldest son, James, was an apothecary and herbalist who was born in 1714, practised in Maidstone, and died without issue in 1769. The second, Jonathan (1717–1780), was an engineer of some note, and the third, Josiah (1729–1809), emigrated in early life to the American Colonies where he made himself Speaker of the New Jersey Assembly. From him are descended the American Hornblowers; from Jonathan the family with which we are concerned.


    Jonathan had three sons in his turn, Jacob the eldest (born 1738) and his two younger brothers, Jonathan Carter (1753–1815) and Jabez Carter (1744–1814) who were both engineers; the latter being the inventor, it is said, of a machine for glazing calicoes. The former was employed by James Watt but quarrelled with him over a patent. Jacob was apprenticed to his Uncle James, the Maidstone apothecary. When qualified to practise he soon realised that there was no room for another apothecary at Maidstone. He married Margaret Rawson in 1759, she being the daughter of a fairly successful boat-builder in Deal, and it was this alliance which brought him to that neighbourhood. He practised as an apothecary in the village of Worth and it was there, on the 4th July, 1776, that their only son was born; on the very day, as it happened, when the American Colonies chose to declare their independence. In naming the boy Horatio, the apothecary was showing his own independence, for the family custom had been to give all male offspring some name beginning with the letter J. Whatever the origin may have been of this slightly unreasonable tradition, Jacob would have none of it. Nor can we doubt that he named his son after Horatio (or Horace) Walpole, the fourth son of the famous Prime Minister. His claim to any patronage from that quarter was slight indeed but is just worth recording. It would appear that Jacob was enough of an engraver to have illustrated his own (and only) published work, A Kent Herbal (Canterbury, 1761) and to have thus earned a two-line mention in Walpole’s Engravers in England (1763). When the Herbal came to be reprinted, therefore, in 1771, it carried a dedication to Horace Walpole; one we could fairly describe as fulsome even by the standards of the day. There was no response to this overture, either then or at any time, and the choice of a name for his only son thus represented Jacob’s last flicker of hope so far as Walpole was concerned; a plea for a patronage that never materialised.


    If the medical man was not a physician, neither was his opponent at whist the Vicar. Worth was not a parish at this time, its chapel being served by a series of curates, few of them actually resident. We thus find mention in the register of the Rev. William Thomas in 1773, the Rev. John Atkins in 1776, the Rev. M. Nisbettin 1779, the Rev. Mr Thomas Pennington in 1781, and the Rev. M. Garrett in 1789. Of these the one who actually lived at Worth was Pennington and it was he and his wife who played whist with the apothecary and his wife, as seems very right and proper. According to Hasted (1799) the Church of St Peter and Paul was “a small mean building, having a low pointed wooden turret at west and in which are two bells.” With this damning summary, Hasted turns to some other topic, leaving us to conclude that a pilgrimage to Worth should at least be postponed until the weather is fine.


    What, finally, of the squire? The only house of consequence in the present parish is Upton House, which existed as early as 1736. It is on the better land, inland of the village, and was the residence of Charles Matson, Esq., who died in 1791 and was commemorated by a tablet. He is clearly the great man to whom Horatio touched his cap. He was certainly the only squire the place could boast. But here again there is disillusion, for Upton House was also called Upton Farm. Nor did it even belong to Mr Matson but to an absentee Earl Cowper who had probably never even seen the place, where he was rivalled in land ownership by an equally absentee Earl of Guilford. So the squire turns out to be little more than a tenant farmer, cultivating 120 acres of the better soil. Had he been a Justice of the Peace his tablet would have dwelt on the fact. We can assume, therefore, that he was not, which must at least have saved him from the embarrassment of seeing, while studiously ignoring, the activities which centred upon Blue Pigeons Farm.


    The first significant event in Horatio’s life was the death of his mother, who was buried in the churchyard on January 18th, 1782. It was a hard winter that year and we can fairly assume that the snow-covered burial ground was swept by a bitter east wind. On that sort of day few neighbours would have cared to appear and the relatives of the dead woman numbered no more than four. There was the bereaved husband, more bewildered perhaps thansorrowful. There was Uncle Thomas, well wrapped up no doubt but shivering. There was Uncle George, the scarlet of his uniform just showing beneath his cloak. There was, finally, the dead woman’s only living child, a six-year-old boy whose hand was held by a maidservant called Janet. It was Janet’s appointed task to take him home should he be overcome by grief. He gave Janet no trouble, however, remaining silent at the graveside until the last words had been said. (The tears came later that night but were not prolonged even then.) Horatio Hornblower had begun a period of loneliness which was to last for nearly thirty years.


    With young Horatio and his father accounted for, it remains to explain the presence and the appearance of Uncle Thomas and Uncle George. In marrying Jacob, Margaret Rawson might have been thought to have married below her station in life. Her father, after all, was a man of substance who had himself married Elizabeth Maynard, youngest daughter of the Rev. Samuel Maynard, Vicar of Brandsby in Essex. His elder son, Thomas (1736–1799), was connected in some way with the Honourable East India Company or at any rate with its “Shipping Interest,” and Thomas’s father-in-law was a friend and neighbour of Robert Keene, then a Master and Commander in the Navy. His younger son, George (1742–1787), was a Lieutenant in the 77th Regiment of Foot, at this time stationed in Dover. It would not seem that either brother had taken much notice of Margaret since her marriage, but her death, from a fever, found them both, as it happened, in the neighbourhood; Thomas with some business to be transacted with an Indiaman in the Downs, George in garrison not more than ten miles away. They could not, in decency, absent themselves from the funeral. There they were and this was probably the first occasion on which young Horatio saw either of them. Where so much is surmise, it is satisfactory to feel confident, as we may, of the words used in the funeral service. The clergy of today have no hesitation in improving on the Bookof Common Prayer but their predecessors of 1782 were humbler and more literate men whose duties were defined by law. Though shivering with cold, the Vicar of Worth must have begun:


  
     “I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord; he that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live; and whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall never die . . . The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord.”


    It would have continued to the point where earth is thrown over the coffin:


    “. . . we therefore commit her body to the ground; earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust; in sure and certain hope of the Resurrection . . .”




    The sorrowful husband may be supposed to have realised his loss and given all proper expression to his grief. He erected no tombstone, however, and it is only from the parish records that we know her age at death, which was forty-one. No letter of hers has survived and she remains a shadowy figure. What she had meant to Horatio we have no means of knowing but such reference as he ever made to her would suggest a feeling of guilt that he missed her as little as he did. Of Jacob we know rather more and our picture is of an unsuccessful and dissatisfied dreamer, with some of the aptitudes but none of the ambition which characterised his father and brothers. His Herbal is regarded by experts as a mediocre work, largely borrowed from other authors. As for his engraving, that was only one of a dozen hobbies, none of them profitable and each of them a distraction from his proper trade. What attention he paid to Horatio was absent-minded and spasmodic and the boy’s early upbringing was practically entrusted to Janet; who married, however, a year or so after the funeral. Of her successor Horatio could not even remember the name.


    With the concluding words:


   
    “The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, and the love of God, and the fellowship of the Holy Ghost, be with us all evermore. Amen,”




    the funeral came to an end. The little group broke up and headed for home, stamping in the snow and eager to find shelter. Jacob Hornblower led his two brothers-in-law back to the house where he lived and practised and from which the procession had set forth an hour before. There would be mulled claret, one is confident, and his guests would have needed it.


    Our problem is to decide now on the vexed question of Horatio’s exact birthplace. Local tradition on this point is emphatic but divided. The historians of Sandwich and Deal have argued the point before learned societies, some pointing to Farrier’s Cottage and others as insistent that Jacob’s house was the building more recently used as the village shop. The dispute might have been settled, in theory, by reference to the title deeds, but Jacob was clearly a tenant, owning no property at all. In the time of the late Mr John Laker there was a tedious correspondence in the Deal Mercury between those who accepted Pritchard’s word for it and those who sided with Laker.1 It came to be called the Battle of the Pig Trough because much of the argument seemed to depend upon the presence or absence of a pig trough. It is known that the young Horatio used to play with such a trough, pretending that he was a castaway in an open boat. There is evidence enough that he could have done this at Farrier’s Cottage but we cannot prove that it would have been impossible at the other house. The fact is that a stone trough is not as stable a feature of the landscape as some people choose toassume. It can be moved or sold or broken up at will. If we had to depend upon such an object we should argue for ever about the Admiral’s birthplace. There exists, however, a neglected piece of evidence which clinches the matter in a way to satisfy everyone. The parish register records the death of Samuel Hewson, apothecary, in 1764. This proves that Jacob came to Worth as Hewson’s assistant and took over the practice when Hewson died. He and Margaret lived, therefore, at Farrier’s Cottage (built in 1723) from 1759 to 1764 and then moved into the larger house. That Horatio was born at the latter address is thus virtually certain but those who maintain that Jacob lived at Farrier’s Cottage have not been misled. He was there for five years but this was before the birth of his only surviving son. The parish registers show, incidentally, that there had been two daughters born to Margaret, one of them in 1762, but both died in infancy. Horatio never mentioned these and may not have known that they ever existed.


    Horatio described himself as a “Doctor’s son” and with only a slight exaggeration of his father’s status. The 18th century apothecary stood somewhere between the modern chemist and the general practitioner. The London Society of Apothecaries had existed from 1617, with a qualifying examination to restrict its membership. Outside London the Society had no authority, however, and entry for a druggist like Jacob Hornblower was by local apprenticeship. The physician ranked higher in society than the apothecary and especially so if he were a university graduate. Then as now, moreover, the physician assumed (without usually earning), the title of “Doctor,” which implied a marginal status of “gentleman.” But physicians were relatively few and expensive and most people went to the apothecary with their minor complaints. An apothecary with a good bedside manner might sometimes be called “Doctor,” perhaps in jest; and that was as near to a doctorate as Jacob would ever aspire. Where he differed from the modern chemist was in the factthat his more prosperous clients sent for him. He thus spent more of his life on horseback than behind a counter. Poorer patients would admittedly come to his door but they would often have to content themselves with the advice of an apprentice. In comparing the status of the apothecary and the physician in 18th century England we should remember, finally, that neither would be invited to dine with the squire and both might be sent to have lunch in the housekeeper’s room.


    So far as the village of Worth was concerned, the squire at the time of the funeral would have been Charles Matson, as we have seen, a man of no great consequence. We know that Horatio, like the other village boys, was expected nevertheless to touch his hat to him. He was no more, after all, than the son of a tradesman and should behave accordingly. If he began to think of himself in a different light, he owed this to Uncle Thomas and Uncle George. That is why the funeral of Mrs Hornblower marks the beginning of the story. It was the occasion on which he first glimpsed the foot of the ladder. He began from this moment to regard himself, potentially, as a gentleman. He was the nephew, after all of George Rawson, Esq. He would eventually come to realise that the 77th Foot came low on the list, that a wartime commission was not very hard to obtain, and that a Lieutenant aged forty would be unlikely to achieve much higher rank. At the time it would have been enough for him, perhaps, that his uncle wore a sword. His other uncle had no sword but his clothes and manners were even more impressive in a different way. He at least reflected, if he could not exactly represent, the world of wealth and fashion. Without any great fortune or position of his own, he could refer casually to his acquaintances, Sir Lionel and Sir Fergus. That they referred as often to him may be doubtful but both were aware of his existence. Whether as slop-chandler, dunnage merchant, or assistant ship’s husband, he had made himself useful to the circle in which he moved.


    The two uncles vanished after the funeral, going their several ways, and young Horatio settled down to the life of the village. He saw little of his father during the day and not much more in the evening. Jacob Hornblower had a workshop to which he would retire, a place where he did etching or wood inlay, taxidermy or mechanical invention. He never patented anything so far as is known but he was always on the verge of making some important discovery. Once a week he used to play whist with the curate (Mr Pennington) and the curate’s wife. While she lived, Margaret had been the fourth player but her death nearly deprived Jacob of his weekly indulgence in cards. It is significant that the village provided no other adult whist-player, making it inevitable that Horatio should be brought in to make a fourth. He thus learnt the game from an early age and from players who must have taken it very seriously indeed. He presumably attended the village school for he could read and write at an early age. There would have been books in the house, for Jacob was a man of some learning, and more books to be borrowed perhaps from the curate. What books Horatio read we do not know. What books he possessed we do know to the extent that he kept them. Several tattered volumes were to be found in his library when he died and one or two with a schoolboy signature in the fly-leaf.


    The first book he is known to have possessed was the Synopsis of Quadrupeds compiled by Thomas Pennant and published at Chester in 1771. The signature on the title page is perhaps the earliest writing of his which remains, the year being 1783. One may imagine that the book must represent Jacob’s taste for he was, we know, something of a naturalist. The other works young Horatio possessed included The Historical and Chronological Theatre of Christopher Helvicus, London, 1687; an odd volume of Camden’s Britannia, 1701 (which includes the chapter on Kent); The History of the Long Captivity and Adventures of Thomas Pellow, in South-Barbary,2nd edition, circa 1740; The Theatre of the Present War in the Netherlands, by J. Brindley, London, 1746; The Shipwreck and Merciful Preservation of Zachary Peacock told by himself, Bristol, 1759; A Voyage to New Guinea and the Moluccas from Balambangan, by Captain Thomas Forrest, Dublin, 1779; and A Journal of the late and important Blockade and Siege of Gibraltar, Samuel Ancell, Edinburgh, 1786. Included in Brindley’s Theatre of the Present War is an Introduction to the Art of Fortification. This section is marked by a slip of paper in Hornblower’s schoolboy handwriting and he has sidelined the sentence which reads, “Fortification is defined (as) the art of applying the Doctrine of Plain Trigonometry to the Calculation of the Lines, Sides and Angles of a Fort . . .” He took no comparable notice of Christopher Helvicus and the splendid opening of his Chronology with the words “The Creation of the World, which is suppos’d to be made the Autumn preceding, was finish’d in seven days.” He evidently preferred, even then, the application of trigonometry to the Art of War.


    If there is a significant title among these it would be Zachary Peacock’s Shipwreck, for this helps to account for the castaway game which Horatio is known to have played with the pig trough for a boat. From the same early period of his life dates a small oil painting of a damaged ship and a boy apparently awaiting rescue. He must have been given this to decorate his bedroom. The story suggested by the artist is far from obvious but a boy will amuse himself by imagining the series of events which could lead up to the situation depicted. We should, however, avoid attaching too much significance to his choice of books. He had some of maritime interest, it is true, and these are among the works he decided to keep. It is probable, however, that he had another score of books which he later decided to jettison or give away. We cannot finally dismiss the subject of his tastes in literature without remarking that Thomas Pennant, author of the first book in which Horatio’s signatureappears, had the good fortune to be praised by Dr Samuel Johnson. Boswell described the scene where a group of Johnson’s friends, deep in conversation, were momentarily interrupted by his saying, “Pennant talks of bears.” They continued their discussion about something else and he persisted in his talk about bears, the word “bear” providing a background noise to all else that was said. Pennant’s chapters on bears can be found in his Synopsis, the book which Horatio possessed as a child.


    The only one of the books named which Horatio may have had new from the printer was Ancell’s Siege of Gibraltar, very much a best seller of the day. His other books were not so much those he had chosen from a library as those which had turned up on a bookstall in Sandwich market place. Sandwich is about two miles from Worth and Horatio found his way there at an early age. Its great days as a seaport were in the remote past and it had little to offer except a sense of history. Less than four miles in the other direction, however, is the town of Deal, placed opposite the Downs. Here, between the coast and the Goodwin Sands is a well sheltered anchorage with eight to ten fathoms of water. It was a place where sailing ships used to collect for convoy or wait for a favourable wind. There was and is no actual harbour and access from the shore was obtained with the aid of the Deal boatmen. These used either a Deal lugger or the smaller galley punt, both launched down wooden rails laid on the steep beach and so crashed through the surf. The Deal boatmen had a reputation, on the one hand, for driving a hard bargain with passengers whose business depended on going ashore or on board in a hurry. They were as famous, on the other hand, for their courage and seamanship in going to the rescue of vessels wrecked on the Goodwins. Writes H. Warrington Smyth on this subject:2


  
     “No more dangerous work exists in the world than the rescue of men from a ship which has once beaten in on the surface ofsuch shallows as the Goodwin. The true power and horror of a long line of heavy breakers, rising up in foaming cataracts twenty feet high and thundering forward at thirty miles an hour as their momentum is checked by the sand beneath, can only be realised by those who have once been among them and have survived. Huge seas breaking and roaring in across the wind, their tops blowing away in sheets of solid water to leeward, and anon leaping forty feet into the air as they meet the big line of breakers, add to the terrible danger of any lifeboat or other which dares among them. A cross tide-stream running at four or five knots, the dense drift of sea-spume, the stinging rain, the gripping, shrieking wind, and the thunder in the canvas, all add to the appalling confusion.”



  

    There were no lifeboats in those days and it was the Deal, Walmer, and Ramsgate boatmen who did what rescuing was done. They were also alert, no doubt, with their claims for salvage, but of their heroism there can be no question. It is one thing to run for shelter when caught in a gale at sea. It is quite another to put out deliberately into a gale already blowing, and that is what the Deal boatmen habitually did. They had plenty to talk about while ashore and there was plenty of gossip to which a small boy could listen.


    Boatmen and sailors are not, strictly speaking, in the same line of business. Some men from Deal found their way to sea, nevertheless, and some of them spent their old age in their place of origin. One of these, Tom Gammon (father of one of the pilots listed in The Kentish Companion of 1780), had served so he said, under Admiral Vernon. As Vernon was last at sea in 1745, this was quite possible, and Tom could even have been at the capture of Porto Bello. Whether all his stories were true is another matter, for several he told about Vernon had been previously told about Benbow. He was evidently good value, however, and willing to talk for as long as anyone was willing to listen. He told of Vernon, the story of the Captain who wanted to visit London but was told by theAdmiral that he could go no further from his ship than his barge would take
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APPENDIX 1

    Ancestry


    

 [image: Jeremiah Hornblower 1692-1754 Corn Merchant James Hornblower 1714-1769 Apothecary & Herbalist Jacob Hornblower 1738-1793 Apothecary m. Margaret Rawson in 1759 Margaret died 1782 Horatio Hornblower 1776-1857 William Rawson Carpenter and Builder Jonathan Hornblower 1717–1780 Engineer Jonathan Carter H. 1753-1815 Engineer employed by Watt Jeremiah H. 1773-1834 Jonathan H. 1795-1865 Capt. R.N. (1842-1859) m. Margaret Rawson 1739-1782 m. in 1759 Died of fever Josiah Hornblower 1729–1809 Speaker of New Jersey Assembly Jabez Carter H. 1744–1814 Engineer employed by Dutch & Swedish Governments. Patented machine for glazing calicoes Elizabeth Maynard y. daughter of the Rev. Samuel Maynard, Vicar of Brandsby in Essex George Rawson 1742-1787 Lieutenant in the 77th Regiment Thomas Rawson 1736-1799 Connected with East India Company Shipping m. Harriet Stephens Daughter of Shipbuilder whose cousin was Robert Keene, Captain R.N. d. 1795]


[image: Horatio Hornblower m. (1) Maria Mason m. (2) Barbara Wellesley 2 children died. d. 1861 One son b. 1811, lived Richard Hornblower (2nd Viscount) 1811–1870 Maria Augusta Horatio (3rd Viscount) Alice 1829 1841 1840–1909 1843 Richard (4th Viscount) Cecil 1865-1931 1869-1926 Horatio (5th Viscount) 1897-1968 Richard (6th Viscount) 1921– Roger Rachel 1947 1949]



 
    Richard, Lord Maidstone, the 2nd Viscount, was succeeded by Horatio, who held minor office under the Marquess of Salisbury in 1885 and died in 1909. Richard, 4th Viscount, had joined the Navy in 1878 and, remaining in the service, rose to the rank of Rear-Admiral. He commanded the battleship Collingwood at the Battle of Jutland and retired in 1921. Horatio, 5th Viscount, served in the Grenadier Guards, won the M.C. as a subaltern in 1918, and commanded a battalion of his regiment before he retired in 1937. Called back to the service in 1939–45, he was wounded at Dunkirk and confined to staffwork, as Brigadier, for the rest of the war. With fortune much reduced by taxation, he was compelled to sell Boxley House in 1953, retaining only his town residence in Wilton Street, Knightsbridge. When he died in 1968 he was succeeded in the title by Richard, the 6th Viscount, born in 1921, who served in the Royal Navy during World War II, being a sub-Lieutenant in the Achilles at the Battle of the River Plate and a Lieutenant-Commander on D-Day of the landings in Normandy. He left Britain in 1952 (following his divorce) and has since lived in South Africa.



 
APPENDIX 2

    A Letter of Explanation


    November, 1852


    Dear Sir,


    I have directed the Bank to give you this letter on the hundredth anniversary of my death and am confident, therefore, that the events I shall describe are, by the time of your breaking the seal, of merely historical interest and that the men I have occasion to name will have no living children or even grandchildren. The need for this precaution you will presently come to understand, while still wondering perhaps why I should write this letter at all. Will my explanation of one particular event be of interest to my descendants or even to historians? I have no means of knowing what the world will be like in about the year 1960 nor can I foresee at this time whether my professional career will merit by then so much as a line in any compilation made for reference. I write this letter, nevertheless, on the supposition that my name will not be forgotten and that my career will not be wholly unknown. I shall suppose, further, that a certain story about me may have been repeated and that it concerns the Renown. When peace came in 1802 I became aware of rumours being repeated without, however, anything being printed or spoken in my presence. At the period to which I refer duels were fought more often than they are to-day and men were more careful of what they said and to whom. It was not likely that I should hear directly what storiesmight circulate in a Portsmouth coffee house. I knew, however, that singular events give rise to gossip and that gossip may become the substance of biography or history. While recently attending the funeral of a great man I remembered stories that I had heard about him, some true and others false, and I decided that my descendants, in this one instance, should know the truth and that I would rather they did so than that they should believe, or even deny, a fable. They may suppose that I have no motive now for concealment or distortion, no dread of any possible consequence, and no fear of giving offence.


    The story I have to tell concerns the seventy-four-gun ship Renown in the year 1800, already a half century ago. She sailed from Plymouth in July of that year under the command of Captain David Sawyer. Her Lieutenants were Buckland (First), Roberts, Bush, Smith and (Fifth) myself. The ship sailed under sealed orders but was on a course for the West Indies. It became evident that the Captain was going mad, his insanity inducing in him a conviction that all the officers and young gentlemen were in a plot against him and that only the lower deck men were loyal. His fears were the imaginings of a diseased brain but they underlay his system of command in which all proper discipline was reversed, the officers being treated with unmerited censure, the young gentlemen with unmerited punishment. His most frequent victim was a youngster called Wellard who was repeatedly caned and driven to the point of suicide. As Junior Lieutenant I was placed on watch and watch. Then Bush and Roberts were ordered to report to the First Lieutenant at hourly intervals during their watch below, they to be properly dressed and he to be properly awake. Still further to undermine discipline the Captain flattered and spoilt the crew as a whole and made favourites of the men he employed to spy on the rest. In the presence of such a Captain, anything an officer said could be mutiny while his silence, should he say nothing, might be construed as insolence. I must emphasise, however, that no one deed or word would have sufficed to prove Sawyer insane and that the surgeon would never have dared sign a certificate to that effect. I must also emphasise that the Renown was in no state to give battle or even to survive a hurricane.


    On her arrival at English harbour or Kingston or at the Admiral’s rendezvous elsewhere (our destination was not even known to us) the officers of the Renown could apply to the Commander-in-Chief for a court-martial on the Captain or else for a medical survey. If they did so the Captain would demand a court-martial on them. A Court composed of Captains would naturally tend to support one of their number. It would have before it no real proof of his breaking a regulation, nor would a Medical Board have any proof of his insanity. On the other hand, the Captain might employ the worst characters from the lower deck to give evidence of mutiny among the officers; enough to have them cashiered, imprisoned, or even hanged. Were the First Lieutenant to declare the Captain ill and confine him to his cabin, it was almost certain that the crew, or enough of them, would rise on the Captain’s behalf. Quite apart, however, from this likelihood, and apart again from Buckland’s willingness to act in this way—much against his character as so far known to me—we had to consider that the situation, on arrival in the West Indies, would have been virtually the same. There would be a Medical Board and a court-martial or series of courts-martial, with no real evidence against the Captain and plenty of testimony on his behalf. Still more to the point, we had to realise and remind ourselves that these courts-martial whatever their verdict, would mean the professional ruin of all concerned. Lieutenants who had managed to secure their Captain’s removal would never be promoted or even employed. The whole situation might have been altered by an encounter with the enemy, which was most unlikely in mid-ocean, or by the usual incidence of yellow fever, which wasnot to be expected before our arrival in the West Indies; an arrival which would mean disaster for all of us. The future of the ship and of all its officers depended upon a decision I should have to take while we were still at sea.


    You may wonder a little that I should regard the decision as mine. I did so because I was, as I knew, the only Lieutenant capable of making it. Nor was it possible for me to discuss the dilemma which faced us with the other officers, the risk being too great of our being overheard by those who had been appointed to spy on us. After careful thought I reached the conclusion that Sawyer must not reach port alive. His death was the only solution to the problem by which I was faced and it remained to consider the possibilities open to me, excluding the opportunities which would be afforded us during an engagement with the enemy. The alternatives open appeared to be these:


    First, I could challenge the Captain to a duel.


    Second, I could throw him overboard on a dark night, or


    Third, I could arrange a mishap—a musket accidentally fired or a block or marlin spike dropped from aloft.


    The first I had to rule out in the belief that he would not accept the challenge, and that he could put me under close arrest for uttering it. The second I had to rule out because the Captain was seldom on deck after dark or before daylight. There remained only the one method, the accidental death. In making the outline plan I realised that I had two advantages. I knew, first of all, that certain men were the Captain’s informers. It was through them that I could bring him to a given place at a given time. I also knew that I had a useful ally in Mr Wellard. It was I who had dissuaded him from suicide and I was aware, therefore, that he was willing to take a risk. I had once been situated as he was now and was ready to stake my life on an even chance, a toss of the coin to decide between escape from misery or death. I should need him as a witness to myalibi. Even with such a witness I did not estimate my own chances as better than even.


    To arrange an accident without other witnesses I needed darkness and a less frequented part of the ship. That suggested the middle watch and the hatchway from the steerage to the hold, as quiet a place as any in the ship. What accident could happen there? Only one was possible—a fall down the hatchway. And what should bring the Captain there in the middle watch? Obviously, the thing he most wanted (or feared): proof that his officers were plotting against him, a secret meeting in the hold, a meeting at which his enemies could be caught in the act. If he received news of such a conspiracy his first notion would be to go towards the scene by the shortest route, accompanied by a guard. His second notion would be to send a loyal supporter—Mr Hobbs, the Acting Gunner, for a certainty—to the forward hatchway. With the entrances thus secured, his third notion would be to have the hold searched. I realised that this plan could fail in a number of ways but it was the best I could devise. Wellard was the only person to whom I confided any part of it and he was told no more than he needed to know. Having decided what had to be done, it only remained to arrange for the officers to meet and for the Captain to be told of their meeting. The time I suggested to the others was ten minutes after two bells in the middle watch, the place was to be midships in the hold. It might occur to you to wonder what the meeting could achieve. The answer is that there was nothing useful anyone could say. All that mattered was that the meeting should be held and that the Captain should hear of it. As soon, therefore, as I was relieved on deck by Smith, I spoke of the meeting to Wellard in such a way as to be overheard by Samuels, gunner’s mate. I then left Wellard to watch for developments while I made my way to the hold. Present at the meeting were Buckland, Roberts, Bush, and myself. There was the sort of futile discussion that might be expected and then Wellardcame to give the alarm. Telling the others to go forward, go on deck and scatter, I myself went up the main hatchway to the lower gun-deck, followed by Wellard. I ran aft, quietly (I was wearing felt slippers, not shoes) and made for the steerage, the right place at what I hoped would be the right moment.


    I have been fortunate on a number of occasions in my life but never more so than on that night. The sequence of events was exactly as I had hoped. Samuels told Mr Hobbs, the Acting Gunner and Captain’s toady, who called another man called Ackworth. These three went aft and Mr Hobbs called the Captain and made his report. The Captain’s cabin was secured, as in all ships, by a Corporal and four Marine privates, one sentry on duty at a time and the others within call. Captain Sawyer told Hobbs to go and guard the main hatch after first telling the Corporal to turn out the guard. Both these movements took a little time, Hobbs needing a minute or so to fetch a lantern and the Corporal needing as long perhaps to collect his wits and his men. Once these marines had reported for duty, Captain Sawyer sent two of them forward with orders to guard the fore-hatch, after first telling the rest of the Marines to turn out with muskets, side arms and ball cartridges. The Captain then went down to the steerage, telling the Corporal and the two other men to follow him. When he was thus level with the lower gun deck he sent the Corporal and his men down the ladder, with orders to search the hold. Pistols in hand, the Captain stood peering down the hatchway and shouting to the Corporal to make haste and catch the mutineers before they could escape. Had he descended the ladder himself my plan would have failed. Fortunately for us all he preferred to direct the hunt (as I thought he would) from the hatchway.


    At the moment when I ran silently aft with Wellard left behind near the main mast, the Captain was shouting down the hatchway. I ran straight up to him and kicked him fairly in the back at aboutwaist level. He went over the coaming and head first down into the hold. Without waiting an instant I ran forward to Wellard, wheeled round and began to walk aft again. As I was out of breath I sent Wellard ahead of me, as I might have done in the ordinary way on hearing the commotion. Wellard went part of the way down the ladder and then came up again calling for the ship’s surgeon, Mr Clive. Mr Bush arrived at this moment, having passed along the other side of the deck. I sent a midshipman to call the First Lieutenant, who was by this time back in his cabin, and we presently went down together and found the Captain lying unconscious at the foot of the ladder. He was still alive but the surgeon presently announced that he had broken his nose, his collar bone and two ribs and was suffering from concussion. The further effect of the fall was to unhinge his unstable mind and leave him plainly a lunatic and one requiring restraint.


    He was evidently unfit for duty and Mr Buckland took command of the ship. My regret, as you may believe, was that Sawyer was still alive, for such a fall could easily have killed him and I had supposed that it probably would do so. The immediate problem was solved, however, and we could now train the crew of the Renown for battle. We were in action quite soon afterwards.


    You may ask at this point why I should come to be suspected of causing the accident which removed Captain Sawyer from his command. The answer must be that no-one else had the opportunity, the motive, and the time. The officers had gone forward on receiving the news that our plot had been discovered. Buckland and Roberts went up to the main deck by the forehatch, Bush turned aft on the lower gun-deck. Only myself and Wellard had gone up the main hatchway, thus coming aft to the after hatchway some minutes before the others could have done. Wellard was there before Bush and my alibi rested on the fact that Wellard and I had been together, each ready to swear that the other had been level with the main mast when the Captain’s fall was heard. The other officers thus knew that I was on the scene before any of them. If it was not an accident I was the only officer that could have done the deed and Wellard the only other possible suspect. As against that, nobody wanted to press the inquiry into what had happened, for that would have brought up the question of where we had all been. So the verdict of misadventure had to be upheld despite any theory which anyone may have formed. Poor Wellard was terrified at first but was happy before long to realise that the truth was unwanted and that he could sleep again at night. He had, of course, seen the “accident” but had every reason for keeping quiet about it. So far as I am aware he said nothing to anyone.


    The sealed orders under which the Renown had sailed gave her an operation to complete before her Captain had to join the Admiral’s flag at Kingston. The actions which followed are not relevant to the subject of this letter but a consequence of their success was the capture of several Spanish vessels for which prize crews had to be found. I was given the command of the largest of these, a ship called the Gaditana. Mr Wellard, now midshipman, had been given the command of a smaller vessel called the Carlos. Some sixty men, half of them marines, had been spared for this service. A large number of prisoners had to be shipped in the Renown herself, the crew of which, depleted by casualties and by detachment to the prizes, was inadequate for the double purpose of working the ship and guarding the prisoners. On the passage to Jamaica Mr Buckland, acting Captain, signalled me to come aboard the Renown and told me that Captain Sawyer was on the way to recovery, his talk less inconsequent and his broken bones beginning to heal. It seemed possible that he might be well enough to give evidence before a Court of Inquiry. Buckland asked me whether I had anything further to say about the accident and I replied that I only knew what I had already reported. I doubt whether he was satisfied with this reply or happy, for that matter, about the prospect of a Court of Inquiry, but there was nothing he could do in view of the fact that he too was implicated in the plot which Sawyer was trying to investigate at the time of his fall. We parted and I returned to my duty on board the Gaditana.


    During the night which followed, I heard two musket shots fired on board the Renown. She soon afterwards came up into the wind and I concluded that there was trouble aboard her, probably due to the prisoners attempting to gain their freedom. I collected the prize crews from the other vessels, ordering them first to cut the sheets and halliards,then laid the Gaditana alongside the Renown, which was by then in the hands of the Spaniards. My boarding party took them by surprise and some of the Renown’s crew rallied to our assistance. There was a confused struggle in which the Spaniards were finally overpowered, many of them killed. At my elbow in this conflict was Mr Wellard, who fought with determination and slew at least two of our immediate opponents. As their resistance collapsed I turned to him and said, “Find Sawyer and finish him off.” I did not know at that time whether the Captain was still alive but supposed it possible that the Spaniards might have spared a sick man who was no danger to them. There was no certainty about this because the prisoners who had broken from their place of confinement might not have known that he was sick. He had survived, nevertheless, and Wellard cut his throat, leaving it to be supposed that the Spaniards had done it. None would admit to having killed him but that was hardly matter for surprise. It seemed quite probable, moreover, that his assailants were themselves killed in the subsequent fighting. All the Court of Inquiry could do was to direct that the prisoners should be questioned, which had already been done and was then repeated. They naturally agreed that their ringleaders, or such as were guilty of needless bloodshed, were among the dead. There was no court-martial and I was promoted to the rank of Master and Commander; a promotion which, owing to the Peace, was not confirmed.


    You may ask at this point what I should have done had there been no attempt by the prisoners to capture the Renown. I had in fact no settled plan, nor did I know the extent of Sawyer’s recovery, but I was still resolved to destroy the man and would have done so by some other means, probably by making it appear that he had taken his own life. This brings me to the last question of all—why was I so ready to commit the crime of murder? You should realise, first of all, that we held life cheap in those days. I had seen bloodshed in action. I had even carried out an execution on board the same ship. I have never been a believer in the doctrines of the Church except, of course, as a necessary part of naval discipline. I did not believe then, nor do I believe now, that lunatics should be kept alive. The money wasted on their maintenance would be far better applied to the training of youngsters for a career at sea. But Sawyer was more than merely a lunatic, he was a danger to the service and a tyrant to his shipmates, more than useless as an officer and more than despicable as a man. I had no hesitation in killing him nor had I any regret at having done so. My own career, then in the balance, was of importance to the service and to the country. That poor maniac mattered to nobody and even his widow must have been better off without him. I never lost a night’s sleep over Sawyer’s removal and I don’t suppose that Wellard gave it much further thought. He lost his own life soon afterwards, however, being drowned when his jolly boat capsized at Plymouth.


    No questions were ever asked nor were any doubts expressed over Sawyer’s death. The talk in the wardrooms was rather about the accident which had first deprived him of the command. I suspect that all the rumours could be traced to Mr Smith, the only Lieutenant who did not attend our meeting in the Renown’s hold. He was officer of the watch at the time but he had been lessvictimised by Sawyer, perhaps because he spoke with a trace of North country dialect, being thus less socially acceptable and more on Sawyer’s level. He could not really believe—nor could the other Lieutenants—that an old seaman could fall over a hatch coaming even with a lurch of the ship. But Smith lacked the motive the others had for saying nothing about the incident. He may also have listened to what was said on the lower deck, especially by the creature Hobbs after Buckland disrated him and sent him back to the forecastle. So the legend lingered in the service that I was the man who pushed his Captain down the hatchway. I do not think that it proved a hindrance to my career but enough was said to make me a little feared among my contemporaries. On the supposition that the legend is still repeated in any form I owe it to my descendants that they should know the truth. They may reflect, and so may you, that a different sequence of events might have led me to the gallows instead of to the House of Lords. That would be true, however, of half the men who enter the peerage. If they had feared to take risks, if they had allowed obstacles to stand in their way, they would not have been fit to rule.


    I am, sir,


    your humble and unrepentant ancestor,

    

    HORNBLOWER



    NOTE BY AUTHOR: There is no documentary evidence that Hornblower’s reputation was affected by any story that may have been told about Sawyer and the Renown. The fact would seem to be that Hornblower imagined the gossip or most of it, which may suggest that he was more worried by conscience than he cared to admit. He was normally a stern critic of his own conduct and motives. We must remember, however, that his criterion was not the Bible but the good of the service, and no one could suppose that the Navy was the poorer for Sawyer’s death.

 

   

APPENDIX 3

    Wellesley Ancestry

 [image: 1st Boron Mornington Garrett Wellesley 1st Earl of Mornington 1735-1781 Married Anne Hill Richard Colley Wellesley 1760–1842 Arthur (died) William who became Wellesley-Pole Frances (died) Anne Arthur, Duke of Wellington 1769–1852 Gerald Henry 1773-1847 Mary Elisabeth Barbara 1781–1861]

  

  

APPENDIX 4


    Smallbridge Manor

    
    We know from living members of the Hornblower family that Smallbridge Manor was sold soon after the death of Lady Hornblower in 1861. We also know from a newspaper cutting that the house was accidentally burnt down in 1884 and was never subsequently rebuilt. What is surprising is the fact that its actual location should have been in doubt, only to be established after a great deal of patient research. Early confusion had its origin in a printed account of Lord Hornblower’s adventures in 1813. According to this source, Hornblower was given his orders in London and asked where his luggage would be. He is then supposed to have replied “At Smallbridge, my lord. Almost on the road to Portsmouth.” Having packed his sea chest and other gear, he set off again from Smallbridge “skirting the autumnal Downs to Guildford . . . and then down the Portsmouth Road” and so to embark at Spithead. From these references we should incline to place Smallbridge in Surrey, only to find that his peerage made him a Baron of the United Kingdom, Lord Hornblower of Smallbridge in the County of Kent. There could be no doubt that Kent was his county. How could Smallbridge be almost on the road, then, between London and Portsmouth? This first problem was, in fact, the easiest to solve. What Hornblower really said was “At Smallbridge, my lord, almost on the road to Chatham.” That would at least put him in the right county. It also makes sense of the reference to Guildford, for a traveller from north Kent could pass Guildford on the way to Portsmouth.


    Our second and far more precise clue to the location of Smallbridge comes in another printed source which describes the sudden appearance there of the future Emperor, Napoleon III, on his way to Dover and so to Paris. From that narrative it appears that the railway line, by 1848, had made its way round the edge of the park at Smallbridge and that a landslide at that point had blocked the line to Maidstone, which was eight miles distant on a fairly easy road.This places Smallbridge on the main line to Dover, eight miles short of Maidstone by road and some lesser distance, presumably, by rail. Here again there are difficulties, for the main line from London to Dover, constructed in 1841–44, goes from Redhill to Ashford without even approaching Maidstone, whereas the branch line to Maidstone from Paddock Wood, built in 1844, was not a means of reaching Dover at all. We have seen (page 318) that some of our bewilderment is due to Prince Louis Bonaparte’s mistakes in both language and topography, quite natural in a foreigner. If we ignore these excusable errors we are left with the basic fact, derived from Hornblower and not from the Prince, that Smallbridge was near the railway from London to Maidstone and eight miles distant from Maidstone by road. It was, therefore, on the branch line from Paddock Wood at some point between Nettlestead and Wateringbury. It is evident again, that a place called Smallbridge must be on a river and at a point where that river is or has been bridged. It should not be too far remote from another bridge which must be, or must have been, the larger of the two. The Medway is, in this instance, the only possible river and Bow Bridge is the only means of crossing it.There is, however, a minor road from Bowhill which runs down to the river at a point nearly opposite Nettlestead Church. This clearly points to the site of a former bridge, smaller than Bow Bridge because of lesser importance. Smallbridge would then be the old name for the area round Nettlestead Court. The position of the church is also significant, suggesting that this rather than Nettlestead was once the centre of the parish. Where then was Smallbridge Manor? Could that have been another name for “The Place”—the old building near the church? This is out of the question because the Manor was further than that from the railway, the smoke from the passing locomotives being visible only from the upper windows of the house. This gives us a probable distance of 500–1,000 yards and brings us to the actual place where the house used to stand, at the T-junction which ends the road going nearly westwards from the church; a road which leads towards the point at which the river was formerly bridged. The Manor faced down that road and was sited just above the 200-foot contour. Oakwood was then the home farm and the surrounding park extended to Lone Barn southwards and as far as the railway line on the east.There is no cutting east of Nettlestead but an embankment and this is where the landslide took place. No trace of the manor house remains, not even the lodge, but we know from a contemporary engraving that it was a Georgian house of some dignity, facing nearly east like other 18th century houses and provided with some good neighbours at Mereworth Castle and Roydon Hall.

 

    

APPENDIX 5


    Books on Hornblower


    Many chapters in this book relate to phases in Hornblower’s career which have already been dealt with in other published works. Readers of this biography who wish to have a more detailed account of his adventures should read these other books in their chronological sequence as listed here. This is not the order in which they were written and published.


    
       
    	CHAPTER
    

   
    	1
    	Schoolboy
    	
    

    
   	2
    	Midshipman
    	Mr Midshipman Hornblower
    

    
   	3
    	Lieutenant
    	Hornblower and the Widow McCool38
Lieutenant Hornblower
    

    
   	4
    	Master and Commander
    	Hornblower and the Hotspur
    

    
   	5
    	Secret Agent
    	Hornblower and the Crisis38
Hornblower and the Atropos
    

    
   	6
    	Frigate Captain
    	The Happy Return
    

    
   	7
    	Senior Captain
    	A Ship of the Line
Flying Colours
    

    
   	8
    	Commodore
    	The Commodore
    

    
   	9
    	Peerage
    	Lord Hornblower
    

    
   	10
    	Rear-Admiral
    	The Point and the Edge39
Hornblower in the West Indies
    

    
   	11
    	Admiral
    	
    

    
   	12
    	Admiral of the Fleet
    	The Last Encounter38
    

    











    
    The Hornblower books in order of publication

    

   
    	The Happy Return (or Beat to Quarters, U.S. ed.)
    	1937
    


    	A Ship of the Line
    	1938
    


    	Flying Colours
    	1939
    


    	The Commodore
    	1945
    


    	Lord Hornblower
    	1948
    


    	Mr Midshipman Hornblower
    	1950
    


    	Hornblower and the Atropos
    	1953
    


    	Lieutenant Hornblower
    	1954
    


    	Hornblower in the West Indies
    	1958
    


    	Hornblower and the Hotspur
    	1962
    


    	The Hornblower Companion
    	1964
    


    	Hornblower and the Crisis
    	1967
    






    All the above are written as novels, with the exception of The Hornblower Companion in which C. S. Forester explains how the other books came to be written. The last volume, Hornblower and the Crisis, contains a story that the author never lived to complete.

  

     

APPENDIX 6


    Note on Illustrations


    
    Frontispiece This portrait, in the possession of the present Viscount Hornblower, was painted by Sir William Beechey, R.A., soon after Hornblower’s recapture of the Witch of Endor in 1811. The picture was cleaned and restored in 1969, some parts of it even repainted by Miss Stella L.M. Schmolle, who was scrupulously faithful to the original.


    Plate 9 In this painting, now in the author’s possession, the Swan V is shown in pursuit of a smuggling vessel, possibly off Beachy Head. The smugglers have jettisoned their cargo, thus posing a problem to the revenue officers. If they pick up the cargo the lugger will be out of the picture and round the headland before they have finished. If they go after the lugger they will have no proof that she was smuggling. The only solution is to shoot down her masts, which is what they are trying to do.


    Plate 13 Portrait of Lady Barbara Leighton from the engraving by Thomas Wright after the oil painting by Sir Thomas Lawrence, R.A., painted in 1810. Its pair was the portrait of Sir Percy Leighton. When Lady Barbara remarried she suggested, from motives of delicacy, that Sir Horatio’s portrait should be painted by another artist.


    Plate 19 The Battle of Algiers from the coloured aquatint engraved by J. C. Stadler after the oil painting by P. H. Rogers. The defences of Algiers centred upon the Lighthouse Battery, mounting three tiers of heavy cannon. The lighthouse is shown in the centre of the picture with, immediately left, the two-tiered batteries which extended to the head of the break-water. These less formidable batteries were outflanked by the Queen Charlotte while directly engaged by the Granicus, Superb, and Minden. Conspicuous in this picture are the high-angled missiles directed against the town by bomb-vessels and rocket-boats.


    Plate 20 Boxley House from a recent photograph kindly provided by Mr and Mrs Knowlden, the present owners of the Boxley House Country Club. The building is little altered since Hornblower’s day.


    Plate 26 Singapore, visited by Hornblower in 1842–44, was planned by George Coleman of Dublin who laid out the city centre and was himself resident in Coleman Street from 1828 to 1841. Important to the original plan was the Padang or Green, used for playing cricket, round which the Europeans would drive or ride in the cool of the evening. The Padang was painted by John Turnbull Thomson in 1851 and the photograph here reproduced, showing only half of his picture, gives a fair idea of the place which Hornblower visited a decade earlier.
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