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SCUTTLEBUTT

WORLD WAR II AT SEA

T

he Japanese attack on Pearl
Harbor – December 7, 1941 –
changed Americans forever.
Young men and women enjoying the “best years of their lives” suddenly found themselves in the nation’s
armed services or working in wartime industries putting personal lives on hold for
the duration.
In April, Lyons Press will launch Crash
Boat – Rescue and Peril in the World War
II Pacific, co-authored by Quarterdeck editor George Jepson.
It is the compelling story of unknown
American heroes who conducted dramatic
rescues of Allied pilots among Japaneseheld islands at significant risk and little fanfare.
Jepson’s co-author, the late Earl A. McCandlish, commanded the US Army Air
Force (USAAF) crash boat P-399, nicknamed “Sea Horse.”
Crash Boat is McCandlish’s engaging
wartime memoir, chronicling life aboard
the sleek, swift new-breed rescue craft
which played a role in the United States’
return to the Philippines – the subject of
renewed interest among World War II enthusiasts.
Jepson tracked down McCandlish a halfcentury after the war ended to learn more
Lieutenant Earl A. McCandlish
about the Sea Horse’s story after his father,
George L. Jepson, who served aboard the boat, died. Jepson and a shipmate
were awarded the Silver Star for a daring attempt to rescue a downed Australian pilot under withering enemy fire.
Armed crash boats, cousins of the PT boats made famous by John F.
Kennedy, were often thrust into situations where they performed rescues on
vast ocean reaches, often in enemy waters. They also inserted and retrieved
Allied agents on Japanese-occupied islands in the dead of night.
McCandlish recounts the missions, the rescues, and the failures of America’s best who put their lives on the line knowing there was a good chance
they wouldn’t make it out. Yet they did time and again. And when VJ Day
finally arrived, one by one, these men from the Greatest Generation returned to civilian lives to re-start careers and raise families.
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NEW BOOK LAUNCHES
2021
US (United States)
UK (United Kingdom)
HB (Hardback)
PB (Paperback)
TPB (Trade Paperback)
EB (Ebook)
MARCH
Captain Putnam for the
Republic of Texas (USHB)
by James L. Haley
APRIL
Crash Boat (USHB)
by Earl A. McCandlish and
George D. Jepson
Hunters in the Stream (USTPB)
by Terry Mort
To the Bitter End (USTPB)
by Marcus Palliser
The Power and the Glory (USTPB)
by William C. Hammond
The Bomb Vessel (USTPB)
by Richard Woodman
The Corvette (USTPB)
by Richard Woodman
The Continental Risque (USTPB)
by James L. Nelson
Lords of the Ocean (USTPB)
by James L. Nelson
MAY
The Sea of Silence (USHB)
by Seth Hunter
A Matter of Honor (USTPB)
by William C. Hammond
AUGUST
Harbor of Spies (USTPB)
by Seth Hunter
OCTOBER
A River in Borneo (USHB)
by Richard Woodman
Thomas Kydd Novel 24 (UKHB)
by Julian Stockwin

By George!

ANNIE

Salcombe-Built Clipper Fruit Schooner

O

n 16 January 1879, the clipper
fruit schooner Annie ran aground
just after midnight on Salcombe
Bar off Devon’s south coast in
England. The 242-ton vessel – then barquentine-rigged – carrying sugar from Brazil was
bound for Salcombe, her home port, for repairs.
Close to the mouth of the Salcombe Estuary,
the town earned its living in the late nineteenth
century largely from the sea: fishing, seafaring,
and boat and shipbuilding. The Bar, a spit of
sand protruding from the estuary’s east bank,
made the entrance dangerous on an ebb tide in
southerly or southeasterly winds.
By 2:30 that morning, the crew went ashore
in a boat at South Sands, believing that Annie
would refloat at high tide. Later, Captain Edward Patey and one other crewman returned
aboard.
About 6:00 AM, with a gale blowing from the
southeast, Annie was driven over the Bar, striking near Splat Cove, as waves swept over her.
Responding to a rescue call, the Salcombe lifeboat crew came alongside the stricken vessel
about 7:30, took the two men aboard, and landed them at Salcombe.
Presently, Annie rolled onto her side, the vessel and her cargo, a total loss.

N

early 141 years later, Annie rose again in
her schooner configuration on the stocks
in England’s world-renowned model shipwright
Malcolm Darch’s studio. Overlooking Salcombe
Harbour, the workshop is a stone’s throw from
the site shipwright William Bonker built the
original clipper fruit schooner in 1867 for Sladen & Company.

ABOVE English master
modeler Malcolm Darch’s
latest creation, the clipper
fruit schooner Annie,
rigged in her original
schooner configuration.
All photos are courtesy of
Malcolm Darch unless
otherwise credited.

On a stormy autumn morning in Devon’s
South Hams district just over a year ago, novelist Julian Stockwin and I climbed the steps to
Darch’s studio, part model shipyard, library,
and maritime museum. As they are wont,
Kathy Stockwin and my wife Amy opted to
brave the elements and peruse the local shops.
A year earlier, we had visited Darch (see
Quarterdeck, Summer 2019), who was well †
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along in constructing the big racing cutter Iverna, which, by our latest visit, was in her owner’s
hands. This time, Darch showed us Annie’s
rough, unadorned hull. The schooner was
months from completion.
Rain lashed the studio windows as we settled
in with Malcolm, who handed us steaming
mugs of tea. In the harbor, visible from his
backroom work area – or miniature shipyard –
small craft tugged against their moorings in the
harsh wind, with gusts blowing the deluge sideways under dark, low scudding clouds.
Inside, the conversation was warm and engaging as our host spun yarns about Salcombe’s
shipbuilding and maritime past. During the
early 1800s, while Britain was at war with
France, Salcombe was a small fishing and, not
surprisingly, smuggling port.
By the 1830s, the town was known for the
elegant clipper schooners – “Salcombe fruiters”
– built in local shipyards. Darch, who trained
in traditional timber yacht construction as a
shipwright and studied maritime construction
and design in college, has been smitten with the
nineteenth-century British fruit schooners for
half a century.
“Speed was essential to deliver the fruits at
their best, commanding the highest price at
market venues scattered around the major
ports,” he said. “Christmas would not have
been as we know it without this fleet of clipperbuilt vessels fighting their way across the Bay of
Biscay in the very worst winter months with
their perishable cargoes.”
These sleek, swift vessels carried “bitter marmalade oranges from Seville, sweet oranges
from the Azores, and lemons and oranges from
Sicily,” said Malcolm. “Everyone had an orange
in the bottom of their Christmas stocking, currants and raisins in their Christmas cakes and
puddings – and figs to follow!”
Over his career, Darch has created nine clipper fruit schooners among his sixty scratch
built, museum-quality models from the 17th to
the 21st century. Among his creations was a
stunningly beautiful depiction of Admiral Horatio Nelson’s favorite command, the 64-gun
HMS Agamemnon.
An American client commissioned Annie as a

Photo by George D. Jepson.

ABOVE Malcolm Darch
(left) and Julian Stockwin
chat over mugs of tea. Annie is visible in her very
early stage on the drafting
table over Darch’s shoulder.
RIGHT The Darch “shipyard” where maritime
masterpieces are created.
The window overlooks Salcombe Harbour.

Photo by George D. Jepson.

memorial to his late wife and her family, who
were related to William Bonker. “She was the
last vessel built by the family,” explained
Darch. “One of Annie’s shareholders forced
Bonker into bankruptcy over a timber supply
bill.”
Seeing Annie’s hull in her unfinished state,
we could only imagine what she would look
like several months later. As noon approached,
we headed to a pub across the lane from the †
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ABOVE Annie lying off
William Bonker’s Salcombe shipyard in an
undated nineteenthcentury photo.
RIGHT A model of the
first Salcombe rowing
and sailing lifeboat,
Rescue, which saved
the lives of Annie’s
master and a crew
member. The two men
were the only lives
saved by that lifeboat
before it was replaced
by a newer craft. Darch
built this model 45
years ago. It is on display in the Salcombe
Royal National Lifeboat
Institution (RNLI) Museum with seven other
Salcombe lifeboat models built at the same
time.

studio, where we met our wives,
and Malcolm’s wife Lynn for
lunch.
With the rain beating a tattoo
on the roof, we continued our
conversation and agreed to stay in
touch as Annie’s build progressed.
In the months ahead, Malcolm
emailed me with updates on the
model’s progress and photos.
And then, in March 2020,
COVID 19 upended lives around
the world. According to British
directives, Darch closed his studio, leaving Annie behind, and worked from
home, temporarily setting up operations in
Lynn’s sewing room.
“Although I could make small parts at home,
it was tricky, he said. “Inevitably, the completion date for the model overran its deadline.”
Darch didn’t return to his studio until August.
“The upshot of being in lockdown is that for
the first time in forty-five years of building ship
models to commission, I have run out of
work,” he said. “Being locked down for nearly
six months and the stress added to our everyday
lives has rather affected the thoughts of people
commissioning works of art.”
Models similar to Annie are investment op-

portunities. A fruit schooner Darch built in
1980 for £3,750 sold 30 years later for £48,000.
“If it were to come on the market today, ten
years on, it would command £68,000,” he said.
Without a model commission on the horizon, “I am taking the opportunity to write a
definitive history of the nineteenth-century
British fruit schooner,” said Darch. “I intend
the book to be full of original design drawings,
photographs, and paintings of vessels, and the
ports and countries they visited.”
The history will also include “color photos
and drawings of the nine fruit vessels I have
built on commissions over the last 45 years,
amply demonstrating the development of the †
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craft involved in the trade,” he said. “These
vessels have always been called the fruit “schooners,” but as the history will reveal, there were
many rigs involved.
“British, as well as American vessels, shipped
fresh lemons from Palermo, Sicily, to New
York for the growing lemonade industry. Inevitably, a great number of Sicilians followed the
vessels across the Mediterranean and the Atlantic to the big city.”
Annie is now finished, ready to be collected
in the New Year, when travel between America
and England is once again safe.
Starting in February, Darch will begin a
four-and-a-half month project, building a
model of the South Sands passenger ferry at
Salcombe for a former client’s wife. “I shall be
looking to take on the next commission if one
becomes available in July 2021, which will be
number sixty-two,” he said.
– George Jepson

ABOVE (clockwise from
the upper left) Annie
from her starboard
quarter; Malcolm with
his latest masterpiece;
aft deck detail from the
vessel’s port quarter;
forward deck detail.
RIGHT Annie’s highly
detailed boats.

To read Quarterdeck’s earlier article
( Summer 2019) on Malcolm Darch,
visit mcBooks.com.
Darch may be contacted at
malcolm.darchshipmodels@virgin.net
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Chris Durbin
Chronicling Britannia’s Rise
to Rule the Seas

T

he end of the Seven Years’ War – known as
the French and Indian War in North America
– in 1763 was a momentous time for Britain,
firmly established as the
world’s leading colonial power, while His
Majesty’s Royal Navy ruled the seven seas.
Three years ago, Welsh-born novelist Chris Durbin
published The Colonial Post Captain, setting sail on a new
adventure in naval fiction. The novel introduced Captain
Edward Carlisle and Midshipman George Holbrooke,
then serving aboard the frigate Fury in early 1756, a difficult period for Britain in the world conflict.
“That first book took me a year to write,” says the former Royal Navy officer, adding that another answer to the
question ‘How long did it take for you to write the first
book?’ is “all my life up to that point!”
The Colonial Post Captain launched the Carlisle & Holbrooke Naval Adventures, chronicling Britannia’s rise to
rule the waves for one-hundred and sixty-three years, †
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© Alamy

Photo courtesy of Chris Durbin.

INTERVIEW

INTERVIEW

“I had investigated training as a boat-builder
with a view to restoring old wooden sailing craft.”
stretching into the early twentieth century. With Niagara Squadron’s recent
release (see review on page 29), the
Carlisle & Holbrooke series now stands
at eight titles.
Over three years, Durbin has developed a strong following among naval
fiction readers, drawn to his ability to
spin a yarn around painstakingly researched historical events.
Quarterdeck recently caught up with
Durbin at his home near England’s
south coast to learn more about his
passage from the Royal Navy and the
corporate world to become a popular
novelist.
– George Jepson
Niagara Squadron is your eighth book
to be published in fours years. How has
writing two manuscripts annually
changed your life?
I suppose “profoundly,” is the short
answer. I retired a few years early from
my previous career to try my hand at
writing, not knowing whether anybody
would want to read my books. My expectations were low, and I really wasn’t
certain that I would stick with it.
That’s why my first book The Colonial

Post-Captain, doesn’t have a sub-title
stating that it’s the first in a series. I
didn’t want to tempt fate. However,
it’s turned into a full-time job, my
third career in fact, and it takes almost
as much of my time as regular employment would. So, although I don’t have
any more spare time than before, I can
work when and where I like and I’m
enjoying myself hugely.
After leaving careers in the corporate
world and the Royal Navy, what would
you be doing today had you not turned
to writing naval fiction?
I had investigated training as a boatbuilder with a view to restoring old
wooden sailing craft. There is a good
school in a historic boat shed in the
shadow of HMS Victory, just twelve
miles from my home, and that seemed
attractive. It was a hard decision, but I
made the right choice to become a
writer. However, every time I see a
gaff-rigged cutter beating down the
Bosham Channel in a southerly blow, I
wonder . . .
Has your approach to creating the Carlisle & Holbrooke Naval Adventures
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evolved since you began with The Colonial Post Captain?
Yes, it has. I spend more time searching out the less-traveled byways of naval and military history looking for
good background stories. My aim is to
find a gap in the historical narrative
and fill it with my own characters.
You’d be surprised how many there
are. I won’t spoil Niagara Squadron for
those who haven’t yet read it, but it is
based on just such a hole in the records, a series of unexplained blunders
that are frankly unbelievable. Holbrooke’s exploits offer a more plausible
version of events.
How far afield has your research for the
series taken you?
Much of my research was carried out
during a twenty-five year naval career
that took me to most parts of the
world. Since then, my wife Lucia and I
have traveled extensively for research.
We’ve been to the Great Lakes and
Fort Niagara; to up-state New York
and New England, particularly around
Narragansett Bay; to Virginia and to
the Caribbean and to Minorca and †

“I’m a keen sailor and keep a classic
dayboat in Chichester Harbour.”
Madeira. My favorite research place of
all? Fort Niagara without a doubt. It
gave me a better sense of what William
Pitt was trying to achieve with his strategy for the seven years war than anywhere else that I have been.
Has the COVID 19 pandemic affected
your work?
We are lucky in not being physically
afflicted by the virus. Besides that,
there have been pluses and minuses.
We had big plans for research in 2020,
but they all had to be abandoned. Nevertheless, being forced to stay at home
meant that I could concentrate on
keeping to my twice yearly publication
schedule. Since the early part of this
year I have noticed an increase in the
number of people reading my books.
It’s hard to say whether that’s an effect
of the lockdown.
With Niagara Squadron, Carlisle and
Holbrooke are about halfway through
the Seven Year’s War with upheaval
between Britain and the American colonies on the horizon. How far ahead
have you plotted their naval careers?
I have a closely-guarded outline of their
careers that takes them into the early
1770s. I want to explore how a man of
Carlisle’s background responds to the
desire of the American colonies to
forge their own independent future,
and how a man like Holbrooke reacts
to his friend’s choice. I genuinely don’t
know which way Carlisle will jump,
but I do know that it will be a difficult
time for him. Carlisle’s son will be old
enough to tread the quarterdeck in the
fateful year of 1776, so who knows

where that will lead? In the end, the
characters will shape their own course
through these turbulent times, and I
am as eager as anyone to see what will
happen.
Are there other historical periods you
would like to explore with your writing?
Historical? It’s all a matter of perspective. Back in 1995 a lecturer in law at
Cambridge University shocked me by
using as a “historical” example an incident that I was closely involved in only
thirteen years before! On that basis, I
feel justified in exploring the Persian
Gulf “tanker war,” in the late 1980s. It
was largely unreported, but every day
had its challenges as we escorted tankers to Kuwait past the warring states of
Iran and Iraq. I spent a lot of time in
the Gulf at that time and I’m tempted
to write a novel to commemorate it.
Perhaps Forester’s The Good Shepherd
or The Ship provide models for the
style of the novel.
Do you find time to read for pleasure
between writing new Carlisle and Holbrooke adventures?
Yes, I do. I love all naval historical fiction, old and new, but the Hornblower
novels are my absolute favorites. I particularly enjoy discovering examples of
the genre that have been largely forgotten, and I recently read A Middy of the
King written by Harry Collingwood
more than a century ago. Harry who? I
hear you asking. His books are worth
trying and can be found in secondhand
bookshops or online. You’ll find all
sorts of plots and characters that the
11 | QUARTERDECK | WINTER 2021

better-known authors have re-used.
Are there genres outside naval fiction
and history that you enjoy?
I’ll try anything as long as it has an
engaging plot and interesting characters. I have always enjoyed spy novels,
such as the Le Carré cold war series
and Len Deighton’s works.
Do you have a favorite book that you
return to from time to time?
Yes. The Lord of the Rings. It’s quite an
investment of time to embark on that
saga but it remains the best fantasy fiction of all time. The characters are brilliantly developed, and the plot is epic
in its proportions.
When you’re not researching or writing, what other relaxing pursuits do
you have?
Far too many! I’m a keen sailor and
keep a classic dayboat in Chichester
Harbour. In the spring and summer I
can often be found casting a fly on the
chalk streams of southern England; the
trout of the river Meon are my particular quarry. In the winter I enjoy woodwork and hunting down the missing
volumes in my collection of Hornblower first editions.
Is there anything else you would like to
share with our readers?
I’m humbled by the number of people
who have trusted me enough to embark on reading the Carlisle & Holbrooke Naval Adventures – 70,000
books so far. I can only thank you all
and assure you that Carlisle and Holbrooke will continue to sail the high
seas for years to come. n

Visit Chris Durbin online at
www.chris-durbin.com.

Photo courtesy of Julian Stockwin.

AUTHOR’S NOTES

Kydd Ashore
BY KATHY STOCKWIN
Kathy and Julian Stockwin work closely as a
creative team producing the much-loved Kydd
tales. A former magazine editor-in-chief, Kathy
brings an impressive range of skills to the team
and in this, the first of two special features for
‘Quarterdeck,’ she reflects on Kydd’s life ashore.

R

ight from the get-go, we envisioned the Kydd novels would not
be just about the sea in the Great
Age of Fighting Sail but a vehicle
for shining a light on all aspects of life in those
stirring and colorful days.
Julian carefully chose Thomas Kydd’s trade
to be that of a perruquier or a wig-maker. The
occupation reflected many of the challenges

society was beginning to face with the growing
industrialization in the North and a large-scale
movement from rural settlements to urban
centers.
In the 23 books in the series to date, Kydd
journeys far and wide -- to North America, the
Caribbean, Australia, the Arctic North, and
more. He has adventures a-plenty both in
Neptune's Realm and on land. I've traveled the
world with Julian for on-location research, and
both of us take great delight in mentally peeling away the layers of the modern world to go
back in time.
Our travels have ranged from envisioning
what life was like 200-odd years ago on sugar
plantations in Caribbee to treading the †
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ABOVE The Thomas Kydd
novels come together in
Julian Stockwin’s study in
the early eighteenth-century home in Devon that
he shares with his wife
and literary partner,
Kathy. The print is one of
several by English marine
artist Derek Gardner in
the author’s collection.
HMS Defence is depicted
leaving the fleet anchorage under Berry Head,
Torbay, in 1793.

“Bare dunes fringed the beach, behind them
the dark green of vegetation.”

© Alamy

– Command by Julian Stockwin

ABOVE Crescent Bay, Tasman National Park, Tasmania, Australia, which is
similar to the beach Captain Thomas Kydd climbed
in Command.

boards with a traveling theatrical troupe in the
Channel Islands in Treachery (published as The
Privateer’s Revenge in the US) to the harsh imperatives of survival in the wilderness of Canada in Quarterdeck.
I have noticed that there seems to have been
a woman involved with Kydd at some point in
most of his adventures on terra firma! Well,
they do say a sailor . . .
I've picked some of the shore-side episodes
that readers have most commented on over the
years. The first sees Kydd in Command in remote Van Diemen’s Land (now Tasmania) half
a world away from England.
Bare dunes fringed the beach, behind them the
dark green of vegetation. Leaving the men to stay
by the boat [Kydd] puffed to the top of one dune
and looked down on a tangle of gnarled,
papery-barked white trees and feathery casuarinas
around the still, brown depths of an inland lagoon.
There was no indication that man had set foot
there before, no road, no track or anything other
than the whispery quiet of a land as old as time.
[Kydd] shivered and turned back to face the
broad reaches of the river and from his higher
elevation raised his telescope and carefully quartered the scene. The far bank seemed flat and
swampy with the blue of distant hills, and every-

where, the dark green of continuous verdure right
to the water’s edge, so unlike the parched soils and
stark landscapes of Port Jackson.
He wandered down and around the lagoon,
tramping noisily through the undergrowth as he
looked for signs. There might be black people living near, Kydd reasoned, who could tell him if
other Europeans were about. Or be fiercely
hostile to any who trespassed on their land. †
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“The next day most of the ship’s company of
Artemis padded down the jungle path . . .”

Nothing. And all around strange eucalypts, harsh grasses with the occasional
ghostly pale dead gum tree and the
haunting fragrance of oils released from
crushed leaves.

– Artemis by Julian Stockwin

© Alamy

In Artemis, embarked on a scientific
voyage around the world, Kydd finds
himself going ashore in the Philippines
on Christmas Day. When Julian wrote
this passage, he drew on personal
memories of an exotic yuletide he and I
experienced in a remote seaside village
in the Central Visayas.
The next day most of the ship’s company
of Artemis padded down the jungle path . . . As
they walked the familiar sounds of the sea fell behind, replaced by the curious cries of geckoes, the
swooping mellow call of the oriole, the screech of
parrots. Sudden rustles in the undergrowth were
perhaps wild pigs or other, unknown, species.
They halted at the edge of the village and were
met by the wizened cabeza . . . The inhabitants
stood in awe, grouped in the open clearing before
the nipa palm thatched huts. To one side a glowing pit was tended by the old men of the village,
whose job it was to slowly turn the lechon – an
enormous spitted roast pig . . .
Chivvied by one of the adults a file of children
approached, and shyly presented to each man a
little package wrapped in a charred banana leaf.
Unsure, the men looked to their Captain. Powlett
gingerly unwrapped the parcel. Inside was a discoloured rice cake. 'Bibingka,' said Goryo, with
satisfaction.
Kydd did likewise, and bit into it. The taste
was a chaotic mix of flavours that made him gag .
. . It transpired they were eating gelatinous rice
with fermented coconut milk and salted eggs.
Pressed into line, the children sang. It was a
remarkably unselfconscious performance, full, melodious and clear but no tune that Kydd could
recognise . . .
A hush descended. Powlett got to his feet.
'Bo'sun's mate!’ he growled, ‘pipe “hands to carols”.’ Hesitating only for an instant, the man’s
silver whistle whipped up and the call pealed out,
harsh and unnatural in the jungle clearing.
‘Haaaands to carols!’ he roared.

ABOVE Jungle undergrowth in the Central
Visayas in the Philippine
Islands similar to that
which Captain Thomas
Kydd and the crew of Artemis would have experienced.

The men stood up and shuffled their feet.
‘“Away In A Manger”,' said Powlett, ‘“Awaaaay
In A Manger”,’ bellowed the boatswain's mate.
Kydd felt his own eyes pricking at the buried memories being brought to remembrance.
And in Persephone, Kydd has an unsuccessful
foray into politics trying for what he believes is a
safe seat in parliament. On the hustings, Kydd
calls upon the populace’s patriotism:
‘I ask you this one thing. Raise your eyes, look out
to where your fair land meets the sky. Go further –
and you'll come to the sea. And what’s on the †
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other side of the waves? Why, the rest of the world
– where every nation is in arms against us. Every
one! Any burden or worry that's riding you now is
nothing compared to this.’
He let it sink in. ‘You stand here today in liberty only because England is strong and can defend you and yours. I promise to you that in
Parliament I'll not rest until I see her stronger
still! All I ask is that you put me there to do the
job!’
But Kydd soon feels that his optimism might
be misplaced despite the lavish spreads of pies,
beer, and hog roasts arranged on his behalf:
Kydd was taken to the Modford pottery where he
gravely inspected the works, shocked at what he
found: the hellish heat of the
kilns, the ragged children running their tasks, the nauseating
stench of colouring vats . . .
And then there was the canvassing – tramping depressing
streets to beg for votes from those
with no notion of the world that
lay beyond their ken was a trial.
Through the series, shore-side
vignettes are not only seen
through Kydd’s eyes. In Balkan Glory, the latest book,
Kydd’s wife Persephone and
his sister Cecilia have their
own adventures in exotic
lands. One such occurs in Vienna, when after a
magical sleigh ride, Cecilia, escorted by a dashing young Hussar, Kovacs, finds herself an
honored guest at a riotous party.
The snow lessened, then disappeared, leaving an
elfin landscape of breath-taking enchantment.
Ahead, as they emerged from the woods into a
clearing, Cecilia saw the blaze of a fire, figures
silhouetted all round, its red glare lighting up the
gathering darkness. Distant sounds of music and
revelry floated on the air.
In a showy slewing stop, the sleigh drew up
opposite the fire. At first Cecilia couldn't move,
transfixed by the sight and sounds.

To one side, a group of gaudily dressed musicians in red headscarves plied tambourines, two
violins, a zither, knee-drums, and already some
bold souls were capering about to their fiery performance. Long tables to one side were being loaded with steaming dishes of goulash, noodles, and
spicy sausages, while on the other old men sat
smoking long pipes and women happily gossiped.
In the centre soldiers were gathered together
convivially, glasses raised. Shouts of welcome arose
when Kovacs stepped down. A trooper with a tray
of refreshments hurried across.
'To the devil with care!' he declared, after an
impassioned salute in Hungarian. It seemed ungracious to refuse the steaming cup poured from a
stone jug and Cecilia cradled the piping hot red
wine for a moment before sipping.
An explosion of flavours filled her senses.
In the next issue of Quarterdeck, I'll focus on
Kydd’s experiences in Georgian London, at the
end of the eighteenth century, the largest city
in Europe. n
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Visit the Stockwins
online at
www.julianstockwin.com.

NAVAL HISTORY

HMS Trincomalee
BY ALARIC BOND

A

couple of years ago, long
passage back, calling on a ship I had meant
before any talk of lock-downs
to visit for many years.
or social distancing, my wife
HMS Trincomalee, a Leda-class frigate,
Kitty and I embarked
was laid down in 1816. The Leda
on a short road trip.
class frigates were introduced in
I was to speak at the His1805 and remained in productorical Novel Society’s Antion for many years, with
nual Convention, which was
some modified versions not
being held in Scotland,
being completed until the
roughly five hundred miles
Victorian era.
from our East Sussex home.
The ship is part of the
The journey north took a
National Museum of the Royal
© Alamy
day or so. After meeting with
Navy heritage fleet, joining, HMS
several friends and enjoying a pleasant
Victory, HMS Alliance, and HMS Caroweekend, we decided on a more leisurely
line. †
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ABOVE HMS Trincomalee at
Hartlepool on England’s
northeast coast. This ship
was the third Royal Navy
vessel to carry the name.
She is part of the National
Museum of the Royal Navy
LEFT Trincomalee’s figurehead, which was originally
carved in 1845 when the
ship was readied for service.
The design represents a native of Ceylon, known today
as Sri Lanka.
All photos are courtesy of
Alaric Bond unless otherwise
credited.

© Alamy

TOP LEFT Alaric Bond on
Trincomalee’s quarterdeck.
TOP RIGHT The ship’s
stern and port side.
ABOVE LEFT Looking forward from the quarterdeck.

RIGHT The ship’s masts
and rigging.

© Alamy

ABOVE RIGHT The Harlepool Historic Quay Geogian-style dockside
buildings.

The feeling of a proper Napoleonic-era
frigate is strong as you walk her decks.
There were no guided tours, just plenty of
space and time to get a good impression of
the vessel.
Berthed at Hartlepool Historic Quay on
England’s northeast coast, a great deal of
effort has made the setting authentic to the
Georgian period.
Not only is the ship presented in an excellent and accessible manner, but the †
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PD - Art

“The sensation of being in a
small Georgian port is
almost overpowering.”

PD - Art
© Alamy

dockside buildings are also in keeping with
the times and contain a mixture of recreated shops, stores, and workshops pertinent
to the period. The sensation of being in a
small Georgian port is almost overpowering.
Despite being active after peace with
France was declared, Trincomalee had an
eventful career that included service in the
Pacific, North America, and the West Indies. Her final sea-going role was as a training vessel, first for the Royal Navy and
then, as Foudroyant, in private service.
In 1986 she was restored to her former
state, reverted to her original name, and is
now part of the National Historic Fleet

owned by the National Museum of the
Royal Navy.
We spent a day wandering happily
about the ship and the associated exhibits and only wish it had been longer
– or Hartlepool nearer. Whatever, it is
a trip we hope to make again once the
current crisis is over. n
English novelist Alaric Bond is the author of the Fighting Sail Series and the
Coastal Forces Series.
Visit Alaric Bond online at
www.alaricbond.com.
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TOP LEFT The Upper or
Gun Deck aboard HMS
Trincomalee.
TOP RIGHT The Gun Room
where officers lived and
dined.
ABOVE LEFT Trincomalee’s
galley range, which the
ship’s cooks used to prepare meals for 240 officers
and men.
ABOVE RIGHT The Mess
on the Berth Deck where
the crew ate and slept.

FEATURE

The Loss of HMS Anson
BY GEOFFREY HUBAND, RSMA
ABOVE Detail from “The
Loss of the Anson,” an oil
painting by English marine
artist Geoffrey Huband,
RSMA.
BELOW Geoffrey Huband,
who lives and paints in
Cornwall near the site of
the loss of HMS Anson.

I

n 1807, the British Royal Navy lost 29 ships and most of
their crews to misadventure. The disastrous year concluded
with the loss of HMS Anson, a 44-gun frigate cut down from
a 64-gun ship of the line and re-commissioned, distinguishing
herself in King George’s service. The calamitous event surpassed the
year’s previous debacles.

Photo by Ander Gunn.

All the drawings and the
oil painting of HMS Anson
are copyrighted works by
Geoffrey Huband.

Anson had been under the command of Captain Charles
Lydiard for two years when on 24 December 1807, she sailed
from Falmouth to resume her station on blockade duty with
the Channel Fleet off Brest. Deteriorating adverse weather
conditions – west southwesterly gales – convinced Captain
Lydiard that he should put about and return to port.
Severe weather and poor visibility forced the frigate into
Mount’s Bay on Cornwall’s southwest coast. The winds had
reached hurricane force. The ship was now in a perilous position, and despite her crew’s best efforts, her last anchor parted
at seven o’clock on the morning of 29 December. To preserve
lives, the ship ran ashore on Loe Bar East of Porthleven. †
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for the Christian burial
of those who lost their
lives at sea.

The Background

ABOVE HMS Anson leaving
Falmouth under tow by
her boats into Carrick
Roads.

Anson struck the sandbar at about eight
o'clock. Broached broadside to the sea, the
waves’ sheer force drove the ship close to the
steeply shelved beach, where she lay on her
port side.
During this violent occurrence, the mast
collapsed, providentially forming a lifesaving
bridge between the vessel and the shore. By this
means, many crew members ran the waves’
gauntlet and were pulled from the surf by those
gathered onshore. Despite these courageous
efforts, more than 100 individuals were lost,
including Captain Lydiard last seen alive attempting to rescue one of the ship’s boys before both were swept away by a huge wave.
The positive consequences of this disaster
were two-fold. Among the gathered crowd of
rescuers was a man called Henry Trengrouse
who, on seeing the difficulty experienced getting a rescue line aboard a vessel so close to
shore, resolved to develop a means of doing so.
He was instrumental in the invention of the
“Rocket Line,” which eventually became a
component of standard rescue equipment
worldwide.
The second consequence was the passing of
an Act of Parliament in July 1808, providing

At the close of 1807, a
sequence of events culminating in a maritime
catastrophe was unfolding off the southwest
Cornwall coast.
In the late afternoon
of 28 December, during
a storm which had raged
from the southwest for
four days, a large naval
vessel struggled to beat
to windward about two
miles offshore from the
cliffs at Halzephron on
the eastern side of
Mounts Bay.
Among the observers was Henry Cuttance,
as landlord of the Halzephron Inn, who immediately recognized the vessel as HMS Anson.
Four days earlier in Falmouth, Cuttance had
managed to escape Anson’s press-gang, who
had been on a mission to “recruit” additional
crew members. Having made his escape, he
watched with some relief as the frigate’s boats
towed her out of port in the late afternoon of
Christmas Eve. Cuttance was instrumental in
rescuing survivors when the vessel came ashore
about a mile west of her initial sighting below
the Halzephron Inn.
In Cornwall, a shipwreck was a common
occurrence. There was hardly a home or a byre
(cow shed or barn) in the area that did not
have in its structure timbers from an unfortunate vessel wrecked within Mount’s Bay. Only
just beyond living memory, there are recollections of stories told by parents and grandparents of large timbers being hauled by horses
from wreck sites and recycled in dwellings and
farm buildings.

HMS Anson – The Ship
His Majesty’s Ship Anson was built at Plymouth in 1781 to a 1765 design. She was a †
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3rd rate of 64 guns, and 160 feet
long with a tonnage of 1,360.
History has not judged this
class favorably. Nonetheless, the
64 played a useful role in Britain’s expanding empire. The
class was large enough to serve as
a flagship where a presence was
required in many overseas stations and much less expensive to
build and maintain than a 1st
rate of 100 guns.
The 64 had become inadequate as a ship of the line because it was not powerful
enough to stand against larger
ships; also, poor construction
further diminished their reputation. However, Horatio Nelson’s
favorite ship, HMS Agamemnon,
was a 64, which acquitted itself
well under his command, as did
HMS Africa under Captain
Henry Digby at Trafalgar.
The Admiralty, always looking at a way to
economize, elected to convert selected 64-gun
ships to 5th rate 44-gun frigates known as
“razees.” Anson was cut down in 1791 at
Chatham and emerged from her refit with a
very different profile, transformed into a potent
fighting unit in her new class. Anson gave useful service and played a significant role in the
capture of Curacao in January 1807.
Anson’s near sister ship, HMS Indefatigable,
under the command of Sir Edward Pellow, was
also a razee. She successfully destroyed a French
74, Droit’s de L’Homme, in 1797.

“. . . court martial proceedings . . . took place
aboard HMS Salvador del Mundo . . .”

Events Leading to HMS Anson’s Loss
After Anson was wrecked, court-martial proceedings, a normal post-loss procedure, took
place onboard HMS Salvador del Mundo on 5
January 1808. Based on official minutes of the
proceedings, the following narrative describes
the events leading to the disaster.
HMS Anson arrived in Falmouth on 23 December 1807 under the command of Captain
Charles Lydiard with orders to provision at Falmouth and take up her station on blockade du-

ABOVE Henry Cuttance
observes HMS Anson leaving Falmouth Harbour.
Cuttance, a colorful character, was the landlord of
the Halzephron Inn in Falmouth as late as 1851. He
organized and assisted in
many local rescues. In his
late 60s in November
1846, he and others saved
the crew of a Norwegian
ketch and the following
year rescued survivors
from a Russian barque.
The King of Norway presented him with silver
items, including an engraved tankard to recognize his lifesaving efforts.
The tankard, recently sold
at auction for £8,000 together with some of Cuttance’s personal papers –
inventories of goods –
which appeared to confirm
speculation about his clandestine life as a smuggler.

ty off France’s north and west coast area
around Brest.
While demanding in many respects, those
involved did not regard this assignment as being too onerous. In essence, an intelligence operation, merchant ships leaving port would be
stopped and searched, naval vessels pursued,
intercepted, and captured if possible.
A blockade’s main objective was to keep
larger ships bottled up in port, where they
posed no threat. The Admiralty favored this
policy because it was better for a crews’ morale
than inactivity in port, which history demonstrated could encourage mutiny. In wintertime,
this commission would not be a pleasure
cruise, but sailors at that time regarded hardship as part of the job and took it in their
stride.
Captain Lydiard, highly regarded, was 38
years old. Accompanying him on this voyage
was a former colleague and friend Captain
Thomas Ball Sullivan. Recently made captain,
Sullivan was awaiting a command and welcomed Lydiard’s opportunity as his guest.
Arriving at Falmouth, Anson’s press-gang †
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went ashore to gather more men
to make up crew numbers,
while the ship was provisioned.
Traditionally when in the port,
visiting naval officers were invited to dine by Captain James, a
local benefactor, at his home,
Woodlands. Lydiard and Sullivan dined that evening at
Woodlands, and Sullivan met
and was attracted to James’ 19year-old daughter.
The following day, Christmas
Eve, Anson was towed out of
Falmouth by her boats due to
the absence of wind. It was the
calm before the storm.

The Passage
Christmas Day dawned with a gale blowing
variable from the southwest and the northwest,
finally settling to the southwest with exceptionally heavy seas. Anson followed a course approximately south by east towards Ushant. By the
26th, the wind had risen to a full gale with seas
described as mountainous.
The ship sustained severe damage to its spars
and rigging, and the crew became exhausted
going aloft and effecting repairs. Many crewmen were injured. The decks were permanently
awash as the ship pitched “forecastle under”
into the heavy seas. Anson, according to reports,
was taking on water at the rate of eight inches
per hour.
On the 27th, Anson lay an estimated four
leagues to the northeast and northwest off the
Ile de Bas. She sailed under a reefed fore course,
reefed fore-topsail, and reefed main topsail. She
was making little progress and sustained further
damage aloft as well as continued to take on
water. The exhausted crew was losing the battle
to keep the ship afloat.
In the early morning hours of the 28th,
Captain Lydiard had no alternative but to
abandon his mission and set a course north
northwest by north to return to Falmouth for
the sake of the ship and her crew.
At 10.00 hours, Master Hugh Steward estimated the ship’s position by compass to be nine

TOP Anson battling Christmas Day gales in heavy
seas from the southwest.
ABOVE RIGHT Anson’s
decks permanently awash
off Ile de Bas.

leagues south southeast of Falmouth and anticipated that the Lizard would be in sight by
noon. Both estimates were incorrect. Despite
the southwesterly gale, Anson was probably several miles west of the estimated position.
The course was changed to north by west,
believing that this would bring them into Falmouth Bay. At 11.00 hours, Anson was almost
certainly about five miles west southwest of †
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the Lizard. Since no log books
survived, positions are speculative
and based on retrospective reports
and deduction.
For the next two hours, Anson
maintained the same course until
at 13.00 hours land was sighted
and was assumed to be Stags off
the Lizard Point. There was, however, some uncertainty, so the order was given to wear ship to sail
southeast by south still unsure of
their position. In reality, Anson
was about one and a half miles
southeast of Cudden Point deep
within Mount’s Bay.

The Entrapment
It is essential to clarify why Anson’s situation had become so perilous at this stage in the narrative.
Dr. Sam Willis – historian, archaeologist, and broadcaster –
gives us an understanding of the
sailing limitation of ships of this
period.
Firstly navigation instruments,
especially the compass, were inaccurate. Dead reckoning navigation
in adverse conditions owed much
to the experience and intuition of
ships’ masters, as well as an
amount of good fortune.
Willis points out that the terminology used at that time could
be misleading to present-day interpretation.
In the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, navigators regarded the best theoretical point
of sailing as the correct reference
for calculating a course. For Anson, this might be six points off the true wind,
each point being a little over eleven degrees,
which translates to about seventy degrees off
the true wind in ideal conditions, which all
sailors know hardly ever applies.
Factors included the skill of the helmsman.
Leeway made by tide and windage could re-

TOP Chart showing HMS
Anson’s track to her eventual demise on Loe Bar.
ABOVE Anson struggles
within Mount’s Bay.

duce this to eight points off the wind or 90
degrees to the true wind. Even with yards fully
braced round, it was almost impossible to
make upwind progress.
Additionally, turning on to a reciprocal
course required a movement through 20 points
of the wind, or gybing in today’s parlance. †
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This maneuver required up to a half-mile loss
of ground in poor conditions. Tacking or turning through the eye of the wind was not an
option. Reaching a point five miles west by
north of the Lizard sealed Anson’s fate.

The Final Stages
Conditions aboard Anson were worsening. Water in the hold four or five feet deep made the
vessel much less manageable. The 300 or 400
tons of water made its motion very unstable.
Confirmation of their position was now imperative.
At 15.00 hours, Captain Lydiard decided to
“stand in” to find land. Wearing the ship again
and maintaining a northwesterly course for 15
minutes, land appeared through poor visibility.
The master was now certain that their position
was in Mount’s Bay. They wore ship yet again

ABOVE LEFT Crowds gathered as Anson ran ashore
on Loe Bar.
ABOVE RIGHT Anson
strikes bottom and begins
to broach with her port
side to shore.

to the southeast and shortly sighted cliffs dead
ahead, conclusive confirmation of their worst
fears.
Advised that the ship would not clear the †
Lizard on their present course, Lydiard ordered
the master to wear Anson once again, and she
“hauled onto the wind on larboard tack.” It
was now about 16.00 hours, and Captain Lydiard resolved to anchor. Steward proposed anchoring off Loe Bar, the only beach on the
otherwise rock-bound coast, which afforded
the best chance of survival should the vessel
have to run ashore.
At 17.00 hours, Anson anchored one and a
half miles from shore under close-reefed fore
course and reefed main and mizzen topsail,
letting down her best bower in 20 fathoms.
The cable stoppers (strong ropes attached to
the cathead used to secure the anchor to the
bow) carried away due to the excessive strain
on the line, which “ran out to the clinch (a
knot fastening the cable to the anchor ring),”
stretching to about 600 feet.
All topmasts and spars were brought down
to the deck to reduce windage and stress on the
cable, an almost impossible task in the dark- †
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ness and bitter cold with
mountainous seas and
hurricane-force winds.
The crew prepared the
small bower anchor as a
precaution against the
main cable failing and
struggled to mitigate the
increased influx of water
during a long and fraught
night.

Last Hope
The weather did not
moderate, and the storm’s
full and unabated
strength, which had already lasted four days,
lashed the ship and crew.
Anson rode her anchor for
11 hours. At 04.00 hours,
the cable parted. The
small bower was immediately let go and “brought
up at the clinch,” carrying
away the stoppers. This small bower was all
that now held Anson and her crew from wrecking. Three and a half hours later it parted.
Captain Lydiard ordered the vessel to be run
ashore on Loe Bar, where hundreds of horrorstricken people gathered to “watch with intense
and painful interest” as the ship wallowed
through huge breakers towards the shore. At
08.00 hours, some 100 yards from the beach,
Anson struck bottom in the trough of the sea
and began to broach with her port side to
shore, washing several officers off the poop
deck.
Still, she was lifted and driven closer to the
beach as monstrous seas swept her decks, while
the sounds of her destruction carried above the
raging storm.
As the vessel came to rest on the steeply
shelving shore, she capsized on to her port side.
The starboard cannons, each weighing several
tons, broke from their positions and crashed
down near-vertical decks, causing carnage, and
smashing through the port side, hastening the
ship’s destruction.

“At this moment, the masts gave way, thundering
down amid spars, blocks, and rigging.”
At this moment, the masts gave way, thundering down amid spars, blocks, and rigging.
Those clinging to the masts were thrown into
the sea and swept away in the reflux of the surf.
Relieved of her top hamper, Anson righted herself slightly.
By good fortune, the fallen mainmast formed
a bridge between the main deck and the shore.
Crew members took advantage of this providence and ran the gauntlet between the ship
and the shore’s safety. Many survived, but large
numbers perished despite the human chains
forming to gasp those struggling to reach the
beach in the surf. The sea was “making a fair
breach over her,” according to contemporary
accounts.
Observers reported many tales of heroism
that day. Several local men, including a church
minister, managed to swim to the ship on the
ebbing tide, carrying lifelines and working to
rescue some who had otherwise given up all
hope.
Henry Trengrouse, a Helston cabinet †
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ABOVE Anson’s mainmast
formed a bridge between
the ship and the shore
over which many moved
to safety.

By 09.00 hours, most
escaped, but not before the
ship’s surgeon and his son
were swept to their deaths
from the quarterdeck.
Captain Lydiard and his
friend Thomas Sullivan
had remained lashed to the
ship’s wheel. Lydiard told
his friend, “Sullivan it’s our
turn now, you go first.”
Sullivan timed his dash,
clinging to whatever he
could as waves swept over
him, but he finally made
the run along the mast and
reached the shore.
Shortly afterward, Lydiard made his run to safety.
On reaching the mainmast’s stump, he noticed a
midshipman clinging to its
base, too terror-sstricken to
move. Lydiard returned and
hauled the boy to his feet
and made for the fallen mast. Almost immediately, they were both struck by a massive wave
and were never seen alive again.
Also, at the wreck scene, Captain James offered hospitality to the surviving officers back
at Woodlands. Among these officers was Captain Sullivan, who renewed his acquaintance
with James’ daughter on returning to Falmouth and eventually married her.
By 13.00 hours, Anson began to rapidly
break up, and by 15.00 hours, her destruction
was total. Penzance customs officer W. F. Terris wrote in his report after arriving on the
scene: “Not anything like a ship was to be seen.
The whole beach is covered in wreck.” n

“Not anything like a ship was to be seen. The whole
beach is covered in wreck.”
maker of some repute, was among the crowd of
anxious onlookers. Appalled at the loss of life so
close to shore, he devoted the rest of his life and
personal fortune to developing a means of carrying a rescue line from shore to ships.
Henry Cuttunce, the landlord of the Halze–
phron Inn was also among those gathered.
Throughout his life, he was a prominent local
figure involved in saving lives of those shipwrecked along the coast.
Although many aboard the ship lost their
lives during the vessel’s initial impact onshore, a
surprising number survived. Notable among
these was a young woman called Lucile Dale.
Injured during the ship’s passage, having broken her femur, she was below decks when Anson
struck and owed her survival to being confined
to a hammock. Unleashed cannon passed beneath her as they broke free.
Lucile somehow managed to drag herself to
the main deck, where she was seen by Lieutenant Thomas Gill, who, with Captain Lydiard’s
permission, picked her up and carried her to
safety via the fallen mast.

ABOVE The beach at Loe
Bar littered with Anson’s
wreckage.

See “In Anson’s Wake” on page 31.

Visit Geoffrey Huband online at the
Mall Galleries in London:
www.mallgalleries.org.uk.
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wright ar ee? Tell ee a yarn bout a bar.
My visit to Loe bar was very much a spur
of the moment thing, and far more frightening on reflection than it seemed at the time.
I had produced a preliminary drawing for my painting
“Loss of HMS Anson,” employing some dramatic license like Turneresque
breaking seas near the shore.
Awaking that day to the
sound of high winds and
rain squalls beating on the
windows, I looked out at an
impressive sea breaking on
the beach made more dramatic by the dark sky and
luminous spray caught by
the wind. It was also high
tide, shortly before the ebb.
The similarity of the conditions I wanted to represent in my painting struck
me, and I was curious to
observe firsthand the waves at
the wreck site. I drove over to
Loe bar through the Penrose
estate woodland to the clifftop overlooking the bar. As I
walked from the car, I realized just how strong the wind was
in this exposed location.
The bar stretched to the east, and the sea was a boiling
mass of confusion. The intensity of the wind and the incredible seas took me aback. The breaking waves were genuinely
huge, frighteningly evil, slow-motion monsters. I watched
from my vantage point for several minutes, totally mesmerized.
I wanted to view the scene from the shore. The beach at
high water shelves steeply, and the waves dissipated rapidly.
Following the path, I reached a suitable location, leaving
about 40 yards from the shoreline as a safety margin. I began
taking photographs with both my camera and iPhone.
Noticing a massive wave building about a half-mile to the
east, I continued taking pictures and then glanced to my
right, towards the southeast. This monster had arrived at my

A

part of the beach and was toppling forwards in a threatening
manner.
I felt oddly detached and continued to take pictures as the
wave broke and rushed shoreward, disappearing below the
beach’s steep shelf. I remained transfixed and imagined it
would disperse like the others. I was wrong, almost instantly
confronted by a rapidly approaching wall of water. It was
probably about two feet deep when it struck me, but the surprise and force of the impact knocked me down.
My only thought was to hang onto my camera as I struggled to stand up, hoping no one observed me making an idiot of myself. As I groveled
about in the now receding
water, trying to stop myself
from being swept away, I
was unable to move, with
my feet buried in the coarse
sand almost to my knees.
Suddenly I saw another
wave rushing down on me
from higher up the beach.
The massive wave curled
around from behind, knocking me down once again,
this time rather deeper than
Geoffrey Huband’s footprints as
before.
he scurried to safety at Loe Bar.
Real concern crept in as
the reflux force pulled me in
the direction of the steeply
shelving shore. Fortunately,
my feet remained embedded
in the sandy shingle where I
sat.
Within seconds the water receded, and I managed to haul
my feet free and raced up the beach. Running on wet sand
pursued by another wall of the water was a nightmare. Inexplicably, I turned to take another photograph, and the camera ceased functioning.
At the cliff’s base, I stopped to get my breath and recover
my composure. Shaken by the experience, I had been closer
to the drama of 200 years before than I had wished. I
trudged back up the cliff path, reflecting on what might have
been, dramatically aware that my dramatic painting did not
exaggerate reality.
In retrospect, I guess the search for authenticity was
worthwhile, but I resolved never to risk anything like that
again, even though I believed I had been cautious. n
Photo by Geoffrey Huband.

Ahead of finalizing his painting, “Loss of HMS Anson,” Geoffrey Huband visited the site of the disaster on a stormy morning
much like the day the ship came ashore in Mount’s Bay in 1807.
At Quarterdeck’s request, he shared his harrowing tale, responding initially in his affected Cornish accent.

In Anson’ s Wake
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– Geoffrey Huband

BOOK REVIEWS

The Smugglers of Deal
BY MICHAEL AYE
Bitingduck Press, US Trade Paperback
$19.99
MARCH

M

ichael Aye shifts from The
Fighting Anthonys and the
Royal Navy to England’s
infamous “free trade” along the Kent
coast in The Smugglers of Deal, the first
entry in his new series.
In early 1791, Britain is once again
on the cusp of war with France. At seventeen and sixteen, though, Cole
Buckley and Phillip Bickford have their
sights on the opposite sex, predictably
creating issues.
Raised as brothers at Belcastle Manor in Canterbury, Phillip is the Earl of
Belcastle’s son, while Cole’s father, Peter, is the stable master on the estate.
Caught peeking at fair maids bathing on a sultry summer afternoon, the
lads’ face hours cleaning horse stalls
and longer-term unwelcome consequences.
At the behest of their fathers, the
pair face service in His Majesty’s forces,
Phillip as a Royal Navy midshipman

and Cole with a commission in the
British Army.
At Portsmouth, Phillip embarks
aboard HMS Diamond, a 38-gun frigate. While waiting to join the 10th
Regiment of Dragoons, Cole is sent to
his Uncle Angus’s tavern, the Cock,
and Bull, in Deal “to work like a man
so when this commission comes along,
he’ll appreciate it more.”
Michael Aye’s breezy narrative is
gripping from the outset when duty
men lying in wait for smugglers mistakenly ambush and kill the wrong
man, igniting a series of deadly incidents.
Arriving in Deal, a notorious eighteenth-century smuggling haunt on the
Channel coast near the North Sea,
Cole is drawn into the company of
those involved in the trade. The Cock
and Bull benefits from tax-free goods –
especially tobacco – arriving on the
Kent shore from France in luggers under the cover of darkness and Customs
officers’ noses.
Aye’s yarn surges like a rising tide
from clandestine landings along the
shingled Kent shore to treacherous encounters with highwaymen to a bloody
battle at sea between the Customs Service and a free trading lugger – all
mixed in with a bit of romance.
Cole is smitten with the local magistrate’s daughter, who is equally taken
by him, even as he is involved with an
older attractive widow, whose charms
are too enticing to ignore – and he
doesn’t.
With Phillip away at sea, Cole befriends Joe Lando, who works for the
smugglers’ “banker,” a man with
“money and contacts,” and leads him
into threatening situations.
The Smugglers of Deal is a brilliant
opening salvo in Aye’s new saga set
against Georgian England’s coarse underbelly as war is about to commence
with Revolutionary France. n
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Napoleon’s Run
BY JONATHAN SPENCER
Canelo Adventure, UKPB
$16.95
JANUARY

I

n August 1795, at the base of Table Mountain near Cape Town in
South Africa, William John Hazzard, a lieutenant in His Majesty’s Marine Forces, witnesses the shocking
aftermath of a heinous crime against
“innocents” – one committed by British Redcoats.
Incensed by the atrocity, Hazard
seeks retribution from those responsible, including someone close to him,
and suffers severe wounds. Waiting for
removal to a Royal Navy ship offshore,
he learns that the horrible misdeeds
were a covert operation sanctioned by
authorities as “a matter of empire.”
On the verge of consciousness, he
murmurs to a naval officer, “I sign . . .
resign my commission . . . and may
God damn you all for what you have
done . . .”
Months later, on the mend from his
injuries and still seething, Hazzard delivers a scathing report to the Lords †

BOOK REVIEWS
Commissioners. His reward is a summary discharge from the service and
“an invalid’s pension.”
Returning to his family seat in the
Suffolk countryside to mend, hoping
to wed his fiancée Sarah, whom he left
behind, more dismay awaits Hazzard.
Despite the war, she embarks for the
Continent on a “grand tour” and subsequently vanishes.
With these staggering events, Jonathan Spencer débuts a new irresistible
character in naval fiction set against
Britannia’s Napoleonic Wars’ broad
canvas.
As could be expected, Hazzard’s quiet country life ends with an urgent
summons from the Admiralty – including “news of Sarah” – and finds
him hurtling toward London in a Royal Navy carriage.
At the Admiralty, Hazzard faces an
officer who betrayed him at the Cape
three years earlier. Intelligence has
smoked Napoleon’s plot to unleash an
immense invasion fleet – but where?
And that’s the rub; Hazzard, with fluency in French and knowledge of the
country, is required to lead a secret
mission “to discover the target of the
French fleet . . . and report to Rear Admiral Nelson.”
Although still embittered by events
at the Cape, he agrees when he learns
that Sarah was last sighted with a British agent in Naples just before their
carriage was discovered overturned and
the driver murdered.
Spencer’s taut tale launches Hazzard
and a marine company – including his
former Sergeant, Jory Cook, and fifteen familiar comrades-in-arms – on a
furtive operation. Ahead lie bloody battles at sea and on narrow lanes onshore.
Napoleon’s Run is a cracking good
naval thriller, with a provocative central character in Lieutenant William
Hazzard, oozing intrigue and fierce
action at every turn. n

Niagara Squadron
BY CHRIS DURBIN
Independent, US Trade Paperback
$13.23
AVAILABLE NOW

T

he Seven Years’ War – or
French and Indian War – is
heating up in North America,
with William Pitt’s three-pronged Canadian master plan, including an attack
on strategically key Fort Niagara.
After returning to England in a prisoner exchange, Commander George
Holbrooke, without a ship, is dispatched to North America to command a small naval party in the
Niagara Expedition charged with handling six-hundred boats transporting
British troops across Lake Ontario.
In London, the Board of Admiralty
passes over Holbrooke for promotion
to post-captain, dashing his hopes of
winning Ann Featherstone’s hand in
Wickham, his hometown in Hampshire.
Along the Mohawk River in New
York Province, elements of the British
army, commanded by General John
Prideaux, traveling primarily in durable
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bateaux and a hundred whaleboats,
move slowly through Iroquois territory
toward Fort Stanwix.
Chris Durbin’s chronicle, influenced
by particular regard for history, as he
has with all eight of the Carlisle &
Holbrooke novels, echoes James Fenimore Cooper as the small-boat fleet
penetrates the dark-forested wilderness.
At the Mohawk’s head, the expedition portages the boats to Lake Ontario
for the push along the southern shore
to Fort Niagara, where British and
French forces will decide control of the
Great Lakes region. The course ahead
is anything but smooth.
The French maintain a naval advantage on the lake with two armed
square-rig brigs and a small schooner.
Despite the apparent mismatch, Holbrooke turns the tables, capturing the
schooner near shore with “Englishmen,
colonials and Mohawks,” and renaming her Mohawk.
Sailing the freshwater sea, with Lieutenant Charles Lynton in command,
Mohawk lures a French brig away from
the main British force. At the same
time, Holbrooke continues toward
Fort Niagara with 5,000 troops and
friendly Iroquois warriors.
Durbin’s cinematic narrative tension
is palpable as the expedition closes on
the French stronghold at Niagara. Mohawk engages an enemy schooner and
troopship that threatens the expedition’s success.
Durbin also tells a very human story,
through Holbrooke’s interactions with
Prideaux, Lynton, his particular friend,
Chaplain David Chalmers, and the
Mohawk warrior Kanatase, while carrying an unsettling letter from Wickham.
The Niagara Squadron exudes authenticity, inspiration, and naval action, while offering an unvarnished
view of Britannia’s path to empire in
the mid-eighteenth century. n
– George Jepson
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ALEXANDER KENT’S

Richard Bolitho Novels

C

Photo by Kimberley Reeman.

aptain Richard Bolitho appeared
eighteenth century and a certain naval ofin naval literature for the first
ficer who kept appearing in his mind,”
time in 1968, with the launch of
recalled Kim Reeman, the author’s wife.
To Glory We Steer by Alexander
“Walter drew him out on the subject and
Kent, the pen name for English novelist
the rest is history.”
Douglas Reeman.
Months later, To Glory We Steer was
The son of a seafaring Cornish family, Bopublished to acclaim – initially on both
litho rapidly garnered a worldwide audience,
sides of the Atlantic. Readers soon folwhich remains loyal more than a half-century
lowed Richard Bolitho in more than a
later, returning to the 28-volume canon again
dozen countries.
Alexander Kent
and again.
A former Royal Navy officer himself, ReeBy the mid-1960s, Reeman was an estabman “was adamant that Bolitho not be a
lished author, writing primarily about the British Royal Navy
twentieth-century man in eighteenth-century costume,” said
during the Second
Kim. “Douglas understood him as a man, with the sensibility
World War and gaining
of a naval officer of his time.”
readership worldwide.
It was a significant time in naval literature set against the
One afternoon over
tapestry of the Age of Fighting Sail. C. S. Forester, the aulunch with his American
thor of the popular Horatio Hornblower novels, had recently
publisher Walter J.
died, leaving a chasm in the genre. Richard Bolitho sailed
Minton at the Berkeley
straight into the breach to the delight of armchair sailors.
Hotel in London, the disThe demand for more sea adventures set during the Georcussion turned to “Douggian period soon had Reeman writing two books a year, one
Geoffrey Huband
las’s thoughts about the
as Alexander Kent and another twentieth-century story †
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“The Bolitho series may sail on forever, and that’s just fine.”
– Kirkus Reviews
under his own name. It wasn’t long before the Kents
and Reemans made regular appearances on bestseller
lists from The Times of London to the The New York
Times.
Seven novels into the series, Reeman went
back in time to Bolitho’s early days in His Majesty’s sea service and published Richard Bolitho
– Midshipman in 1975. Three years later, Midshipman Bolitho and the “Avenger” appeared. In
between the midshipman novels, he filled in the
years leading up To Glory We Steer.
As Bolitho’s popularity flourished, the relationship between the author and his fans grew. Reeman faithfully replied to letters sent to him through his American and British
publishers. Characters in the stories, like Bolitho’s loyal coxswains Stockdale and John Allday, spoke to readers and the
author, who always thought of Bolitho as real.
He once wrote, “I am sometimes asked how I created
Richard Bolitho, but I always feel that he was already there,
that he discovered me. I have come to know and recognize
him as a friend, and am often moved by the views and beliefs
he expresses.”
By the mid-1980s, Reeman became unhappy with his US
publisher, who he learned wasn’t responding to letters from
Bolitho readers. When the time came to renew his contract,
he instructed his agent to revert the rights to him as a matter
of principle. And for the next decade, the novels were not

available in America, forcing Bolitho acolytes to
import British editions or go without them unhappily.
The situation changed dramatically in 1997 when
Alex Skutt, McBooks Press’s founder, wrote to Reeman about acquiring the US rights to publish the
Bolitho novels.
Although McBooks was then a small and unknown publisher, Douglas said to Kim, “I like
this guy’s style, his approach and honesty.” Subsequently, Skutt struck a deal with Caroline
Dawnay, Reeman’s British agent, who still represents the Reeman and Kent portfolio today on Kim’s behalf.
The McBooks Press Richard Bolitho editions were a lifeline to Alexander Kent’s disciples, while a new generation of
readers discovered the
stories.
Nearly a quartercentury later, the
Richard Bolitho stories are as fresh as
when they rolled out of
Douglas Reeman’s electric typewriter and are
available in print and
ebook editions. n
Geoffrey Huband
– George Jepson
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Balkan Glory
BY JULIAN STOCKWIN

1811. The Adriatic, the “French Lake,”
is now the most valuable territory Napoleon Bonaparte possesses. Captain Sir
Thomas Kydd finds his glorious return
to England cut short when the Admiralty
summons him to lead a squadron of frigates into these waters to cause havoc and
distress to the enemy. Kydd is dubbed
“The Sea Devil” by Bonaparte who personally appoints one of his favorites, Dubourdieu, along with a fleet that greatly
outweighs the British, to rid him of this
menace. At the same time, Nicholas
Renzi is sent to Austria on a secret mission to sound out the devious arch
statesman, Count Metternich. His meeting reveals a deadly plan by Bonaparte
that threatens the whole balance of power in Europe.

Hodder & Stoughton, $26.99
UK Hardback
JANUARY

Captain Putnam
for the Republic
of Texas
BY JAMES L. HALEY

Having spent the past few years on missions in the Caribbean, Captain Bliven
Putnam is all but ready to retire and settle down at home in Connecticut with
his wife, Clarity. But as the Texas Revolution ignites and tensions in the Gulf of
Mexico rise, Putnam is sent orders for a
secret cruise that could decide the fate of
their rebellion. American settlers in Texas have revolted against an increasingly
tyrannical Mexican government. While
the Texans have a small army under the
command of Sam Houston, their navy is
practically nonexistent, an insurmountable and dangerous disadvantage as the
Mexican invasion is supplied by sea.

G. P. Putnam’s Sons, $28.00
US Hardback
MARCH
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Lords of the Nile
BY JONATHAN SPENCER

Malta, June 1798. Captured by the
French after hurling himself into the enemy ranks, Hazzard is now a prisoner of
Bonaparte and his nemesis, the spy
catcher Derrien. He has, however, uncovered the deadly purpose of Napoleon’s fleet: the conquest of Egypt.
Their bold plan is to cut open the ancient Suez Canal and then sail through
the Red Sea to attack India, the jewel in
England’s crown. As Napoleon’s great
armada prepares to sail, Nelson’s fleet,
still scouring the Mediterranean in vain
for the French, is nowhere to be seen. If
Hazzard can't find a way to stop this –
no-one will. But help comes from an unexpected quarter – the missing Admiralty
agent. This is the explosive beginning of
the French invasion of Egypt.

Canelo Adventure, $16.95
UK Paperback
JANUARY
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Violent Peace

The Neptune Strategy

Arabian Storm

BY DAVID DONACHIE

BY JOHN J. GOBBELL

BY GEORGE WALLACE AND DON KEITH

World War III is over, or is it? Superpowers race to fill the postwar power vacuum. Mutual exhaustion after a massive
nuclear exchange is giving way to a violent peace. While Admiral Dan Lenson
motorcycles across a post-Armageddon
US in search of his missing daughter, his
wife Blair Titus lands in a spookily deserted, riot-torn Beijing to negotiate the
reunification of Taiwan with the rest of
China. But a CIA-sponsored Islamic insurgency in Xianjiang province is hurtling out of control. A young case officer,
must decide whether ex-SEAL Master
Chief Teddy Oberg should be extracted,
left in place, or terminated. Meanwhile,
Captain Cheryl Staurulakis and USS Savo Island are recalled to sea, to forestall a
Russian fleet intent on grabbing a resource-rich Manchuria.

Four Japanese bombers dive out of the
clouds. Their target is the USS Maxwell.
As the ship is rocked by massive
explosions, Commander Todd Ingram is
thrown overboard, where he watches in
horror as his embattled ship leaves him
behind. Clinging to a floating piece of
lifeboat in rough seas, he barely survives
the night. A submarine surfaces nearby,
and his joy turns to horror when he
recognizes it as a Japanese U-boat.
Todd’s troubles have just begun – but so
has the race to save him. As the US Navy
launches a classified rescue mission,
Todd is captive aboard the enemy
submarine as it dodges depth charges
and Allied ships. A deadly game of catand-mouse unfolds, and its outcome
may affect the balance of power in a war
that threatens to consume them all.

To US intelligence, he is known only as
Nabiin. But his followers call him the
Prophet, and they will stop at nothing to
follow his orders – orders that will pit the
world powers against one another, and
bring about his personal vision of the
End of Times. For skipper Joe Glass and
his crew aboard the submarine Toledo,
thwarting the seemingly unstoppable terrorist plan becomes their new mission.
Pitted in a race against time before
countless civilians are killed, and assisted
by a team of Navy SEALs, Joe and his
crew must use their submarine, their
wits, and their bravery to stop a global
war before it’s too late.

St. Martin’s Press, $27.99
US Hardback
AVAILABLE NOW

Severn River Publishing, $28.99 / $19.99
US Hardback/US Trade Paperback
AVAILABLE NOW

Severn River Publishing, $27.61 / $19.99
US Hardback/US Trade Paperback
AVAILABLE NOW
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Cold Truth

Britannia’s Morass

Blood Will Out

BY RICHARD WOODMAN

BY ANTOINE VANNER

BY DAVID DONACHIE

Shortly after the carnage of the First
World War, an advertisement in a newspaper, The Courier, sets merchant naval
officer Edward Adams on a strange voyage to the Arctic to discover the fate of a
lost Swedish polar expedition. Funded by
The Courier’s owner in an attempt to
uncover the truth, the voyage aboard the
Alert is also conceived as a philanthropic
gesture to the Swedes, who regard the
lost members of the expedition as national heroes. But the Alert’s expedition fails
to achieve anything – and the details of
what happened aboard the vessel remain
a mystery for many years. It is only during the worst weeks of the Battle of the
Atlantic in 1943, that Adams unwillingly
reveals the cold truth to the daughter of
his old employer.

It’s 1884 and, in Nicholas’s absence,
Florence Dawlish faces months of worry
about him. She’ll cope by immersing
herself, as she’s done before, in welfare
work for Royal Navy seamen and their
families at Portsmouth. The suicide of a
middle-aged widow evokes memories of
her kindness when Florence was a
servant. Left wealthy by her husband,
this lady died a pauper, beggared within
a few months, how and by whom,
Florence does not know. The widow’s
legal executor isn’t interested and the
police have other concerns. Lacking close
family, she’ll be soon forgotten. But not
by Florence. Someone was responsible
and there must be retribution. And
getting justice will demand impersonation, guile and courage.

1787. Captain Edward Brazier is wounded and in desperate need of medical attention, but those from whom he could
seek help have no idea where he is – although neither do his enemies. With his
beloved Betsey currently imprisoned by
her brother Henry, who is considering
committing her to an asylum to take her
off his hands, time is running out for
Brazier to rescue her and end the tyranny
of the local smuggling ring of Deal once
and for all.

Independent, $6.99
US Trade Paperback
AVAILABLE NOW

Old Salt Press, $12.49
US Trade Paperback
AVAILABLE NOW

Allison & Busby, $12.95
UK Trade Paperback
AVAILABLE NOW
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Greyhound

After Dunkirk

Deep Strike

BY C. S. FORESTER

BY LEE JACKSON

BY RICK CAMPBELL

The mission of Commander George
Krause of the United States Navy is to
protect a convoy of thirty-seven merchant ships making their way across the
icy North Atlantic from America to England. There, they will deliver desperately
needed supplies, but only if they can
make it through German submarine
wolfpacks. For forty eight hours, Krause
will play a desperate cat and mouse game
against the submarines, combating exhaustion, hunger, and thirst to protect
fifty million dollars’ worth of cargo and
the lives of three thousand men. Originally published as The Good Shepherd
and acclaimed as one of the best novels
of the year upon publication in 1955,
this is a riveting World War II naval classic from one of the 20th century’s masters of sea stories.

Winston Churchill called it Britain’s
finest hour. The Royal Navy evacuated
330,000 soldiers from Dunkirk. But
more than 200,000 were left behind.
On the beaches, Jeremy Littlefield hides
for his life. His path home will draw him
through the iron will and the unbreakable heart of the French Resistance.
Only a few miles away, his brother,
Lance, rallies fellow soldiers to start a
trek that will take them across Europe,
sabotaging the Germans in a mission
tantamount to suicide. Back in England,
their sister Claire works at Bletchley
Park, cracking the codes that could save
the lives of her brothers, and thousands
of their comrades. Finally, there is Paul,
the cerebral eldest son, working for MI6, who always knows more than he is
able to tell his beloved siblings.

A shoulder-launched missile attack on a
convoy of vehicles leaving the UN headquarters in New York kills several diplomats, including the American ambassador. Security footage reveals that the
killer behind the attack is a disgraced former special forces operative, Mark Alperi. But before U.S. intelligence operatives can catch up with him, Alperi is
already onto the next phase of his plan.
With funding from the nearly shattered
ISIS, Alperi plans an attack on the US
that will be more devastating than 9/11.
He bribes a desperate Russian submarine
commander to take his submarine to the
Atlantic Ocean and launch a salvo of
missiles at various targets along the East
Coast of the United States. The commander lies to his crew that it's a secret
mission, with dummy missiles.

Penguin Books, $16.00
US Paperback
AVAILABLE NOW

Severn River, $28.99
US Hardback
AVAILABLE NOW

St. Martin’s Press, $27.99
US Hardback
MARCH
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THE RICHARD DELANCEY NOVELS
BY C. NORTHCOTE PARKINSON

THE DESTINATION FOR
NAUTICAL FICTION

www.mcbooks.com / www.rowman.com

