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CORRESPONDENCE
The Letters in Evidence

EDITORIAL

— CIVIL CECIL —
“Couleur locale” in Forester’s early novels
This edition of Reflections is devoted partly to the theme
“Civil Cecil”, and for those not present at AGM 2011 this
requires some explanation. Last year we visited the home
where Forester grew up, and where he wrote his first
novels and biographies, notably his first crime novels
Payment Deferred and Plain Murder. More on all three of
Foresters’s crime novels in an article by Lawrie Brewer. At
the AGM it was again recognized that numerous books
have been written before the “birth” of Hornblower, and
Forester’s talents were not only spent on military aspects,
but also on civilian or even domestic topics (Wonderful
Week, Love Lies Dreaming). This prompted our Chairman
Ludwig Heuse to suggest “Civil Cecil” as a possible future
focus. Also in 2011 Lawrie Brewer and Colin Blogg
managed to get The Pursued published — the lost crime
novel, written in 1934 but left unpublished because of the
success of Hornbower. Was this moment a turning point in
CSF’s career?
Not precisely: our member Simon Karner tells us that The
Pursued reminds him of a short story by Forester entitled
Letter of Evidence, which was written in 1937. This
editions brings you thrilling fragments and a discussion of
this story. Finally about the “couleur locale”. Many of
Forester’s early novels are situated in or around Dulwich
in the South of London. Agatha Brown raised her son
Albert there, and she frequented Forester’s local library.
Payment Deferred is a novel which I have read many
times over the past 30 years. The author’s vivid style of
writing made me form mental pictures of Mr. Marble’s little
house at 53 Malcolm Road, Dulwich. Before the AGM I
looked up this street and of course there wasn’t any
Malcolm Road in Dulwich. But what I also looked up was
37 Shenley Road, where the Forester family lived from
1904 until 1907.

Dear Editor,
I first started collecting C S Forester books as my partner
collected Elinor M. Brent-Dyer (Chalet School Books) and
we went to book fairs and the like and I needed something
to collect as well. I knew of the Hornblower series of
course. I found that I enjoyed the non- Hornblower books
as well and my favourite C S Forester story is If Hitler had
invaded in England. I went to boarding school in Kent and
so know some of the countryside and it is a great story.
When I heard that an undiscovered C S Forester book had
been published I bought it for myself as a Christmas
present.
As I read The Pursued I was reminded of Forester’s short
story Letters of Evidence which I discovered in a paper
back collection of short stories. There are many
similarities:
• London setting;
• Husband staff meets wife;
• Wife falls for husband’s staff;
• Husband old fashioned and drinks to much;
• Husband has let himself go;
• Fear that husband will use child to get to wife;
• Evidence of mistreatment;
• Lover kills husband to protect wife/lover;
• Sympathy for lovers rather than died husband
• Evidence is overwhelming;
• We are not given details of the trial.
In Randall and the River of Time we are given details of
the trial and I half expected this in The Pursued. I guess
that George Ely was found guilty as well as his Landlady
but it would have been nice to get a few more details. The
past is a far away country and things were different then,
with less reliable contraception, divorce more difficult and
more of a scandal than today. Was C S Forester playing
on a fear that some men may have had about the
faithfulness of their wives or on wives wanting a more
appreciative husband? Certainly by today's standards and
I suspect then, the husbands were being painted in a
negative light to build sympathy for the wife and indeed
the lover.
best regards,
Simon Karner

Shenley Road as Malcolm Road?

I “walked” along this street in Google Street View, and felt
a shock of recognition: This was Malcolm Road as I
imagined it when reading Payment Deferred!!
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EDITOR:
I think that Mr. Ely’s Landlady took all the blame and that
he and Mrs. Grainger lived happily ever after. I conclude
this from the very last paragraph of the book, seen
throught the eyes of Mrs Posket. It gives the story a nice
twist at the end.
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About Letters in Evidence: the story was written in 1937,
during or just after the writing of The Happy Return, an
interesting fact considering the assumed reason why The
Pursued was left unpublished at the time. The Letters in
Evidence was first published in The Editor Regrets
(Michael Joseph), a 1937 collection of stories that had
been rejected for publication by a variety of magazines. It
was later published in Ellery Queen’s Mystery Magazine
June 1948, by Little Brown in 1950, by Cassell & Co in
1952, by Pan Books Ltd. in 1957 and in Argosy (UK) May
1963.
The story is unfolded in an indirect way, in the form of a
chronological series of letters from the wife. Below are a
few of the 11 “Exhibits”. The full story is available for our
members: contact the editor at editor@csforester.eu.
THE LETTERS IN EVIDENCE
by C S Forester (1937)

The transition from a formal and innocent note to intimate
and incriminating ones is gradual. From dear Frank, Frank
dear, to Frank darling. From yours ever to always yours,
ever your loving to ever so much love, darling.
The reader’s imagination can easily interpolate detailed
events and after the very last one (Exhibit 11) there can
be only one possible outcome…...

Exhibit 1
DEAR MR LACY,
My husband asks me to write to you and say that he
would be glad if you would come round here on your way
to the office tomorrow morning and bring with you all the
papers regarding the sale of 72 Hillditch Road. His arm is
much better, but of course he cannot drive his car yet and
the doctor says that he had better not exert himself too
much, just at present.
Yours truly, S. L. HART
Exhibit 2
DEAR MR LACY,
My husband would like you to come again tomorrow
morning, as he has a good many private instructions to
give you about the auction in the afternoon. He will be
able to conduct the sale himself, but as I daresay he has
told you, he finds it difficult to get out in the morning
because of having to wait for the barber to come and
shave him and so on.
Yours truly, S. L. HART
Exhibit 3
DEAR MR LACY,
Just for a change this is not a business letter written on
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behalf of my husband, but it is one from me personally. Of
course you can guess what it is about. I want to apologize
for the scene yesterday in my house. It was very sweet of
you to try to interfere, but you must never do that again.
As you have worked for my husband for five or six years
now, you ought to know how quick his temper is and how
he often says things he doesn’t really mean. Yesterday, of
course, it was worse than usual because he still feels very
helpless with his arm in a sling and he has been shut
indoors a good deal, and that preys on his temper.
But his arm will soon be well again now and when he
can get about and look after his business himself, he will
be more cheerful. I was very much frightened when you
interfered, because I was afraid you might lose your job,
and jobs aren’t so easy to get nowadays. You will be
careful with him, won’t you? It doesn’t matter about me
because I am used to him by now, and you needn’t ever
worry on my account. It is all right for me to worry about
you, because I am older than you. I want you to promise
me that you won’t do anything to make him angry with
you.
Yours very sincerely, SYLVIA HART

Exhibit 11
DEAREST,
Make sure you do everything I tell you. I was in such
a hurry to get you out of the house that I couldn’t make
quite sure that you understood. You mustn’t know
anything about it, of course. You’ve never been here
except those times when George asked you to come on
business. I’m going to say I did it. By accident. I’m going to
say I was trying to fix the spear upon the wall and it fell
down and hit him. After I’ve gone out and posted this I
shall come back and scream for help. You’ll get this by
tonight before anyone can do anything to you about it. And
make sure you burn this letter the same as the others. I’m
not a bit frightened now, darling. Not even though it is
lying on the dining-room floor with its eyes open and the
blood all around it. When everything has settled down
again, we shall be able to get married quietly if you still
want me, beloved. I must stop now, darling, because soon
Peter will be waking up out of his morning sleep and I
want to get all this finished and settled before then.
Good-bye, darling. I don’t blame you at all for it and I am
glad you did it. George only had what he deserved. We
shall be so happy together later on. Ever your loving,
SYLVIA
_________________
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THE UNACCEPTABLE FACE OF CIVILIAN LIFE
C S FORESTER’S THREE CRIME NOVELS: PAYMENT DEFERRED, PLAIN MURDER, THE PURSUED

A view of the young author’s themes and technique
Lawrie Brewer
‘Close your eyes and think of England’ is the advice still
given today to a reluctant wife as she faces an unwelcome
advance from her husband. And it is of England, suffering
wives, unpleasant husbands and their demands that C S
Forester, then in his twenties, writes in these three crime
novels. He chooses murder as the ultimate expression of
conflict and as the commercial vehicle for these studies of
lower middle-class life in the south London suburbs during
the years of the great depression. Forester tells three
simple tales;
Payment Deferred (PD)
Man robs and kills visiting relative and buries body in back
garden. He makes a further windfall at work and buys his
rented house thus obviating the risk of intruders to the
scene of the crime. He takes a (predatory) mistress and
his son dies having discovered the affair. His daughter
runs away. His wife works out the truth of the relative’s
murder and kills herself. The Man is mistakenly convicted
of the murder and hanged.
Plain Murder (PM)
Man is caught stealing at work and kills his manager who
would have dismissed him. He has passive help from 2
colleagues one of whom threatens to confess; Man kills
him. Man makes windfall at work, falls for boss’s daughter
and plans to kill his wife. 2nd colleague saves her, and
kills Man.
The Pursued (TP)
Man seduces wife’s sister, then kills her. His mother-in-law
works out what happened and plans revenge with a new
lover for daughter and death for Man. Lover kills Man,
mother in law confesses.
Praise the lord, that you are not a wife in Sydenham in the
early 1930s. In his autobiography ‘Long Before Forty’
Forester writes of a childhood sensation that ‘Girls are
hopelessly inferior to us lordly males… girls were
inconsiderable compared with us although we were very
glad of opportunities of attracting their notice’. I’m not sure
Forester ever got over his boyhood attitude problem; PD is
written when he is 27 and Annie Marble greets her Man as
he returns from work ‘rising uncomplaining to hurry for the
preparation of her husband’s evening meal’. 4 years later
the PM Man’s words on returning home are ‘”Isn’t that kid
in bed yet?”’. Onward to 1935 and we see TP’s Marjorie
‘engulfed in misery’. Forester’s women are creatures of
their Man and one comes to suspect that the author
himself is an unreconstructed male.
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The sexual act is prominent in each story – and it is also
horrible. ‘Marjorie had a nightmare feeling, as if he were
twenty foot tall and six feet broad, as if the whole room
were filling with Ted’s body. His hands were stroking her
throat. “No” she said “No!”. Morris (PM) ‘crushed her
down to him and pressed rough kisses on her, and she
could offer no objection’. Marble’s mistress ‘led him on into
all the mazy byways of sodden animalism’.
And all these relationships are entrenched by penury.
Aunt Dot (TP) must as a matter of fact find a new lodger
promptly although her tenant-daughter has just been
murdered. It is the fear of unemployment – ‘”We’ll be
starving in the streets on a fortnight’s time. Jesus, it’ll be
cold”’ that fuels the manager’s Plain Murder. It is PD’s
opening statement of ‘these wretched figures… debts…
Rent… owing the grocer…’ that motivate the murder of Mr
Marble’s nephew.
So how is it that these three novels are so lucid, and so
captivate the reader? – the first, written by this unknown
26-year old author in the troubled 1920s, achieved
publication within 3 months, was turned into a West End
play, filmed with Charles Laughton and has remained in
print over many decades. The Pursued was lost for 75
years, then sold out its first edition within 3 months and is
now being translated into German, Spanish and Greek.
Plain Murder was a set-book for the Hong Kong Advanced
Level English literature examination only 3 years ago.
My sensation on reading them is that Forester’s trick is
seemingly to rise above the suburban streets he knows so
well and to turn a long-distance microscope on the
struggles of a single human-being selected from the
swirling mass around him. The subject cavorts and capers
in the extreme test of murder to which his examiner puts
him.
To highlight the agonies of the actor, the background to
the scenes we witness is one of bleak order. There is a
backdrop of meagre societal props – a few modest shops
in the town, mundane and repetitive meals, drudgery at
work, isolation in an uninspired home; plus a rather
reassuring structure of civil obedience in the streets and
confidence in the police. Human transgression may go on
for ever but a reader today must be struck by the choice,
stimulus and distraction we enjoy in the second decade of
the second millennium, compared to the almost total lack
of entertainment, excursions-for-the-wealthy only,
unrelieved routines underlying the daily agonies to which
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Forester puts his subjects. Later in his career C S Forester
writes of ‘the man alone’ - Hornblower in midocean with
750 men in his charge, out of sight of land, no instruction
from his superiors for months on end. Here too we see the
Man in a different sort of isolation, his family enslaved by
poverty and human frailty.
So if this is the strategy, what is the technique? It is as
master of English prose, that Forester excels. Consider
these comparisons of style in the context of the
Hornblower novels:
Femininity:
A Ship of the Line
“Lady Barbara was there is a blue silk dress, blue-grey,
the exact colour of her eyes. From a gold chain round her
neck hung a sapphire pendant, but the sapphires seemed
lifeless compared to her glance… The fringes of the room
seemed to be deep in mist… The golden sunburn which
Hornblower had last seen in her cheeks had disappeared
now; her complexion was as creamy white as any great
lady’s should be.”
The Pursued
Marjorie “resettles her hair, which had been disarranged
by putting on her frock [which] made her look fresh and
cool…at the back of her mind, a mental picture of herself;
cool and leisurely and soignée, walking gracefully out to
the motor car to be borne away to the seaside”. Mother
walks “in her black coat and hat, neat and brisk and trim
as she always was, with the quickness of movement
natural to a tiny person like her”.
Landscape - both physical and social:
The Commodore
“Hornblower looked out over the lush green of the park;
beyond it rose the massive curves of the downs, and to
one side, the tower of Smallbridge church rose above the
trees. On that side too, an orchard was in full bloom,
exquisitely lovely. Park and orchard and church were all
his; he was the squire…”
Plain Murder
The room was frankly hideous. The flowered wallpaper
was covered with photographs and with the worst kind of
engravings. The spurious marble fireplace was littered
with horrible vases. Of the two armchairs one was covered
with plush, the other with a chintz that blended unhappily
with the wallpaper… On a table in the corner were dusty
aspidistras in vast green china pots’
And when it comes to action…
Ship of the Line
"Hornblower’s sword was out, and at the instant of contact
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he leaped madly from the barge to the guard-boat,
choking with excitement and nervousness as he did so.
He landed with both feet on someone in the stern, trod
him down, and miraculously kept his own footing. There
was a white face visible down by his knees, and he kicked
at it, wildly, felt a jar up his leg as the kick went home, and
at the same moment he cut with all his strength at another
head before him. He felt his sword bite into bone; the boat
rolled frightfully under him..."
Plain Murder
At the first shot Mr Harrison staggered. At the second he
pitched forward onto his face into the fire. His bald head
shone in the red glow; Morris saw the long wisp of hair
which was trained over the bald patch from the side,
hanging sideways as it burnt away. Harrison writhed as he
lay upon the fire.”
The Pursued
“Something was lying on the floor; it wore Ted’s office
clothes, and a black – no, a red – pool was around it.
George was standing there, his face flushed and his
nostrils open wide. He was breathing as hard as a dog in
summer, and swinging idly from his hand was a little axe,
covered with red, too…”
Writing elsewhere in this ‘Reflections 21’ Simon Kamer
offers a formulaic solution to Forester’s technique and I
concur. With his listings, Plain Murder and Payment
Deferred also share the London setting, the staff / family
interplay, the old-fashioned drinking husband, the fear of
child involvement, sympathy for victims, overwhelming
evidence and lack of trial-detail. Simon’s fascinating
‘Letters in Evidence’ have an elevated domestic setting
however, from which is absent the underlying fear of
poverty I have noted in the three crime novels. Of course
there are adjustments to the ‘mix’ but should we not add
‘sex’ and the subjugation of women to the list? Many of
the personal components are a shock to our civilian norms
today; some reflect the changing of attitudes over time
and others seem to me the unacceptable attitudes of this
complex young Englishman.
If in this article I have discussed the three major Forester
murder stories and drawn indicative comparisons to the
later Hornblower novels. We see the techniques and
personal proclivities of the author in his 20s, forming the
foundation of his later work. At some stage Reflections will
not doubt also address CSF’s early romantic novels –
Love Lies Dreaming, The Paid Piper, Two and Twenty,
The Wonderful Week. Once again we will see the
developing consistency of topic, style and delivery; in Paid
Piper (1924) ‘old Mr Martin used to cough frequently,
particularly just before he spoke. It was more like a
clearing of the throat, than a cough… rather like this, in
fact … H’a h’m’.
Remind you of anybody?
______________________
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The Record of C S Forester’s School Days
Lawrie Brewer
At the age of three Cecil Lewis Troughton Smith (CLTS)
went to Lyndhurst Grove which was a free school in
Camberwell maintained by London County Council. He
remained there until he was ten, studying arithmetic,
English grammar, algebra including quadratic equations,
literature including Shakespeare, and French. In Long
Before Forty he writes of the remarkable results obtained
by the teachers, and comments that the school was
exceptional in its educational achievements. He
apparently won a scholarship to Christ’s Hospital (a
famous Public School) but this was retracted at the last
moment because Mr Smith senior’s financial status meant
his son could not be considered a ‘poor boy’.
A life-time after leaving Lyndhurst, CSF recalled:
“I crowned the Queen of the May on one memorable
occasion of school ceremony, when, dressed in my smart
white suit and white socks I laid a wreath upon [the May
Queen’s] head and said:
Bend thy beautiful head, my dear,
That I may crown thee Queen of the Year.
Spring is the queen of the year
May is the queen of the spring
Thou art the Queen of the May, my dear
Thou art the Queen of the year.
Who wrote those classic lines I don’t know. It might have
been our class mistress – but I had to say them, all the
same, with the rest of the class in their best pinafores
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marshalled round by the staff, while an audience of
bedazzled parents clapped applause.”
This photograph from the school’s archives is believed to
commemorate the same event. The May Queen is in the
2nd row centre, and Cecil stands directly behind her in
white shirt having positioned her flowered crown, the
forward-leaning posture (as reflected in the bronze bust)
prevalent in later life confirming his identity. The class
mistress stands rear right.
Instead of going to Christ’s Hospital, CLTS went to
Alleyn’s School nearer his home, joining in September
1910. His father is recorded as George Foster Smith, of
37 Shenley Road, Camberwell, SE5, a Schoolmaster
‘under Egyptian Government, Cairo’.
Alleyn’s still has the term reports written by form masters
to the Headmaster, giving candid one-line summaries of
the pupils. His first one states “Intelligent. Writes badly. I
have not pushed him” - presumably the second comment
referred to presentation rather than content. High
intelligence features throughout these reports, plus a gift
for languages; although there is a less attractive sign of a
more casual, less serious, conceited and more untidy
attitude after the first two years. The last report says
‘Good ability, not always used to advantage – should do
well’. In July 1915 he passed the Senior School
Examination (University of London) Matriculation –
obtaining three distinctions: Chemistry (Theory and
Practical) and Latin.
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In September 1915 at the age of 16 CLTS went on to
Dulwich College the ‘brother-school’ of Alleyn’s. Both
schools covered the full secondary age-range, but fees
(and presumably facilities) were somewhat lower at
Alleyn's School than at Dulwich College. We may suspect
that the move was occasioned by either his father feeling
better-off and able to afford the higher fees for the 'better'
school, or because it was thought that Dulwich College
would be able to provide a better education at the 6th-form
level.
Anyway it sounds as though it didn't work out. The records
here are scarce partly because he stayed such a short
time, and partly because war shortages meant that the
normal school records were not created. He was in the
Science Remove (the class below the 6th form) where the
subjects taught were Chemistry, Physics, Mathematics,
Biology, Classics, English, French and Divinity. He came
3rd out of 15 pupils at Christmas but the summer / endyear report shows him as ‘not placed’ – either because he
had missed too much work to make the exam realistic, or
because he was leaving anyway after a mere 3 terms.
CLTS played rugby football; the November 1915
magazine records him among the best of the forwards
who are ‘showing good footwork …specially keen and
showing signs of great improvement’.
While he seems to have liked Alleyn’s about which he
later wrote there was ‘good discipline and an extremely
high standard of education’, and where a fellow pupil V S
Pritchett also attended and went on to pursue a highly
successful writing career, he clearly did not fit into
Dulwich. He found the boys ‘snobbish’, he feared the
‘bloods’ (prefects who beat younger boys); he described
boys bullied into semi-idiocy; the first month after his
arrival some local girls were found to be pregnant, and
there were enquiries and expulsions. He said the teaching
was slovenly. These accounts accord ill however with his
contemporaries’ and those of other Dulwich boys who
include Ernest Shackleton the explorer, writers P G
Wodehouse and Raymond Chandler, and Eddie George
until recently governor of the Bank of England.
The Alleyn’s story goes that when CLTS returned to
Alleyn’s School in 1922 for the unveiling ceremony of the
school’s World War 1 memorial boards in the chapel, he
saw the inscription for Edward S Hornblower, one of the
264 Alleyn’s Old Boys killed on active duty during that
conflict, and this was his inspiration for his famous fictional
character. However, given the Californian influence that
followed two decades after his schooldays it is difficult to
confirm this nice thought.
With sincere thanks to Philip Rowett, Old Alleynian; Nicholas
Hammill, Headmaster Lyndhurst School; Neil French, Honorary
Archivist Alleyn's School; and Calista Lucy, Keeper of the
Archives Dulwich College.
_________________
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C S Forester in this Punch cartoon by Ronald Searle is
depicted as a wooden-legged, retired sailor with a
smug face, pipe in one hand, tot of rum in another. His
arm rests on a chest. What kind of chest? It could in my
view equally refer to a coffin with Hornblower trying to
escape for yet another adventure and the author
holding the lid down, or could it be a reference to the
collected copyrights of the complete works of an
author, that are reprinted every decade for generations,
past, present and probably future?
Ronald William Fordham Searle, CBE, born 3 March
1920 in Cambridge is an influential English artist and
cartoonist. He was drawing at the age of five and left
school at the age of 15. In April 1939, realizing that war
was inevitable, he abandoned his art studies to enlist in
the Royal Engineers. In January 1942 he was stationed
in Singapore. After a month of fighting in Malaya he
was taken prisoner and spent the rest of the war a
prisoner in the Kwai jungle, working on the SiamBurma Death Railway. The brutal camp conditions
were documented by Searle in a series of drawings
that he hid under the mattresses of prisoners dying of
cholera. Liberated late in 1945, Searle returned to
London where the majority of his original drawings,
approximately 300, are now in the permanent collection
of the Imperial War Museum, along with the works of
other POW artists.
Searle then started working for numerous magazines
and produced an extraordinary volume of work during
the 1950s, including drawings for Life, Holiday and
Punch. His cartoons appeared in The New Yorker, the
Sunday Express and The News Chronicle. After Searle
left England for France in 1961 his work still appeared
in Punch magazine for another year, in which he made
a series of Imaginary Portraits depicting his version of
well known creative types of the day. Unlike the more
serious Heroes of Our Time portaits from the late fifties
these are much more cartoon-like.
Ronald Searle passed away on 30 December 2011
References
bio: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ronald_Searle
cartoon: http://ronaldsearle.blogspot.com/
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C S Forester’s only co-author:

CARL ERIC BECHHOFER ROBERTS
Jetse Reijenga
C S Forester was individualist, not a team player,
specialising in his unique combination of facts, would-be
facts and fiction. There is however one book, a very
scarce one, which was written together with a co-author.
This was Nurse Cavell, A Play in 3 Acts by C E Bechhofer
Roberts and C S Forester. It was published by John Lane
in 1933. The book and the play will be discussed in more
detail in a future issue of Reflections. The present
contribution describes the life and works of this co-author.
What both authors had in common at that time was John
Lane The Bodley Head. I have not been able to establish
how the co-authorship came about, and how the authors
came into contact. But there is a link that must have led to
(or resulted from) their cooperation: a copy of a first
edition of Two and Twenty (1931) is for sale from Surprise
Books PBFA (Stroud, GLO, United Kingdom), signed by
the author to "C.E. Bechhofer Roberts from C.S.
Forester". The signature was not dated, so we cannot
conclude whether this was an opening move towards
cooperation.

But let us first look into the life and works of Bechhofer
Roberts and see whether there is something that might
have joined them in a common effort of writing the play.
Carl Eric Bechhofer Roberts was born in London in 1894,
just 5 years before Forester. Raised in London his father
sent him to Germany at the age of 15, where he studied in
the Classical-Philological faculty of a Berlin University.
While still a student he began sending things to The New
Age, beginning with letters to the Editor and soon adding
parodies, verse, and reports on theatrical events in
Germany.
In a later decade, Bechhofer Roberts recalled his student
life in an article entitled Through Germany in a Rowboat
(The Century Magazine, July 1923, pp. 356-363). The
story starts like this:
“In 1911, a youth just out of an English school, I had gone
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to Berlin to study. I almost forget what it was that I went to
study. Certainly my year there was spent almost entirely in
the pleasant atmosphere of the university rowing-club. We
were very proud of ourselves in this club, for, unlike most
students' corporations, we combined our boating with the
conventional eating, drinking, and fencing that were the
staples of German student life”.

Tangermünde on the Elbe (woodcuts by L F Wilford) in the
magazine article by Bechhofer Roberts

It seems very well possible that C S Forester read the
article in preparation of his 2nd Annie Marble trip. Both
authors travelled the same rivers and canals: the Havel
river, the canal at Mecklenburg, Brandenburg,
Tangermünde on the Elbe. The authors may even have
talked about this before or after Forester’s voyage.
After returning home for his holidays in 1911, he started
on a trip round the world. He left on a ship heading “East”
in November of that year. Thus began what he described
as ten years of wandering. Typical publications from this
period in his life are:
• Five Russian plays with one from the Ukrainian (1st
edition 1916)
• Through starving Russia, being a record of a journey
to Moscow and the Volga provinces, in August and
September, 1921, photographs by the author
• A Wanderer's log : being some memories of travel in
India, the Far East, Russia, the Mediterranean &
elsewhere (1922)
• Roberts, C. E. Bechhofer, In Denikin’s Russia and the
Caucasus, 1919–1920: Being the Record of a
Journey to South Russia, the Crimea, Armenia,
Georgia and Baku in 1919 and 1920.
He is sometimes described as a travelling journalist. As
such he was much more an adventurer than Forester,
whose knowledge of the period was obtained from the
Encyclopedia Brittannica rather than from foreign travel.
Bechhofer Roberts was also a biographer but so was
Forester.
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Bechhofer Roberts published on a very wide range of
subjects, which was reflected in the titled of some of his
books. From American literature to spiritualism, from crime
fiction (he created a sleuth named A.B.C. Hawkes) to
biblical themes. An example of the latter is The Coat of
Many Colours of 1930, which is announced on the Nurse
Cavell dustjacket.
In 1924 he visited spiritual teacher G. Gurdjieff's Institute
for the Harmonic Development of Man at Fountainebleau.
His resulting novel The Brahmin's Treasure was described
as “the first full description of this colony of esoterics”.
Bechhofer Roberts himself described his several visits to
Gurdieff's Institute by concluding that he "preferred to
remain an intimate and disinterested spectator." But
indeed in many of his works he preferred to explore those
areas that border on the controversial.

The Trial of Mrs. Duncan, 1945. Helen Duncan (18971956) was a Scottish medium. In November 1941, Duncan
held a séance in Portsmouth at which she indicated
knowledge that HMS BARHAM had been sunk (this took
place on 25 November). Because this fact was revealed,
in strict confidence, only to the relatives of casualties, and
not announced to the public until late January 1942, (and
because the Germans were not aware of the fact), the
Navy started to take an interest in her activities. In 1944
she was arrested, initially under section 4 of the Vagrancy
Act 1824, but later under section 4 of the Witchcraft Act of
1735. The trial startled readers and radio listeners all over
the world. It should be noted that in 1932 Bechhofer
Roberts had written a book called The Truth About
Spiritualism.

He wrote biographies of Lord Birkenhead (1927), Winston
Churchill (1927, revised in 1936 and 1940), Philip
Snowden (1929), Paul Verlaine (1937) and Charles
Dickens (1928). The latter was in the news quite recently
when the BBC reported that:
This year Portsmouth’s libraries have unbanned C.E.
Bechhofer Roberts’ This Side Idolatry, a novel about
Charles Dickens that was originally censored in 1928. It
portrayed Portsmouth’s most famous son as a nasty piece
of work. “The author of the novel…..has made out that
Charles Dickens was a hypocrite, philanderer, selfish, an
egoist, vulgar, morose, and avaricious, caricaturing his
friends in his books behind their backs.”
BBC concludes with: All of this comes as the 200th
anniversary of Dickens’ birth approaches.

The second one is The Trial of William Joyce (Jarrolds,
London, 1946). William Joyce (1906-1946), nicknamed
Lord Haw-Haw, was an American-born fascist politician
and Nazi propaganda broadcaster to the United Kingdom
during the Second World War. He was hanged for treason
by the British as a result of his wartime activities.
Bechhofer Roberts also wrote a movie script for a comedy
movie: Don Chicago (1945), directed by Maclean Rogers
and starring Canadian actor Jackie Hunter (1901-1951).
The story is about an aspiring but timid gangster who is
forced to leave the United States after crossing the wrong
people, but on arriving in Britain he is treated as a
dangerous criminal.
Carl Bechhofer Roberts died in 1949 at the age of 55.

We know exactly what Forester thought of the novels of
Charles Dickens: “whose work I found I disliked intensely”.
He possibly found his opinion confirmed by reading
Bechhofer Roberts’ book; at least the authors had
common ground here.

Nurse Cavell, A Play in 3 Acts by C E Bechhofer Roberts
and C S Forester will be discussed in the next edition of
Reflections.

From 1944 onwards Bechhofer Roberts wrote numerous
books about famous trials. The writing of Nurse Cavell had
probably been an early trigger for his later interest. Let me
mention only two of the trials.
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A MAJOR FORESTER AUCTION
Lawrie Brewer
C S Forester and his second wife Dorothy lived in
California but remained close to Forester’s nephew
Stephen Troughton-Smith, who viewed Forester as a
father-like figure. Sometime after Forester’s death in 1966,
Dorothy moved back to Sussex, England, to be closer to
her family. Later, Dorothy was looked after by Stephen
and his wife, who, when she became increasingly frail,
moved in with her.
After Dorothy’s death on 10th June 1998, the books,
sculpture and other important related items that her
husband had given or bequeathed to her, together with
the books that they had both been given by grateful
publishers, were left to Stephen Troughton-Smith.
Mr Troughton-Smith combined these books with the books
that C.S Forester had inscribed to him and a few other
related items to form the Forester and Troughton-Smith
Family Archive. Stephen Troughton-Smith died earlier this
year and a family decision was made to offer the contents
of the archive to a wider audience and thus enhance C.S.
Forester’s already solid reputation as one of the great
British novelists of the 20th Century.
The archive was offered for sale on 21 February at
Toovey’s Spring Gardens near Worthing, and I attended.
There were about 80 people at the auction - many were
interested in CSF. Most people attending were dealers.
The big buyer was Adrian Harrington Books.
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Prices included:
• UK signed first Lord H £600
• US signed 1st Midshipman £600
• Leather bound post-WW2 firsts set UK £3250
• ditto US £2800
• Set of CSF letters £320
• CSF photo in frame £160 - the famous Lotte Meitner
Graf shot which appeared on the 1950s Penguins.
I had a preview of some of the documents and letters on
sale. There was a 1940 letter from CSF to the US tax
office explaining why he uses his non-birth-certificate
name; he says he has just sold film rights for Captain
Hornblower to Warner Bros for $27500 and they are
paying him salary of $1000 per week.
Admiral of the Fleet Lord Mountbatten of Burma had
corresponded with CSF - enthusiastically and respectfully,
but including a number of corrections to Forester's marine
terminlology.
CSF's birth certificate names his father as 'schoolmaster'
living at 29 Shubra Road Cairo. His marriage certificate
gives his and his 2nd wife's address as 18 Highfield Hill,
Upper Norwood.
I bought a mixed-Lot including 2 Hornblower proof copies,
2 Michael Joseph editions commemorating their 50th
anniversary, 6 odds-and-ends and most importantly a 1st
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edition with d/j of Marionettes at Home - tucked behind the
d/j I found a hand-written paper with notes for a marionette
performance - I shall check whether it is CSF's handwriting!
On behalf of our Chairman I bid for, and won the bronze
bust by Cynthia Drummond. The spectacles' arms are
part-cast in the bronze but the spectacles themselves are
missing. However the auctioneer had announced my
presence on behalf of the Society, to the room. Later, as I
was paying a lady came up and said she was CSF's greatniece (?) and had the spectacles which are missing from
the bust. She wears them al the time - the prescriptionrequirement must be genetic. I have the lady's contact
details and will be writing to her.
The bust is splendid. It is heavy, perfect. He is looking
downwards and will be best displayed high up and on a
plinth. I am trying to get some temporary 50s glasses to
go on his nose!
Finally a surprise which up to now was a rumour: a letter
dated 7 May 1953 offering Forester a CBE, was
availalable for sale - is it correct that he refused this,
preferring a knighthood?

C S Forester & Poetry
Jetse Reijenga
When in the 1920’s C S Forester decided to become a
writer and live from his pen, he tried many different forms:
biography, crime, science fiction, play, children’s book,
movie script, history, historical fiction. What he did not try
was poetry, at least not in the sense of finishing a
(compilation of) poem(s) and having it accepted by a
publisher. The only exception is a poem he wrote in the
final decade of his career in 1956, celebrating 20 years of
Hornblower. It is called Ballad for an Old Friend [10], a
nice poem in the classic sense but nothing fancy. The
poem stumbles to a rather ungrateful end with:
Yet, horrid Horry mawkish matelot,
Obnoxious more, I think, to friend than foe,
your very name excruciates my earsI hope you roast in hell, Horatio,
Because we’ve been together twenty years.
In spite of this, poetry is very often close at hand in the
works of Forester. Take for example the early, partautobiographic novel Two and Twenty [1] which features a
poet/boxer who failed a medical education. Even stories of
war can have poetic angles. In the Ship, Able Seaman
Presteign (p. 87), is “the real thing. Institution life might
have killed talent, but it could not kill genius””, which may
or may not be true, but naval action did, ten pages later.
This poetic interlude of 1943 strongly reminds of Two-andTwenty, complete with auto-biographical angle of an
unrecognized genius in a harsh-physical environment.

An interesting, suprising and perfect day!
Two-and-Twenty 1st UK edition

March 2012
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One of Forester’s WW2 short stories is entitled The Boy
Stood on the Burning Deck [2], which of course refers to
the poem “Casabianca” [3]. Felicia Dorothea Browne
Hemans (1793-1835) describes a scene on board the
French ship L’ORIENT at Nelson’s battle of the Nile in
1798. In 1950 Forester repeated the reference by having
Hornblower handle the wheel of a Spanish fire ship near
Gibraltar, clear proof that “the Boy” had become a Man, in
spite of having failed the trifle formality of his examination
for lieutenant [4]
There’s poetry in many other books. In Hornblower and
the Widow McCool (p. 149 in Hornblower and the Crisis) a
secret message in cryptic rhyme from an Irish rebel is very
nearly dispatched to his widow and Irish resistance.
'Ye heavenly powers! Stand by me when I die!
The bee ascends before my rolling eye.
Life still goes on within the heartless town.
Dark forces claim my soul. So strike 'em down.
The sea will rise, the sea will fall. So turn
Full circle. Turn again. And then will burn
The lambent flames while hell will lift its head.
So pray for me while I am numbered with the dead.'
In Hornblower’s London [11], Forester says:
as a top-lofty fifteen-year-old my reaction was a solemn
oath never to do any sort of other schoolwork in my own
time...... During the fifteen minutes of school prayers,
standing with fountain pen in one hand and exercise book
in the other, I would write a Latin theme or an essay on
The Influence of the Lake Poets on Victorian Literature.
This quote clearly confirms that Forester a) at a very early
age was familiar with poetry, b) at a very mature age had
not a single thread of modesty and c) did not mind a bit of
snobbish mannerism.
There is another reference to poetry in Lieutenant
Hornblower [5]. On p 221 Sankey, the surgeon of the
naval hospital in Kingston (quite obviously a scatterbrained old gossip) is contemplating on the career
opportunities resulting from RENOWN’s casualties:
So the hearts of the supernumeraries, of the volunteers, of
all those unfortunates serving without pay in the hope of
eventual preferment, will be gladdened by numerous
appointments. From the limbo of nothingness to the
inferno of warrant rank. The path of glory — I do not have
to asperse your knowledge of literature by reminding you
of what the poet said."

The advance of Internet and a few mouse clicks in Google
provided the answer. Numerous references are found to
the quote path + duty + glory, many of which in religious
context. Restricting to those of a patriotic nature, the most
obvious one is in the poem “Ode on the Death of the Duke
of Wellington” [6] by Alfred Tennyson, 1st Baron (1809–
1892):
Him who cares not to be great,
But as he saves or serves the state.
Not once or twice in our rough island-story,
The path of duty was the way to glory.
What remains is only the tiny little detail of dates, because
surgeon Sankey quoted an unborn poet. Yet we can feel
comfort in knowing that one of Sankey’s successors on
the dawn of WW1 quoted exactly the same couplet:
Surgeon-General A.W. May, Director-General of the
Medical Department, RN [7], in an address to medical
students in Edinburgh. Theoretically it is even possible
that Forester read it in the British Medical Journal while at
Guy’s and stored it in his memory, to retrieve it in 1952.
References
1. C S Forester, Two and Twenty, the Bodley Head
(1931)
2. C S Forester, The Man in the Yellow Raft, Pinnacle
Books, New York (1976)\
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Oxford University Press, London (1914) p. 396
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11. Holiday, vol. 18, No.2, August 1955 the Duke of
Wellington” [6] by Alfred Tennyson, 1st Baron (1809–
1892):
______________________

Bush had no idea what the poet said, but he was not
going to admit it. [5]
We can hardly expect Bush to be familiar with poetry, and
I should admit this paragraph has puzzled me for some
years.
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Society meeting 2009 in Lechlade-on-Thames revisited
Ludwig Heuse
At the occasion of our Society meeting in Lechlade 2009
we read the chapters of Hornblower and the Atropos
dealing with the captain’s journey in December 1805 on
the passage boat QUEEN CHARLOTTE. This voyage
lead him, together with his wife Maria and son Horatio,
from Gloucester along the Stroudwater Navigation, the
Sapperton Tunnel, the Thames & Severn Canal and the
Thames down to London.
Some Society members continued the discussion of
Forester’s description of the trip, especially the “legging”
of boats through tunnels, the “running of staunches/
weirs” and, finally, the design and way of gliding of
passage boats, which at that time were remarkably fast
vessels.
First, the legging of canal boats. Here is what Hornblower
asked the captain of the QUEEN CHARLOTTE:
"What d'you mean by 'legging' through the tunnel?" The
steersman pointed with his hook at the black, forbidding
tunnel mouth in the castellated entrance. "No towpath
through the tunnel, o' course, Captain," he said. "So we
leaves our horses here an' we legs through. We puts a
pair o' 'wings' on the bows – sort o' catheads, in a way.
Charlie lies on one an' I lies on the other, wi' our heads
inboard an' our feet agin the tunnel wall. Then we sort o'
walks, and we gets the boat along that way, and we picks
up another pair o' horses at the south end."

Googling “legging of tunnels” you will find – amongst many
fashion photos on leggings – some more photos and even
a Youtube video on legging techniques.

Some shippers do it walking forward, others do it walking
backward and some prefer to lie on their backs on the top
of their boats and walk on the tunnel ceiling. The
technique chosen seems to depend mainly on the
distance between the boat and the tunnel wall.

Now, the running of staunches. Let’s hear again what
Jenkins, the captain of the QUEEN CHARLOTTE has to
say about it:
"There's three staunches on the river next that we have to
run, sir," he said. Hornblower had no idea what a staunch
was, and he very much wanted to know before he had to
"run" them, but at the same time he did not want to admit
ignorance. Jenkins may have been tactful enough to
sense his difficulty; at least he gave an explanation.

Two boatmen leg through a tunnel
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"They're dams across the river, sir," he told Hornblower.
"At this time o' year, with plenty of water, some o' the
paddles are kept out for good, at the towpath end o' the
staunch. There's a fall o' five or six feet."
"Five or six feet?" repeated Hornblower, startled.

Reflections 21

13

"Yes, sir. 'Bout that much. But it isn't a real fall, if you know
what I mean, sir. Steep, but no more."
"And we have to rundown it?"
"Yes, sir. It's easy enough sir - at the top, leastways." "And
at the bottom?"
"There's an eddy there, sir, like as you'd expect. But if you
hold her straight, sir, the nags'll take you through."
"I’ll hold her straight," said Hornblower. "0' course you will,
sir." "But what the devil do they have these staunches on
the river for?'' "They keeps back the water for the mills –
an' the navigation, sir." "But why don't they have locks?"
Jenkins spread his hand and his hock in a gesture of
ignorance. "Dunno, sir. There's locks from Oxford down.
These 'ere staunches are a plague. Takes six horses to
get the old Queen Charlotte up 'em, sometimes."
See how a punt runs Hart’s weir on the river Thames in
the vicinity of Appleton, Oxfordshire, shown on a drawing
of the late 19th century.

A weir crossing the river Spree near Berlin called a
“Nadelwehr” (Needle weir)

Look at the photo of the needle weir in Luzern/
Switzerland; one can understand why Hornblower’s
“palms, as they rested on the tiller were distinctly damp”
while navigating the QUEEN CHARLOTTE down the fall.

A punt shooting Hart’s Weir on the Thames
Needle weir in Luzern/Switzerland

On the drawing the boatman runs the weir stern-first, a
technique which avoids taking in water while crashing into
the eddy at the bottom. Weirs make sense for the millers
as they keep up the necessary water level for their mill
wheels. For the boatmen, on the other hand, they are a
nuisance as they have to run them – dangerous on the
way down and, on the way up, their vessels have to be
dragged through the opening with much effort (in the case
of the QUEEN CHARLOTTE, with six horses).
The way in which weirs are constructed is clearly visible in
the following photo of a weir through the river Spree not
far from Berlin. The water-level above the weir is managed
by taking-out or re-installing the logs standing upward in
the stream (captain Jenkins calls them “paddles”, the
technical term today is “needles”), which are fixed with
one barrier below and another one above water-level. To
get a boat like the QUEEN CHARLOTTE, quite a lot of
needles would have to be removed and the upstream
water level would tend to go down; I assume to the
discomfort of the mills.
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Last, the design and technology of the QUEEN
CHARLOTTE. Here’s how Hornblower saw it:
“It was a queer craft, fully seventy feet long and, judging
by eye as he looked aft, he would think hardly five feet in
beam – the same proportions as had the crazy dugout
canoes he had seen in use in the West Indies. Her
draught must be less than a foot; that was clear as she
tore along behind the cantering horses at a speed that
must certainly be all of eight knots – nine miles an hour he
told himself, hurriedly, for that was the way they measured
speeds here inland. The passage-boat was making her
way from Gloucester to London along the Thames and
Severn Canal; going far more smoothly than the stage
coach, it was very nearly as fast and decidedly cheaper, at
a penny a mile, even in the first class. … the boat itself
made hardly a sound as it slid along over the surface of
the water – Hornblower noticed that the boatmen had the
trick of lifting the bows, by a sudden acceleration, on to
the crest of the bow wave raised by her passage, and
retaining them there. This reduced turbulence in the canal
to a minimum; it was only when he looked aft that he could
see, far back, the reeds at the banks bowing and

Reflections 21

14

straightening again long after they had gone by. It was this
trick that made the fantastic speed possible. The cantering
horses maintained their nine miles an hour, being
changed every half hour. There were two tow lines,
attached to timber heads at bow and stern; one boatman
rode as postillion on the rear horse, controlling the lead
horse with shouts and the cracking of his whip.”

The inside of a mock up of a Packet Boat that ran on the
Lancaster Canal in the 1840's, an exhibit in the Lancaster
Maritime Museum. It appears that the first class
passengers travelled in comfort. Second class passengers
sat on wooden benches. Hornblower’s estimate of “hardly
five feet in beam” seems about right.

On our search for a fitting picture for the article about the
Lechlade meeting in Reflections 14, we found only the
following one. However I was not satisfied with it;
somehow this craft looks to clumsy to be lifted on the bow
wave and make a speed of eight knots.
First class seat inside

A fly boat as used in the English canals in the early 19th century.

Looking for a better picture in the meantime I received
help from various sources, notably the London Canal
Museum, The Shropshire Union Fly-Boat Project, the
Lancaster Maritime Museum and, finally, the Lancaster
Canal Trust and now, I think, we are as far as one can get
on this subject.
Let us consider proper terminology. Forester uses the
term “Passage Boat”, which did not help us in our search
for a suitable picture. I used the term “Fly Boat” in my
article in Reflections 14, because I at least found
something about them. But in the meantime I learnt that
Fly Boats were boats for perishable freight, which travelled
relatively fast compared to the other traffic, but not nearly
8 knots; and that they did not glide on the crest of the bow
wave too. The fitting term should be “Packet Boat”, which
went as fast as described by Forester and carried
passengers plus small "packets" as well. That matches
the QUEEN CHARLOTTE, which besides second and first
class passengers, had, as captain Jenkins points out, “a
contract on this here v'yage – that's two chests o' tea
for'rard there, first o' the China crop for Lunnon delivery”.

The WATERWITCH, one of the swift packet boats, which took
passengers at over 10 miles an hour from Preston to Lancaster or
Kendal. (picture supplied by the Lancaster Canal Trust, see also
1804 ad on next page)
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Second class outside
The lady and gentleman are not the resurrected Horatio
and Maria but two tourists from whose travel report on the
web I sneaked the photos.
Incidentally, my favourite “visualization” of a Packet Boat,
i.e the QUEEN CHARLOTTE is the picture at the head of
this article, a drawing supplied by the Lancaster Maritime
Museum. One believes that such a slim craft drawn by two
galloping horses would get on its bow wave and glide
swiftly and smoothly over a canals surface making no
ripples.
PS: While researching Packet Boats and the issue of
“lifting the bows, by a sudden acceleration, on to the crest
of the bow wave”, for which our member Bob Smith gave
me the proper term “getting up on plane”, I came about
the following information provided by the Lancaster Canal
Trust:
“In 1834, John Scott Russell was observing a boat being
drawn along rapidly by a pair of horses. When the boat
suddenly stopped Scott Russell noticed that the bow wave
continued forward "at great velocity, assuming the form of
a large solitary elevation, a well-defined heap of water
which continued its course along the channel apparently
without change of form or diminution of speed". Intrigued,
the young scientist followed the wave on horseback as it
rolled on at about eight or nine miles an hour, but after a
chase of one or two miles he lost it.
Scott Russell was convinced that he had observed an
important phenomenon, and he built an experimental tank
in his garden to continue his studies of what he dubbed
the 'Wave of Translation'.
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Unfortunately the implications which so excited him (he
described the day he made his original observations as
the happiest of his life) were ill-understood and largely
ignored by his contemporaries, and Scott Russell was
remembered instead for his considerable successes in
ship hull design, and for conducting the first experimental
study of the 'Doppler shift' of sound frequency as a train
passes.”
In 1995 an international gathering of scientists witnessed
a re-creation of the famous 1834 “first” sighting by John
Scott Russell of a soliton or solitary wave on the Union
Canal near Edinburgh.

BOOKS & eBOOKS
Almost all of C S Forester’s books are now also available
as eBooks, to be read on an eReader, for yet another
generation to enjoy. See the websites of Amazon,
Barnes&Noble, Penguin. Members in the USA should also
visit eNetpress.com.
The Ending of Hornblower and the Crisis, written by our
member Bob Smith is still selling steadily, so far:
• 17 hard back copies from Lulu.com
• 6 eBooks from Lulu.com
• 47 eBooks from Barnes&Noble US
• 32 eBooks from the Apple stores (to US, UK, AU, CA)
Order this great book (or ebook) throught the link on the
Society website http://csforester.eu

WELCOME TO NEW MEMBERS

Re-creation of a soliton or solitary wave on the Union Canal
near Edinburgh in 1995.

Although this photo looks interesting – there is a boat and
there is a wave – it does not really get us very much
further. But there is a connection to the C S Forester
Society, because John Scott Russell designed and built
(with Brunel) the GREAT EASTERN, the venue of our
2004 AGM, and helped to design Britain's first armoured
warship HMS WARRIOR, now in Portsmouth, which some
of us visited at the occasion of our 2010 AGM in that city.

32 new members joined in the past 12 months: Mr Roland
Bates, Miss Charlie Burnley, Mr James Pepper, Mr David
Wagner, Mr Michael Weston, Mr Jerry Wray, Mr Frank
Pearsall, Mr Rene Quebec, Mr Gordon Rankin, Mr Stefan
Rabitsch from Austria, Mr Vicken Koundakjian from
Canada, Mrs Meltem Tischmann from Germany, Mr
Remigiusz Krakowski from Poland, Mr John-Henri
Holmberg from Sweden, Mr David Adam, Mr Alaric Bond,
Mr Paul Brewer, Mr Clive H Evans, Mr David Hayes, Mr
Stuart Marshall, Mr Andrew McLean, Mr Peter Threadkell,
Mr Stephen Airey, Mr Colin Troughton-Smith, Mr Huw
Williams, Mr Ian Williams and Mr Paul Forster from the
UK, Mrs Julie Magana-Gonzalez, Mr James Dando, Mr
Troy Patterson, Prof Thomas Drucker and Ms Susan
Flaherty from the USA.

NEXT in REFLECTIONS 22
Nurse Cavell, A Play in 3 Acts, Paid Piper, U97 vs UB116: Lost in Translation, Correspondence: Hornblower in
Space, C S Forester as a Painter?, full details of AGM on
29 September 2012 in Oxford.
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