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    Introduction




    In the famous dictionary of 1765 by Dr Johnson, he describes a smuggler as, ‘A wretch who in defiance of justice and laws imports or exports goods either contraband or without payment of the customs.’




    Adam Smith, the great eighteenth-century economist and advocate of free trade wrote, ‘A smuggler is a person who, though no doubt blameable for violating the laws of his country, is frequently incapable of violating those of natural justice, and would have been in every respect an excellent citizen had not the laws of his country made that a crime which nature never meant to be so.




    I will leave you the reader to make your own judgement




    


  




  

    Chapter 1




    My name is Roger Bruce Smith and this is my story, born on the 10th April 1720 into a large family, being the youngest of seven children, four older brothers and two older sisters, with fifteen years separating me and my eldest brother. We were not the richest family but at the same time, we were not the poorest by any means. Our mother and father worked hard doing long hours and with little rest, just to put food on the table and clothes on our backs, but what we lacked in wealth we gained in love. When I look back all those years ago to my childhood, I can say without any doubt I actually enjoyed it. Those carefree years when I had nothing to worry about except maybe those times when I had done something wrong and mother would say “wait till your father comes home you can explain to him what you have done,” and when he did come home after work I would be summoned downstairs and I would have to stand there in front of him, not frightened and to be honest not really worried, whilst he sat in his favourite chair in the snug in front of a roaring wood fire, smoking his favourite pipe. Head bowed I would then have to recall in detail what I had done and why I did it. When I had finished explaining, I knew what the punishment was to be, the strap or be sent to bed with no tea just by the look he would give me. Invariably, I would have to go to bed with no tea but there were occasions when I had done something really wrong and I would get the strap and by god that did hurt and I never did whatever I did again, well let’s say my parents never found out. But generally life was good. Unlike most children in the area, I had four older brothers and two older sisters who would look after me, protecting me from the local bullies and by god was there a few who would sometimes chance their luck and be waiting for me after school, along the lane hiding in one of the many fox holes littered along the road side. But unknown to them, my older brothers would be also waiting for them and dispatch them with ease, and then we would walk home, knowing a good job had been done that day. Until one day, when one of the fathers of the bullies came knocking on our door with a blood soaked son at his side, sporting a very bloody, broken nose. Father was not at all happy and this time, we all thought we were in real trouble, even though my brothers were now of an age that was beyond being sent to bed without their tea, but when Mother started, it did not matter your age, you just listened to what she had to say. But this was one of those rare times when father backed us up, pointing out to the young lad’s father, the errors of their son’s ways and what did he expect when they were the aggressor and his son was the target. Then sending them on their way with a flee in their ear. Instead of getting the strap that night, Father thanked my elder brothers for looking out for me and ensuring I was safe, but as I sit here today, all those years later, trying to recall my childhood, I do remember an incident which landed me into very serious hot water and not only with my father. I was around five years old and didn’t really know what my father did for a living and to be honest, I did not really care. I knew he worked in the forest as a woodsman but that was about all, but as for his nocturnal activities as a child, I had been shielded from them. The reason being, was what I did not know about I could not talk about. But on this particular day, I was out on my own in Stroud, running an errand for mother. If I remember, I was sent out to get some eggs for breakfast, when I was approached by this well dressed gentleman who said he knew my father very well and he would approve of what he was going to ask me to do. That being, to deliver a small package to the local house on the hill and he even offered me 2d if I would do it. Not seeing anything wrong with his request and being paid 2d to run the errand was a bonus and 2d was a lot of money to me in those days, so I agreed, not really knowing what world I was about to enter into. Anyway, as I said, I did as I was asked and delivered the package on time and to the address the gentleman gave me. It was not far away, only a ten-minute walk across the village. On returning from my errand, I received my payment of 2d for my troubles from the gentleman who, as agreed, was waiting for me outside the ‘Bell Inn’. I then ran all the way home proudly giving the 2d to my father who asked me “where did you get it from and tell me what did you have to do to receive such a payment?” I then went onto explain how I had met this well dressed gentleman whilst running an errand for Mother and then I told Father what this gentleman had asked of me, that being to deliver this small brown package to one of the local houses on the hill. I never expected the response I got from my father, he leapt out from his chair making for the front door, Mother came running over and pulled me away, sending me to bed. All I remember was, how I was shaking so badly that I could not sleep that night. All I did was to cry and cry. For god’s sake, I was only five years old and had no idea that I had done anything wrong. All I had done was to deliver a package, wrapped in brown paper and I did not know what was in it and I did not think to even ask, not knowing I was doing anything wrong. This at such a young age was to be my introduction to the life of a smuggler and what they would do to get what they wanted. The goods I had delivered was only tea, tea that had been smuggled into the country the night before in a large shipment of wine and tea. When Father returned home later that evening, he came into my bedroom and then he explained what I had done was not wrong but dangerous and I should never do such a thing again and if approached, just politely decline the offer and thank the gentlemen kindly for asking and then come and tell us. My father then explained if I had been caught, I would have been in very serious trouble and my age was no defence when caught smuggling or even with smuggled goods on me. The local paper reported stories of children being caught and sent to the local goal for smuggling and in some cases, even deported to the plantations for seven years. The local revenue officers would more than likely come knocking at our door and that’s something we really didn’t want. As for the 2d, my father said it was mine and I could spend it as I liked. Of course I did not spend it. I placed it in an old battered money box, handed down from my older brothers and there it stayed until today, as I still have that old money box and in it is still that 2d I earned that day. The very first wages I had ever received. As for the old gentleman, Father had paid him a visit and gently reminded him not to ask me to do anything like that again. The matter was never spoken of again until today, as I recall those events in this book.




    


  




  

    Chapter 2




    Looking back throughout my childhood I was a fearless child I would be the one that would go into the farmer’s fields pinching carrots or climb the farmer’s apple trees and pinch an apple and never once was I caught by the farmer, but I never found out how but mother and father always knew when I had ventured into the farmer’s fields or up his apple trees.




    But there was one occasion when I was ten years old and looking back, when I did even scare myself half to death and I really thought I was about to meet my maker. The year was 1730 and being ten years old, I was allowed to play as a child down on the beach, not far from Port Douglas, only as long as I told mother where I was going. On this occasion, I think it was Brandy Bay if I remember rightly. But, when the tide was out, I came across a large cave cut into the face of the cliff by the sea. Now me being me, I decided to investigate what was inside and at the age of ten, I was still unsure of how the tides run in the area, but let’s just say the tide was out when I entered the cave and access to the cave was very easy. The sea was about thirty to forty feet away from the cave entrance allowing you to easily walk into the cave without getting your feet wet and this was all new to me, so how was I to know that when the tide came in it blocked the entrance meaning only access to the cave entrance was at low tide or by boat at high tide. If you are a smuggler landing and hiding your contraband, all you would need to do would be to sail into the bay and make for the entrance to the cave, lower your boat and then off load straight into the cave, easy, as I was to do later in life. But at age of ten, I had never seen this cave before and as such, never been in it. So, me being me, I decided to play at being a swash buckling pirate. I found a stick that looked like a pirate’s sword, laying around at the entrance to the cave and so I pretended to fight the most dangerous Pirate, Captain Pike, of the Rose, who ruled these waters and of course, as always, I won and saw off the pirates and made off with their fortune. By this time, I was now very deep inside the cave in my own little world of pirates and my quest was to rescue the maidens in distress from the pirates and of course, everybody’s enemy, the revenue officers. As time went on, I noticed it was starting to get dark and I needed to get home, so I made for the cave entrance, only to be greeted by the sea crashing into the cave and the tide coming in very fast, filling the cave entrance. I was cut off with no way to leave the cave.. My heart sunk into my stomach and I started to panic, how was I to get home to safety and more to the point what must Mum and Dad be thinking. This area was more dangerous than most people realized, much more dangerous than even I realized, at such a young age. All I could think of was how was I going to get home and images of my brothers and parents panicking, wondering what had happened to me and a search party being organized to come looking for me. My mother, well, I could not imagine what she would be thinking, as for Father, all I could picture was his strap coming off. I had to get out of this cave and get home. I then remembered overhearing my father tell a visitor to the house about this cave the smugglers use and how you entered from the beach at low tide and left via a secret exit at the rear of the cave, into the forest that reached down to the cliff edge. Without thinking, I started to move to the back of the cave, soon realizing I was climbing and that I soon would be safe from the incoming sea, as the tide rose which made me feel slightly safer. I carried on walking deeper and deeper into the cave and it soon got very dark, to the point it was pitch black, but then all of a sudden, I thought I was seeing things. As I turned a corner in the cave, I suddenly realized there was a light glowing in the distance and sure enough, as I got closer to the light, the cave opened out into a large cavern, well lit with candles and there, sat around a large fire, with a group of rather bedraggled men, was one rather familiar face. it was my father. What was he doing here, I asked myself, he never noticed me straight away but then one of the men turned and asked “what have we here then?” pointing across at me. I panicked, making a dash for the side of the cave and the exit which was at the top of some very steep slippery steps. But, before I could make it to the top, I slipped, falling back into the perusing man’s arms, who grabbed my arms tightly and pulled me over. I started to struggle and pulled myself free whilst screaming at him to let me go, he then drew his knife and pushed me up against the side of the cave and held it to my throat. With his face inches from mine, I could smell the sweat and god his breath stank. Suddenly, as fast as he had moved in on me, he let me go and moved away with the point of a dagger placed firmly in his side. I heard a familiar voice ask me “Well what the hell are you doing here son? And why are you not at home with your mother?” With that he picked me up and turned to the man who had held the knife to my throat and pointed out that if he had harmed me, he would have slit his throat from ear to ear. “For god’s sake, this is my son, just go and sit down and leave this to me.” A few more words were exchanged and the man turned and re-joined his friends next to the fire. This was to be my first introduction into the true life of a smuggler. It turns out my father was a smuggler and a good one by all accounts. I thought to myself, my father is a smuggler and I had to admit, I was rather proud of that fact., I’d had my suspicions for a few years, but it really was true, he was a smuggler. I was excited with the thought of him being a swash buckling buccaneer, riding the waves in his ship whilst being pursued by the authorities. Looking back, it was a rather childish thought, but I was only ten years old and rather impressionable. He gathered me up and took my arm, telling those around the fire to make way for him and his son. We sat down by the fire where I told him the story of what had happened and how I had got cut off by the rising tide and that evening I was the greatest pirate from Port Douglas and I had seen off a troop of dragoons single handed, making everybody in the cave laugh out loud and the echo of the laughter sounded throughout the cavern, but then I had been caught out by the tide, cut off from the beach and unable to get home. I then told my father how I had remembered the stories being told about a cave, this cave, I believe and how the smugglers used it to hide their contraband and how there was an exit to the forest at the back of the cave, so I decided to see if this was the cave and made my way further into the back of cave, until I found you which I said was really lucky. “Now I have found you, you can help me explain what happened to me to mother can’t you please? In which case I shall not be in so much trouble. By now I was wandering around the cave looking at all of the boxes and barrels littered around the cavern and thinking what may be in them, I thought to myself best not to ask or touch anything. Father turned back to the group, finished his business & called me over and we left the cave by the one exit at the rear of the cave, leaving the men to carry out my father’s orders; that being the delivery of the hundreds of kegs stored within the cavern to whoever they were to going to. I never did find out where they were to go to or for that matter, what was in them. Like I say, best not to know, then you cannot tell anyone. But the men with Father were more worried about me talking and letting everyone know of what I had seen that night, which Father assured them I would not. On the way home, Father asked me “What will we tell your mother when we get home then? More than likely I will be in as much trouble as you are for once.” “No tea for both of us then I said.” With that, we both laughed and carried on walking towards home. On reaching home, I remember we quietly opened the front door and standing there waiting was Mother, with a face like thunder and the largest wooden spoon in her hand that I had ever seen. God we were in trouble alright, I thought to myself. Tea was ready and waiting for us. Mother ordered me to sit down and eat my tea, which I did, quietly, whilst Father explained to Mother what had happened. Mother was not happy and if I remember rightly, she slapped Father across the face and shouted across the room that this must never happen again. After I had eaten my tea, I was sent to bed early. The next day, I did try and explain to Mother that Father had nothing to do with me entering the cave and getting cut off by the tide and actually, that it was lucky Father was in the cave at the time, to bring me home safely. But Mother was having none of it, it was Father’s fault for encouraging me to play such games. From that point onwards, I would help Father as much as I could and as much as Mother would allow and you will see, as my life unfolds through this book, smuggling was to play a very large part in my life, in fact, it was my life. I was to become a very well-known and respected smuggler and my family’s lives would also revolve around the life of a smuggler. I would also make my fortune this way, allowing me to build a small empire to be proud of and hand down to my children. But, what was to help me on more than one occasion, was my second sense when it came to danger. I was never afraid of following my instinct, whatever hand fate dealt me. It saved my life and my friends’ lives many times. It also helped that I had a number of revenue officers in my pocket, feeding me information on the comings and goings of the officers, and my main adversary, John Baites, who was to take over from James Watts who’d retired by the time I brought my first vessel. John was to become such a thorn in my side, causing me many sleepless nights.




    


  




  

    Chapter 3




    Going back to my childhood and growing up with my older brothers and sisters, with such an age gap between me and my eldest brother, at times, it was like being an only child. I soon found my own company was all I needed. For my mother and father, having me so late in life proved quite a drain on their finances. But knowing how hard times were, I did try and do my bit and would help by running errands for them and helping around the house as much as I could. As I got older, I would go down to the harbour with Father in Port Douglas and earn a penny or two by helping out, cleaning the decks of some of the ships that would frequent Port Douglas. I especially liked working on the ship captained by Captain Flanagan, somebody who would play a great part in my life and would also prove to become a great friend and ally, of which, you will soon get to read about. But growing up in and around the little village of Port Douglas was the best thing that could have happened to me, with so much to do and so much to see. The harbour was a bustling and busy little harbour, with so much coming and going and for such a small lad I was mesmerized, everything seemed so big and exciting. I would ask if I could go on board some of the vessels and on one, I remember meeting a young lad about the same age as myself, the captain’s son I believe, dammed if I can remember his name, but we would spend hours playing on board the ‘Lynton’, climbing the rigging and pretending we were pirates and walking the plank. We had some fun in those days; care free with nothing to worry about. I never did find out what happened to him after all these years. He was older than me by a couple of years from what I remember. My memory today is not as sharp as it used to be, maybe one day I will remember his name then I will have to look him up. I know the name of the little boat; it was the Lynton, a small lugger of around 50 tons. I know I will ask Roger my son to check the list of vessels that are registered to Port Douglas; you never know he might turn something up. But it’s more than likely, she’s long gone to the breakers yard, as she was not in the best state back in those days. She was tired and letting in water back then. But for now, let’s return to my little story.




    


  




  

    Chapter 4




    By the age of ten, I knew in my heart what I wanted to do. I wanted to go to sea to be captain of my own boat and in control of my own destiny, traveling the high seas, visiting faraway places, all those places I had learnt about in school, places where the sun shone so brightly and the sea was a beautiful deep blue. Except, as you will read, I did own my own boat, in fact a small fleet of boats, but the furthest I travelled was the Channel Islands to the west and Holland to the East, and on many an occasion we travelled north to deliver a cargo to Liverpool and Newcastle. Not so exciting as the Caribbean, where my future wife’s brother was to earn his fortune in the sugar plantations of Barbados. Although my life was just as exciting and fulfilling, but in other ways. At least I did not have to suffer five years serving in His Majesty’s Navy, a harsh and unforgiving place, to be at sea for so long with bad food and very harsh and brutal conditions that would kill the average person. Many did not survive the ordeal, only to be buried at sea and even worse for their families, who would never know what happened to their loved ones.




    Looking back at my childhood, by the time I was about five or six, most of my brothers and sisters had long since left home, got married and were working to keep themselves and their own families. My eldest brother Sam, joined my father working in the forest and helped at night as a tub man, earning extra money to help towards his growing family, whilst John, along with my two sisters, Elizabeth and Ruth, went off into service in one of the large country houses within the area. John ending up as the butler of the house and Ruth and Elizabeth ended up marrying into gentry, marrying the two sons of the house and became ladies of the house, moving from the lower rooms of the house into a different world, a world of leisure and luxury, never to want for anything again. This was to prove to be of great advantage to me and my family, especially when I needed finance for my business adventures or should I say, for my forages into France and the Channel Islands and every time there was a great party at the house, we would always be invited, as the in laws and it is at these events that I would make great friendships that would be most helpful throughout my life and in my later years, when I had hung up my smuggling shoes and become a respectable citizen, I would become the Mayor of Port Douglas when I would get an invite to these great occasions as the main guest of honour and fun would be had by all and we would dance and drink fine wines; normally wine from my cellars till late into the night, as by then, I was very well respected and regarded as a person to be admired, by those of the younger standing (if only they really knew how I made my fortune, a rags to riches story you might say). The strange thing is much of the wine and liquor consumed at theses occasions was more than likely imported by some less legitimate route, I should know this as those throwing the parties would end up to be some of my best customers.




    My other two brothers William and Peter would also prove to come in very handy as my life unfolded before me. William took up an apprenticeship within a local boat yard which would be to my advantage when I needed a fast and sleek smuggling vessel and Peter my other brother took up an apprenticeship within the local blacksmiths only to take over the blacksmiths itself when the owner of the blacksmiths was killed one evening whilst trying to recover a cargo sunk off the coast near Brandy Bay. The story goes he fell overboard bringing in a line of 50 or so kegs whilst trying to attach the line to his boat. More than likely he was drunk, as he was always drunk, and nobody will ever really know as his body was never recovered claimed by the sea. His small boat was seen by someone walking the cliff tops on route to Port Douglas a drift at sea only to be picked up by the Revenue Cutter with the line of kegs still actually attached, which of course they brought aboard and instantly seized. Which I suppose they could not have believed their luck, an easy seizure. The loss and events of that night were reported in the local paper and the seizure was reported within the Ports big red book the letter book, and no doubt this would be a good catch and a good financial reward would be coming to the captain and his crew of the revenue cutter. But sadly no one missed the blacksmith as no one really liked the man, he was always drunk, never at work, and when he was at work all he did was shout and try and beat my brother who sadly just had to take it and except this was the way. On the day of his funeral the only person to attend was my brother which really showed what the man was thought of even his wife and children did not attend the funeral and afterwards it soon came to lit how he treated them and why she too hated him so much. But like my other brother when we needed all the tools of the trade made to sink and recover the tubs or in fact just about anything that we might need we did not have far to go to get them made and at a very reasonable cost.




    As for my parents they were lovely people not rich but rich in many other ways. My father was firstly a woodsman working the forest but secondly so much of his time he spent smugglering, and as I have already said a very successful one too and maybe it was from him that I learnt the trade and from such an early age I knew exactly what I wanted to do with my life. Most evenings he would get a knock on the window or the door and when you opened the door, nobody was there but Father knew what to do, he would quietly pack his bag and around 10pm he would leave the house, only to return the following morning tired and dirty. And sometimes, Father would get a secret message delivered and left in the barn or as in many villages of the time, a young girl would walk around the village and by looking at her and seeing what she might be wearing or for that matter, carrying, you could determine where and what time the vessel was landing its cargo. One of Father’s many jobs was to look after the tub-men, who carried the cargo away and up to the waiting carts; or would take the tubs off to a safe hiding place, like the caves in the face of the cliff at Brandy Bay. Yes, the same ones I found myself trapped in. From there, they could be collected at a later date. Working in the forest all day, meant he was very fit and strong, just what was needed to be as a tubs man. In one evening, he could earn more than he could earn in a week working in the forest. He was also known to sign on as a crew member on one of the many smuggling vessels that operated within the area. He would only do this when he was really needed though, when one of the regular crew had been caught by the press gang who roamed these areas and was then impressed into His Majesty’s Navy, or because one or two of the crew were so drunk they were unable to go to sea, because they had spent all their money in the local Inn, much to the Inn Keeper’s delight. As long as they all behaved themselves, which invariably they did not always do, as the marks on the walls of the inn show, where fights and battles have been fought. Mother hated it when my father went on one of these trips to sea which is why it was rare that he would go, but the money was good if all went well and with such a large family to support, every little bit helped. On these nights, Mother would put me to bed, tuck me in and kiss me good night and then she would just sit in front of the fire in her rocking chair with her shale round her neck, just waiting for the catch to go on the door and for my father to walk back into the house. One night when I could not sleep, I remember getting up and going along to the top of the stairs. I sat down and looked through the slats in the stairwell, watching my mother as she sat in her chair just rocking back and forth. From the light of the fire flickering across the room, I could see she had that look of deep worry on her face and even at such a young age, I could see and feel her worry. All I wanted to do was go down and sit with her, but I couldn’t, as I was not really supposed to know what Father was doing. It was as though she had the whole world at on her shoulders but it soon changed in an instant, when the catch went on the front door and my father walked back into the house. She leapt up out of her chair and ran over to my father, flung her arms around him and just hugged him and would not let him go. I am sure she kept thinking that the revenue men would one day catch up with him, take Father away and impress him into His Majesty’s Royal Navy, never to be seen again as had happened to my grandfather on my Father’s side, all those years ago. As you will find out later, this is where my future brother-in-law would be shipped off, to serve on one of His Majesty’s Naval ships. Life aboard His Majesty’s War ships, as I have said, was a harsh life, in which many did not survive for very long. My father used to tell me many a story about my grandfather and how he had gone off to sea one evening to the Channel Islands, never to return. The story goes of how the revenue cutters were waiting off the needles, as my grandfather’s vessel was returning late one night from the channel islands, with a full cargo of wine and brandy. When they turned around the needles, whilst making their drop off at Brandy Bay, with a group of interesting characters to off load the cargo, they were spotted by the captain of the revenue cutter. The revenue cutter sprung it’s trap and fired a volley of cannons across the bows of my grandfather’s vessel, making them heave too. Grandfather’s vessel was out gunned, out manoeuvred and even if they tried to make a run for it there was nowhere for them to go. The seizure was made with the crew arrested and shipped off to a holding vessel off the coast of Christchurch and then shipped off to one of His Majesty’s Naval Ships and finally off to fight one of the Empires many battles and never to be heard or seen of again, leaving my grandmother to fend for herself. We must presume that he died at sea in battle, or died of some disease that would have been rife onboard the ship, only to be buried at sea where he loved to be. But luck would have it, Father was old enough to support the family so he left school and managed to get an apprenticeship working in the forest as a woodsman, working with his uncle and following in the family traditions, where he works to this day and where my brother has followed in Father’s footsteps, but not me, I was to follow in my Grandfather’s footsteps and go to sea and of course, a career in smuggling.




    As I grew up, my father knowing when it was safe, would take me along in the evenings, showing me what he was doing. I was not allowed to get in the thick of it. My job was to act as the lookout, keeping an eye on who was around and signal when anyone approached, but as I got older, I would help where I could, with the deliveries and moving the kegs around small ones of course. Helping to such a point that I started earning good money which I would take home and try to give to my mother, which she rarely accepted and as clear as I stand here today, I can remember her words “You earnt it, you keep it and spend it how you wish.” One of my jobs was to help my father deliver the tea to one of the grand houses in the area and no one would suspect a small child smuggling tea would they, and of course this was done with the blessing of my father who would have been consulted well beforehand and my mother never did find out. God forbid if she ever did, especially after what happened all of those years earlier, and a secret which was to be kept with me and will go with me to my grave. In fact, I never even told Charlotte, my wife. The money I had earned, I would save and I had a battered old money box which was handed down from my brothers, in which I would place this well earned money. But helping my father did cause many an argument between my parents. I can clearly remember one day my mother and father arguing and my mother begging my father not to take me along with him. For a time, he would go along with my mother’s request and leave me behind, always leaving the house after I had gone to bed and was fast asleep, but gradually I learnt the ropes and whatever anybody would say, I knew what I wanted to do as I got older. This was to prove a good grounding for me, using my father as a teacher and this is how I learnt many of the tricks of the trade, in how to avoid being captured.




    


  




  

    Chapter 5




    To give you the reader an idea of why Mother was so worried about me at such a young age, being allowed to go into the thick of the smugglers’ world. She would constantly remind Father of an incident that was reported in the local paper that sent shock waves through the community and made parents think twice about allowing their children to be used by the smugglers. The smugglers would use the children as lookouts, being so small they could hide away easily and also, run much faster.




    The report went on to tell of a group of smugglers working a beach about 50 miles to the west of here, when without warning or provocation, the revenue officers and a troop of dragoons, opened fire on the smugglers at point blank range from the top of the beach and the revenue cutter ‘The Bell’ which by now had rounded the headland and entered the small bay, catching the smugglers off guard, and without warning, the Bell, fired a volley of cannons onto the beach, landing among the smugglers, turning the sand and beach red in a matter of minutes. The saddest thing was within the small group of smugglers on the beach were two twelve-year-old boys, two years older than myself and both were there helping their fathers. They did not stand a chance against such fire power, with no way to defend themselves against such an attack and with nowhere to hide, they were killed instantly, stuck in the centre of the beach in the open. All the smugglers on the beach that night died from their wounds and some were so badly wounded that identification was not an easy matter. Their families were called upon to identify them and the cries and screams from the children’s mothers, I was told, could be heard throughout the village as they were shown their sons and husband’s bodies. The only blessing would have been that they would not have suffered or realized what had happened. It would have been a very quick death for them all.




    The story goes that the small group of smugglers had already unloaded the cutter by the time they were cut down or should I say, before they were murdered. They stood no chance against such an attack and neither did the kegs of wine and brandy that was piled up in the centre of the beach. The volley of canons that came from the revenue cutter landed amongst the kegs, sending splinters of wood out amongst the smugglers and this was to do most of the killing, cutting them down like wheat at harvest. The small cutter that was beached did not fare much better, being hit a number of times by cannons from the revenue cutter making it impossible to try and escape the attack. The captain and his men survived and later were to surrender to the revenue officers. They were the only survivors of that night of horrors and their story was to send shivers down the spines of those that listened and would fare greatly in the investigation that was to follow




    There was an inquiry of that night’s events, but nothing was to become of it. The men and children that were killed that night were classed as criminals and as such, had no rights and were fare game. This sent out a warning to those that took part in such activities, that this was what to expect if you were caught red handed smuggling. Except, in reality, it had the opposite effect. It brought communities together in defiance and acts of violence would erupt against the revenue men and those that supported them.




    The men and children that died that night were buried together in their local church, with everybody in the village attending their funerals and the communities around rallied together and looked after the widows and the families of those that were killed. Surprisingly, after a few weeks, the revenue officers who ordered the attack found that they could no longer do their jobs, as nobody would talk to them and they found they were no longer welcome anywhere in the village. They could not buy food or even get a drink from the Inn, they were shunned by all, even their children were turned away from school by the teachers, being told they were no longer welcome in the school. All they could do is take their families and leave, which is exactly what they did and as they left with all their belongings on the back of a horse and cart, some of the villagers spat on them as they moved past. Even worse than that, they started to throw rotten fruit and veg at them, driving them from the village.




    Could or would this happen again? I would hope it would not but who can tell. The fight against the smugglers increased and from that day onwards, no one was safe and all were under suspicion. Battles between the two would carry on over the years and from this point on, the smugglers would be better armed and prepared and this was the start of the smugglers’ vessels being armed. Albeit, not as heavily as the revenue cutters but it gave them a better chance to defend themselves. Their advantage would soon be speed and manoeuvrability. Whilst the revenue cutters still used old square riggers on loan from the British Navy, which were harder to turn and being heavier meant they were also slower and best of all, had much deeper drafts so they could not follow the smugglers into shallower water which allowed the smugglers to escape capture. If they did try to follow the smugglers into the shallow waters, they would run aground. This was a trick I was to pull myself, in later years, whilst being pursued by a French privateer. What a pleasant sight it was, to see them stuck on the sand bar at high tide, knowing they were not going anywhere, as it was already high tide and they were well and truly stuck in the sand, so they could never float off and for that matter, not go anywhere.




    So this is why Mother did not like me going off at night with Father, to help and earn a few pennies, as mother was frightened this would happen to her son and husband.




    


  




  

    Chapter 6




    Before getting too far into my story I would like to tell you just a little about where I lived and grew up, so let’s go back to the beginning, where I was born and grew up and also learnt my trade. We lived in a modest little house on the edge of the great forest, well it seemed such a great forest, as it covered such a great area and I was young and impressionable then remember. I was brought into this world in the front room, in front of the fire. The cottage we lived in, was in a small village called Stroud, it had a large village green, surrounded by a handful of thatched cottages and of course, there was two Inns ‘The ‘Bell’ and ‘The Royal Oak’, both were known for attracting the local smugglers and a few less desirable characters, who would spend all their time and money at the bar, chatting up the young ladies, thinking they might chance their luck for a night of pleasure or more than likely, after a skin full, no more than having their wallets emptied whilst they slept like babies. The house where we all lived and grew up may have been small and modest, but it was home and a place where we all felt safe, a small cob cottage with thick walls made from clay and straw, ideal for hollowing out and allowing the odd keg or two to be hidden. Inside, the ceilings were low and if anyone was over six foot, they would have had to stoop as they entered through the front door. But it was home, a warm comfortable house with a large inglenook fireplace and a hearth, where Mother would spend most of her day preparing the daily meals over an open fire, and as the family grew, so did the house, starting as a two up two down cob cottage and ending with two extra bedrooms being added for me and my brothers. Now we rented the cottage from the local landowner, a good man by all accounts and as time would go on and as my business flourished, I would end up owning the cottage my parents lived in, allowing them to live there for the rest of their lives rent free, knowing they were safe from the threat of being turned out at the whim of the land owner.




    Within the village at its centre, was the local church which without fail, we all had to attend every Sunday morning and if we missed a service, which we did now and then, due to my father’s nocturnal activities, the Reverend James Brown would make an example of you and in front of the whole congregation, ask why you were not present at the service the week before, knowing full well why, as the Reverend was one of my father’s biggest customers, having wine delivered to the rectory on a regular basis under the disguise of communion wine, and on more than one occasion, the Reverend was to be seen in the rectory at night slightly worst for ware, and if anybody wanted any wine you could always buy a bottle of wine or two from him, supplementing his meagre income. He was a good man though and looked after his parishioners like they were his children, whether they were rich or as most in the villagers were, poor. The reverend was in fact, no better than anyone else in the village, as he would allow the smugglers to use the church to store their contraband within the roof space of the church or within the churchyard, for a small fee of course, usually a few extra bottles of fine wine would be enough, or if he could get his hands on the brandy, then he would allow the smugglers access to anywhere in the church. Yes wine or brandy was all that was needed for the full cooperation of the reverend himself. In the churchyard by the main entrance to the church, stood a number of false raised graves, very ornate and they even had names and messages carved on the headstones and these would be used by the smugglers, with secret compartments which could easily be opened if you pressed in the right place. The sides had a secret door that would open and allow a person easily to pass through into a small compartment with steps down to an underground vault which normally would hold a body, but not these, they would hold the prize of some famous smuggler and these soon would be used by myself and friends, as one of our hiding places which I must admit would be used for many a year and was never discovered. Now these turned out to be one of my favourite hiding places, as the revenue men would not touch these graves, as not wanting to disturb the dead being of consecrated ground, although they must of known what was hidden in them, not a body, but what they had been looking for. In the roof space within the church, could also be found hundreds of tubs of wine and liquor, all awaiting to be moved off up country to awaiting customers. Nearly all of the goods landed within this area would find their way up country to the midlands and the Black Country, the centre of industry at the time and where the working man lived and worked. At each Sunday service, the congregation would look up to the ceiling not praying to our Lord but praying the ceiling would not collapse under the weight of all the tubs stored in the roof space. What a sight it was, to see all our kegs lined up like soldiers in the roof space. As for getting them there, this too was a feet of engineering also. We would haul each keg up the side of the church tower and then through a door in the tower and into the roof space. We dropped a rope down through the centre of the tower, using the bell free and then a group of men on the end of the rope would walk up and down the church isle, pulling the kegs up the tower side. Now this had been going on now for many years, to the point that a groove had been cut in the stone work on the inside of the church and on the outside face of the tower. Much to the disgust of the Vicar. There were also rumours of tunnels that led off from the church and one was supposed to go from the church crypt to the cellars of one of the Inns within the village. I think it was supposed to be ‘The Bell’ but I cannot confirm this, not having seen them and I have used the church throughout my life to hide the contraband I imported. I can assure you, if they were there I would have found them and used them and been so close to a river and the sea, the water table would have been so high, these tunnels would have more than likely been flooded on a regular basis, making them unusable, but thinking about it, may well have helped the smugglers. They could have floated the kegs along these allusive tunnels, not having to carry them.




    To keep away any unwanted visitors from the church and churchyard at night, whilst we went about our business, stories of the headless ghost were circulated throughout the village and once or twice just to back up the stories, we would go up to the churchyard at night and hide behind the gravestones and wait until somebody walked by the church. Then we would moan and groan as though we were the headless ghost and then watch as they turned and ran screaming from the churchyard. We would then sit there, leaning back on the gravestone, laughing, and as children we could earn a good night’s wage, while at the same time have some fun with the locals. The next day we would then hear of the visit of the headless ghost which roamed the churchyard the night before and we would turn to each other, smiling. Until one night, as usual, we were hiding among the gravestones, playing our little joke on a pair of lovers who thought the churchyard would be a safe place for a late night meeting, when we too were frightened half to death, when out of the blue a young headless girl appeared carrying her head in her arms and walked past us moaning and groaning, stopping only for a minute, before turning and walking around the church and out of sight. From that night onwards, I would not set foot near the churchyard at night alone, although when I was much older, a few clandestine visits were made when I wanted to be alone with a young lady, but even then I would keep my eyes open for any unwanted visitor, ghostly or not. So maybe there was a certain amount of truth in the stories about the headless ghost that roamed the churchyard at night, or was it an elaborate practical joke, played on us to get revenge for all those evenings we spent in the churchyard, playing our own practical joke on all of those lovers and unwanted visitors, but whatever they might be, it kept people away from the churchyard whilst other nocturnal activities went on.




    Within our little village were the two Inns, ‘The Bell’ and ‘The Royal Oak’, located on the opposite sides of the green and apart from the local church, they were the centre of the village, frequented by many of the locals and the smugglers or free traders as they liked to be known, who would meet in the back rooms of the two inns. The ‘Cook’ gang would meet in The Bell, whose leader was a gentleman called James Cook, a gentleman of good means who would finance and run his men with a rod of iron and god help those that stood out of line. Whilst in The Royal Oak, met the ‘Smith’ gang whose leader was a Robert Smith. He was in a class of his own and would slit your throat just for fun, not a man you would want to cross and they hated each other and once or twice their paths would cross. Fights would break out where someone would be seriously injured. In these back rooms, plans would be made and money would change hands, but more than likely, they would be looking to see what their next move was or their next trip over to France or wherever, to collect yet another cargo of wine and liquor, always trying to be one step ahead of the revenue men, or even worse to decide the fate of an informer or turn coat. Not something I would like to think about, but later in life, a situation which I would also have to face, but not to dish out such harsh punishments as they did. When I look back, they were a motley crew of drunkards and ragger bonds, but let’s be honest, being a smuggler did, in some cases, attract the worst kinds of people, those that did not care who they hurt and if anyone was to get in their way, they would not think twice about removing them and worse still, enjoying doing it. When I was twelve years old, I found I had to go into one of these inns, The Bell, to get Father. As I entered, across the other side of the inn, sat around a large wooden table, was a small group of men, one of whom was very smartly dressed. This must have been James Cook himself I thought to myself. He seemed to be the one giving out the instructions, and handing out money, payment I suspect for an act of smuggling or something which, to be honest, I did not want to know about, or maybe he was just the ring leader, the one in charge, the financier of all their smugglers’ endeavours, to which, as the years passed, I was to find out who he was and he was to come to my aid a few times as a financier and protector. Although, I suspect he was never seen actually taking part in importing the cargo, he just would reap the financial rewards from the act of importation, as I would do in my twilight years and when needs must, allow me to keep my head down and out of trouble.



