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About the Book

Canada 1817

Captain Matthew Hervey is suffering the effects of unrest within his beloved regiment, the 6th Light Dragoons.

Their new commanding officer – wealthy, arrogant and cruel – has taken an immediate dislike to him. Somehow, Hervey must earn promotion while retaining his integrity and the loyalty of his men.

Then the regiment is sent to Canada where, in the aftermath of war with the United States, Hervey faces danger on two fronts. Murderous native tribes are on the move. While, closer to home, he and his commanding officer have embarked on a collision course – the consequences of which will be devastating . . .


Contents

Cover

About the Book

Title Page

Dedication

Foreword

Map

Epigraph



Part One The Brevet

Chapter One The Privilege Of Rank

Chapter Two Novelties

Chapter Three Returns

Chapter Four First Parade

Chapter Five An Honourable Estate



Part Two Skirmishers Out

Chapter Six From Whom No Secrets Are Hid

Chapter Seven Manoeuvres

Chapter Eight Taking The Field

Chapter Nine For The Sake Of Example

Chapter Ten The Landing

Chapter Eleven The Pen And The Sword

Chapter Twelve To The Aid Of The Civil Powers

Chapter Thirteen Dukeries

Chapter Fourteen Good Deeds And Bad

Chapter Fifteen Attack

Chapter Sixteen Revolution Stalks Our County!

Chapter Seventeen To The Victor



Part Three The Affair At Niagara

Chapter Eighteen Reunions

Chapter Nineteen Time Spent In Reconnaissance

Chapter Twenty Orders Just Received

Chapter Twenty-One The Finisher

Chapter Twenty-Two Bitter Cold

Chapter Twenty-Three Reckonings



The Duke of Wellington’s Cavalry: An Explanatory Note

About the Author

Also by Allan Mallinson

Copyright


A REGIMENTAL AFFAIR

[image: image]

ALLAN MALLINSON


To
The late Colonel George Stephen,
sometime commanding officer 13th/18th Royal Hussars
(Queen Mary’s Own) and, ‘from time to time in such other regiments
and corps as Her Majesty directs’, a Cameronian and a Grey.

‘What a Go!’



FOREWORD

‘Soldiers in peace are like chimneys in summer,’ wrote William Cecil, Lord Burghley. At the end of every war, a grateful British nation has dismissed its surplus soldiers, and usually with indifference. One has only to look back not ten years, to the end of the Cold War, to see how ill-used a soldier can be when his arms are no longer required. Invariably, too, the calculation proves wrong and a shortage of soldiers soon follows – as was the case with the 1992 reductions.

After Waterloo there was a wholesale disbanding of regiments. Unlike 1992, however, when the cavalry – or, more properly, the Royal Armoured Corps – was all but eviscerated, the Duke of Wellington’s horsed regiments escaped the worst for a time because they were needed to deal with civil disturbances at home, there being no proper police force. On the whole they found it disagreeable work, as soldiers still do. One of the reasons was that their legal position was often ambiguous. I commend two books on this fascinating subject to those who would read more. First is Military Intervention in Democratic Societies (Croom Helm, 1985), a scholarly collection of essays edited by Peter Rowe and Christopher Whelan. Second is Military Intervention in Britain, from the Gordon Riots to the Gibraltar Incident (Routledge, 1990). Its author, Anthony Babington, is a retired circuit judge with wartime military service, and it is a most authoritative and lively account of the soldier’s tribulations in aid of the civil power.

I am indebted to the staff of the Prince Consort’s Library at Aldershot, who have been most generous in searching out books and material. Again I owe many thanks to the two retired officers who keep the Small Arms Collection at the School of Infantry in Warminster, Lieutenant-Colonel ‘Tug’ Wilson and Major John Oldfield. I gratefully acknowledge, as before, my wife’s equestrian advice, and now my younger daughter’s help with the early manuscript. Fortune continues to smile on me with editors, too, for after Ursula Mackenzie’s leaving Transworld for greater things, my publishers took on strength Selina Walker, a woman of such apt cavalry credentials that the departure of Ursula (who taught me a great deal) was in the end bearable. And Simon Thorogood persists in his patient, painstaking way to serve the manuscripts and me admirably.

While I was writing this book, the man who gave my military life the greatest turn, and without whom Matthew Hervey would therefore never have been, died prematurely. I dedicate A Regimental Affair to him, with thankfulness and fond memories.



THE KING’S PEACE

I found myself obliged, by every tie of duty and affection to my people, to suppress in every part those rebellious insurrections and to provide for the public safety by the most effectual and immediate application of the force entrusted to me by Parliament.

His Majesty King George III,
Debate on the King’s Speech from the Throne, Parliament,
June 1780



AID TO THE CIVIL POWER

At the commencement of the present reign, and indeed thirty or forty years ago, peace officers were seen keeping order among the crowd, but now not a court-day passes without a strong military force being stationed on the public highway.

Henry Brougham, MP,
future Whig Lord Chancello, rwriting in 1815



PART ONE
THE BREVET



CHAPTER ONE
THE PRIVILEGE OF RANK

[image: line]

The Horse Guards, 12 March 1817

Five major generals – so much scarlet and gold that the usually sombre meeting room of the commander-in-chief’s headquarters was for once a place of colour – sat in comfortable upholstered chairs at a long baize-covered table, their chairman, Sir Loftus Wake, Bart., the Vice Adjutant General, at the head, while on upright chairs at the wall perched the Duke of York’s military secretary and two clerks. The atmosphere was somnolent despite the morning hour. In front of each general officer lay a blue vellum portfolio tied with red silk, as well as paper, pencils and a coffee cup of delicate pink Rockingham, rather out of place. Some of the cups were empty, and were being attended to by a footman in court livery. Major-General the Lord Dunseath, a dyspeptic-looking man with a purple nose, waved him aside without a word, intent on some detail in his copy of The Times. The footman next proffered his coffee pot to Sir Archibald Barret, KG, a kind-faced man in spite of his eyepatch, who merely sighed and declined with the same breath. Major-General the Earl of Rotheram, noble-browed, a picture of decency, lit a cigar instead, but Sir Francis Evans, Kt, crabbed and lacking any appreciable chin, with an ear that was turned forward like a tailor’s tab, accepted more of the strong araba and took out his snuffbox. The footman hesitated by the next, empty, chair and then moved to replenish Sir Loftus’s cup.

Sir Loftus Wake resembled a small garden bird in both looks and animation. His frame was spare indeed, and his eyes – his whole head – darted from papers to watch, from watch to door and then back again with the speed and regularity with which small birds must search about constantly for predators. He stared again at the empty chair and then at his half-hunter. ‘It is a quarter past. Where can Sir Horace be?’

Lord Dunseath, his nose always a beacon of his disposition, put down his newspaper and made a loud huffing sound. ‘Well, if he’s trying to come through the City he’ll never get here. They’re hanging that caitiff Cashman at Newgate this morning. The Times says a crowd’s expected. A mob more like, I’ll warrant! I trust you’ve a line of cavalry between them and Whitehall, Wake?’

‘Oh come!’ said Sir Loftus, more agitated still. ‘That will be no occasion for trouble.’

‘Don’t you imagine it,’ huffed Dunseath again. ‘I was ’ere last December when those damned Radicals at the Spa Fields marched on the Tower. As close to revolution as I ever saw!’

‘Stuff and nonsense, sir!’ said the Earl of Rotheram, blowing a cloud of smoke ceilingwards. ‘I was at St James’s the whole time. It was all wind and wine. Hunt and his like – rabble-rousers, yes, but I hardly fancy they have the stuff of a Robespierre in them!’ The earl was ever a man in whom the moderation of the shires found a faithful voice.

‘I wouldn’t be so sure, Rotheram,’ warned Dunseath. ‘There’s radicalism seething all about. In some parts the machine-breakers are as active as ever. And there’s a deal too many discharged soldiers and sailors as well. All a prey to jackanapes like Hunt.’

‘On this latter I would not dissent. And where might we seek to lay blame on that account? I think it truly ignoble that this government has discharged its fighting men in so mean a fashion. There are beggars in scarlet in every lane.’

Lord Dunseath’s nose seemed darker still. ‘What would you have had Liverpool do then? Exalt Pitt’s income tax another penny to provide sturdy beggars with pensions? We want done with it!’

Lord Dunseath’s voice was rising in both pitch and volume, but the Earl of Rotheram remained unperturbed. ‘I very much doubt we shall see an end to the income tax now that it is so expeditiously collected. And I should not have thought it too great a burden on men who stand to profit so much from peace – and, indeed, who have profited so much already from war. At least they might rid us of the wretched Corn Laws.’

‘Now that, sir, is radical talk!’ spluttered Dunseath.

‘Gentlemen! Gentlemen!’ pleaded Sir Loftus Wake. ‘I hardly think the Horse Guards is the place for politics.’

The military secretary had moved towards the chairman, meanwhile, and he now whispered something in his ear.

Sir Loftus looked relieved. ‘Well, gentlemen, it seems that, since we are five, there is a quorum. So let us begin without Sir Horace; and if he does arrive . . .’

At this point Major-General Sir Horace Shawcross, KCB, did indeed arrive, flushed and angry. ‘In God’s name what’s become of this country!’ he boomed. ‘Insolent devils holding up every carriage in the City, and not a constable in sight. It would’ve been the same along the Strand an’ all had there not been regular horse there.’

‘See, Rotheram; The Times warned as much,’ said Lord Dunseath, his nose almost glowing with satisfaction at the news.

The Earl of Rotheram merely raised his eyebrows.

Sir Horace Shawcross ignored the exchange as he half-flung his cloak at an orderly. ‘When in God’s name is parliament going to grasp the nettle? If we don’t have proper police soon there’ll be no peace for the keeping anywhere, and the army’ll be ruined doing the work!’

Sir Loftus, though well acquainted with Sir Horace Shawcross’s choleric disposition, was taken aback by his vehemence, and the strains of the latter’s pronounced Lancashire vowels were permitted, for the moment, to continue unchecked.

‘Damme, I’d the very devil of a job in the Midlands with them Luddites.’ He pronounced ‘Ludd’ to rhyme with ‘hood’.

Sir Francis Evans smiled to himself.

Even had Sir Horace seen it, it would not have mattered, for his hero, Robert Peel, chief secretary for Ireland, pronounced the word in the same way. ‘Now if we had a peace preservation force, as Peel has got himself in Ireland,’ he boomed again, ‘we could stop all this nonsense in a trice.’

The Earl of Rotheram set aside his cigar. ‘Peelers? In England?’

‘Rather them than us having to do the work,’ replied Sir Horace gruffly. ‘Rather would I be under an Albura saw again than chase round doing police business!’ He pulled aside the chair with his right hand, his left having been the object of the surgeon’s blade after that bloody battle, and slammed his hat on the table, setting the cups and saucers atremble.

For what seemed an age, Sir Loftus stared intently at the hat, for it was the old service shako of Sir Horace’s beloved Forty-seventh – ‘Wolfe’s Own’ – rather than a major general’s plumes. Sir Loftus, as Vice Adjutant General, was most punctilious in these matters. Indeed, he seemed quite oblivious now to the growing ruction about his committee.

‘Said there’d be trouble,’ muttered the purple nose from behind The Times.

‘Everyone ’as been saying there’d be trouble,’ growled Sir Horace. ‘But what’s the good of that? If we had proper police we might do something about it.’

The Earl of Rotheram sighed.

‘Ay, Rotheram, well might y’sigh,’ complained the voice of Lancashire; ‘for it’s your party that won’t see sense.’

The Earl of Rotheram had, indeed, spoken against the proposal for such a force when last it had been debated in the Lords. ‘I should sooner trust to the good sense of the magistrates than have some damnable system as they have on the continent. We’ve not fought Bonaparte these past twenty years just to have a score of little Fouchés in every town.’

Sir Horace looked startled until he recognized the French. He drank his coffee in one go and held out his cup for more. ‘Rotheram, you’re as good a man as ever walked them broad acres o’ yours, but you underestimate the seething there is, and the dissatisfaction of folk who are a prey to violence every day – in town and country alike. I grant you the odd poacher might disturb your peace, but that’s nothing to having yer livelihood and property – ay, and yer very life itself – a hostage to the mob’s whim.’

The two men looked across the table at each other incomprehendingly, as if it were the great divide of the Pennine range itself, for Sir Horace’s family was cotton-rich and Whig, whereas Lord Rotheram’s was land-rich and Tory. In their own counties the families were as well regarded by the poorest of their workers – be it in factory or farm – as any could be. And these two sons had served England dearly in its late trial, Sir Horace’s hand being matched by the earl’s right leg. Yet each saw the future as differently as might two horses see the same fence.

Sensing exhaustion on the subject of a professional constabulary, Sir Loftus Wake sought to regain his authority. ‘Well, gentlemen, perhaps we should adjourn this debate and be about our proper affairs this day.’

To his considerable relief there was a general murmur of agreement.

‘We all want to be ’ome afore dark,’ added Sir Horace gruffly.

‘Well, therefore, let us begin the proceedings of the twenty-third meeting of the Army Brevets Committee.’ He replaced his pincenez firmly and turned over a page of his portfolio. ‘May I first respectfully remind you that the purpose of a brevet—’

‘We all know what the purpose of a brevet is, Wake!’ rasped Sir Horace. ‘Let’s be having the business!’

Sir Loftus looked pained once more. ‘My dear general, I have no reason to suppose that you are anything but in the right. However, it has ever been my practice to proceed on the supposition that not everyone should be expected to retain each and every detail of Horse Guards administration. In that way we may be sure to avoid any profound error.’

Sir Horace looked unconvinced. ‘As you please, then.’

‘Very well, gentlemen. The purpose of brevet rank is to advance those officers of exceptional merit who might otherwise find their promotion retarded by lack of means to purchase the next higher rank, or indeed by a lack of regimental vacancy in such a rank.’ He paused. ‘It does not carry with it the additional pay, of course, neither is it recognized regimentally, but only in the army as a whole.’ He glanced about the table for confirmation that the purpose was understood.

No one seemed to be paying much attention, but Sir Loftus was pleased he had been able to read through his brief so far without further challenge.

‘These the nominations?’ asked Sir Horace, pulling at the ribbon on the portfolio in front of him.

‘Yes,’ confirmed the chairman anxiously. ‘But do permit me to explain more fully.’

Sir Horace raised his eyebrows a little petulantly and gave up fingering the silk.

‘Our work this morning,’ continued Sir Loftus quickly, ‘is in two parts. The most important is to recommend ten lieutenant colonels’ brevets. But first there is the same number of majors’ brevets. The Duke of York’s military secretary would be obliged if all our recommendations were done by the dinner hour so that he might take them for the commander-in-chief’s approval this evening.’

‘Well, let’s be about it, then,’ demanded Sir Horace. ‘How many names are there for each brevet?’

‘Two,’ replied the chairman. ‘And so, gentlemen, if you would please open now the portfolios before you, you will see the summaries of service and the letters of nomination for each of twenty captains. In the usual manner we shall each of us award a mark out of six, and when I ask you for that mark I should be obliged if you would all, at the same instant, indicate it to me by the dies which the military secretary is now distributing.’

The lieutenant colonel placed an ebony die, half as big as a sword basket, in front of each member of the committee.

‘And may I respectfully remind you, gentlemen, that the die has two blank faces, for any lesser score than three would be unseemly.’

All nodded. And then, at Sir Loftus’s bidding, they began the task of assessing the twenty claims to a coveted brevet.

An hour passed in varying degrees of silence. From time to time a clerk was sent scurrying away on some errand or other, but the seven major generals laboured in the main with little need for clarification. When all were done – Sir Francis Evans the last to finish, but only by a minute or so – Sir Loftus motioned a footman to bring Madeira and seedcake to the table, and as smoke from assorted cigars began to fill the room once more, he invited the committee to declare their marks for each contender. ‘Let us begin, then, with number one: Captain Lord Arthur Fitzwarren, First Guards.’

The dies each showed six, except Sir Loftus’s own and Sir Horace Shawcross’s, which showed four. The clerks took note.

‘Captain Sir Aylwin Onslow, Second Guards.’

The scores were as before, except that Sir Horace’s die showed three.

The chairman made a thoughtful ‘um’ sound, before naming the third. ‘Captain the Lord Collingbourne, Royal Horse Guards.’

The scores were as before, except that Sir Loftus’s die now showed three as well as Sir Horace’s. ‘We seem to be in a fractional degree of disparity,’ said the chairman, diffidently.

‘Seems to me you’re both marking meanly,’ said Sir Archibald Barret. ‘Even I can see that!’ He adjusted his eyepatch pointedly.

‘Meanly be damned,’ huffed Sir Horace. ‘All I’ve seen so far are men with more than adequate means to buy their own advancement. None of them has seen campaigning service. All they’ve seen is the inside of St James’s and got themselves a good patron!’

‘Sir Horace . . .’ began Sir Archibald, kindly. ‘It is not the good fortune of every officer to hear the sound of the guns every day. These are diligent young men with much to offer the staff. Especially now that peace is come.’

‘Perhaps,’ conceded Sir Horace. ‘But there is ever a need for men on the staff who know what it is to fight. If peace is indeed come then it’s even more important that there are officers in positions of influence who know what is the true business of war. Peace will not be with us for ever, and the devil in a long peace is that the army forgets how to fight!’

‘Prettily said, Sir Horace,’ acknowledged Sir Archibald, ‘but let us not be overly fastidious. Let us just suppose that in ten brevets we shall turn up ten officers as can with honour serve their country best.’

Sir Loftus Wake now showed something of the quality for which he had been entrusted with the committee’s chairmanship, suggesting that the military secretary make a note of those nominations where there was a disparity of more than two points as members saw them. ‘And then, perhaps, we may look again at those names in the light of our findings as a whole.’

The members of the committee were content, and the next nine names passed without much comment.

‘Captain John Daniells, Sixty-ninth Foot,’ said Sir Loftus for the thirteenth.

Sir Horace’s mark was six, Sir Loftus’s five, the others threes and fours.

‘Now this I don’t understand,’ sighed Sir Horace. ‘Daniells is described by Sir Charles Alten – who did, after all, command the division at Waterloo in which that regiment was – as the most able captain in his command, and certain to rise to general rank.’

‘But you see,’ replied Sir Archibald Barret, rubbing his eyepatch a shade wearily, ‘he scarcely needs a brevet to secure that prediction. He’ll fight his way there in the usual way – as you did and I did! We are trying to place men in positions of responsibility on the staff now. I am very much afraid that if a major general says he wants someone as his brigade major then that is greatly more to the point than one who simply predicts a man will reach high rank.’

Once again Sir Loftus managed to stay Sir Horace’s protest. ‘Gentlemen, what we are meant to be about is the advancement of officers who will serve their country with distinction. This, I believe, is what we are trying to do. We each, perhaps, perceive that service to be rendered differently, but not the ultimate effect. The process is not science, though. I do beg a little forbearance from members.’

Calm returned to the table as three more names were marked: Broke of the Rifles, Lord Henry Lygon of the Bays, and Sir Idris Llewellyn of the 23rd Foot.

‘Number seventeen,’ said Sir Loftus, sounding a little tired. ‘Captain Matthew Hervey, Sixth Light Dragoons.’

Sir Horace displayed five, Sir Loftus six, the others fours and one three.

‘Oh, come now!’ Sir Horace complained. ‘Lord Uxbridge writes that this officer has one of the best cavalry eyes in the service, and Colquhoun Grant says he did sterling service lately in India for the duke. What more d’ye want?’

Sir Francis Evans answered this time, his chin for the moment out of sight below his collar, and his tab-ear, like Lord Dunseath’s port-wine nose, reddening as it always did when he was perturbed by something. ‘We cannot go awarding brevets just because someone is a Waterloo hand. The rest of the army is becoming impatient of the duke’s habit of favouring men so. Hervey has no experience of the staff, and he is not proposed for any special appointment.’

‘That, I grant you. But it’s not merely Waterloo. The man, it seems, did extraordinarily well on his own in India.’

‘India!’ muttered Lord Dunseath from his lately silent corner of the table.

‘My noble lord,’ sighed Sir Horace, forcing himself to measure his words, ‘if we continue to think of India in that manner, we shall waste much experience of fighting that we can ill afford to. Mark my words: these Indiamen have things to teach us.’

‘I never heard such nonsense! Brown faces is all they see. How can a brown face teach an officer more than a Frenchman?’ Lord Dunseath’s own face had turned red, and his nose almost violet.

‘Please, gentlemen,’ Sir Loftus appealed: ‘let us not disparage any of these candidates. They are all worthy men. Let us proceed to the remaining three.’

‘Very well,’ said Sir Horace, ‘but I must have the floor if Daniells and Hervey do not show when the count is made.’

‘Of course, of course: I have said already that it will be a member’s prerogative,’ conceded the chairman.

When the declarations and the counting were all done, Sir Loftus announced the preliminary brevets. Daniells’s name was not one of them; neither was Hervey’s.

‘Then I must protest most strongly,’ said Sir Horace, striking the table with the stump of his absent hand.

Sir Loftus was an officer who sought concordance in the committees of which he was chairman. But although he had risen by his skill on the staff rather than in battle, he shared Sir Horace’s opinion of Daniells and Hervey. He did not know, however, if his staff skills would extend to converting the other members of the brevets committee to that view. He summoned the footman to bring more Madeira.

Earlier that morning, Captain Matthew Hervey had found himself once more at the Horse Guards, in the yard below the room where the major generals would discuss his fitness for a brevet.

‘Shall we walk there directly, or take a chaise through the park?’

‘Let’s walk,’ said Hervey, with a smile. ‘Let’s see your guardsmen at drill.’

Captain the Lord John Howard, in full dress – smart as a carrot new-scraped (the buckles of his shoes were gleaming so bright that Hervey knew they could not be pinchbeck) – returned the smile and picked up the step as they struck off towards the Horse Guards Parade and St James’s Park. A company of the Grenadiers, as they were now calling themselves (Howard’s own regiment), was wheeling in slow time at the furthest corner of the parade ground by the Judge Advocate General’s garden at the end of Downing Street, but they were too few, and it was too dull an evolution, to merit more than a passing observation – though their band made a pretty noise. The dismounted sentry at the arch, from the Oxford Blues, had brought his sword from the slope to the carry as they passed, and Hervey had returned the salute with a hand to his shako, thrilling more than a little to the compliment, for the Duke of York’s headquarters was the place from which all the King’s men, no matter how far-flung their post, had their fortunes ordered. It did not fall to every officer to walk thus.

‘Shall you tell me what was said?’ asked Howard, unable to contain himself any longer. ‘Did the Duke of York have laurels for you?’

‘I didn’t see him,’ said Hervey simply.

Howard looked at him with disbelief. ‘But that is why you were come here!’

‘Yes,’ agreed Hervey absently, for the sight of the parade ground had brought to mind the last occasion he had walked here. Then, Howard had been his arresting officer, and the future had looked black indeed – until the confusion leading to his arrest was suddenly revealed. The revelation and the honours that had come with it seemed as yesterday. But he made himself rally. ‘You would scarce expect, though, that the Duke of York would be able to spare the time to see a mere captain of light dragoons.’

‘That is deliberately to demean yourself, to degrade your station as aide-de-camp to the Duke of Wellington!’

‘Lately aide-de-camp. As I told you before, I was discharged by the duke.’

Lord John Howard sighed. ‘Hervey, I am truly astonished. You are appointed aide-de-camp to the first soldier of Europe – of the world indeed – and you ask to be relieved!’

‘There’s no profit in doing a job which is better fitted to others.’

‘But you scarce served beside the duke. Might you not have given the prospect a chance, at least?’

‘You are in the right there, my dear Lord John,’ said Hervey, looking straight ahead still. ‘I didn’t serve directly on his staff. But India re-salted my appetite to be with troops – and not just any troops.’

Howard shook his head again. ‘You have a most uncommon attachment to your dragoons. No good to you may come of it if you persist.’

‘And you in the Guards have no such attachment?’ Hervey’s frown implied scepticism.

‘I confess I was never able to recognize my company unless the serjeants had taken post. That is the way in the Guards. It would not do for an officer to know a private man’s name.’

‘Stuff and nonsense! I never heard its like,’ laughed Hervey. ‘You are beginning to sound like d’Arcey Jessope. I know for a fact that you visit the Chelsea hospital every week and have seen to pensions for half a dozen who were at Waterloo!’

The captain of Grenadiers stayed his argument abruptly. How Hervey knew of his charity, he could not imagine. But there was no doubting that his friend had detected his pretence at Guards insouciance. ‘I was not there, you see,’ he replied simply. ‘And if you weren’t at Waterloo . . .’

The point had not occurred to Hervey quite so plainly before.

‘I listen to Rees Gronow in White’s. He never boasts, of course, or says anything that might promote his part in things, but I know that being at Waterloo has changed the entire way in which he thinks. Is that not so?’

The band had broken into quick time, encouraging both men to step out. Hervey was keen to leave the subject behind. He liked Lord John Howard a good deal, and thought he might even come to like him as much as he had d’Arcey Jessope – though he could never be a true intimate because, like Jessope, Howard did not wear a blue coat and a buff collar, and the Roman six on his shako.

‘Howard,’ he announced. ‘I shall be pleased to breakfast with you.’ He took his arm. ‘Only let us avoid mention of things which are now properly in the past. There is more before us than behind: of that you can be sure.’

After their breakfast and a change into plain clothes, the aide-de-camp and the former aide-de-camp took a chaise to the City, for Hervey was determined, now that there was no duty to detain him in London, to secure a seat on the first coach for Wiltshire. The last occasion he had had for one had been the better part of three years ago, when, with Bonaparte despatched to Elba and peace seemingly come at last to Europe, he had been given his first leave in as many years to return to Horningsham and his people. And there he had met Henrietta again.

He would have a very great deal to speak about with Henrietta. He had rehearsed it the better part of his passage home from India, and the delight he was taking in the prospect of seeing her was now and again marred by the darker parts of those litanies. However, that she might throw him over – or that she might, indeed, have done so already – could not take away the pleasure just in seeing her again, for it had been all but two years since their hasty affiancing and his even hastier departure. But for the time being at least, Hervey had only practical concerns, and these were welcome as a distraction from those others.

On that last occasion for posting to Wiltshire, he had gone to the Saracen’s Head in Skinner Street, the offices of the Universal Coach and Wagon Company, to pay over the odds for an inside seat on one of their mails, a balloon coach which had conveyed him at a full nine miles an hour to Salisbury; thence, after a night’s fitful sleep at the Red Lion, he had taken the Bath stage for Warminster. And although he hoped the demand for seats had slackened in the intervening two years, this was his intention again now.

Lord John Howard was minded to go with him to Horningsham, for Hervey’s sister Elizabeth had become the object of his considerable admiration (but which fact he had not yet been quite able to tell his friend). Duty at the Horse Guards, however, would delay that pleasure a further while.

As the chaise got closer to Snow Hill, its progress was checked to an unusual degree, even allowing for the habitual congestion of the narrow thoroughfares of the City. Lord John Howard stuck his head out of the window and called to the driver for his opinion of the delay.

‘Cashman, sir! They’re hangin’ ’im at noon outside Beckwith’s gun shop in Skinner Street. I doubts as I’ll be able to get the carriage through to the Saracen’s at this rate.’

From both windows they could see men and women, in the main respectably dressed, walking with grim purpose in the same direction they were heading, though with more ease.

‘I think it better if we alight,’ said Howard. ‘This will never do.’

They stepped down from the chaise – not without difficulty – and Hervey paid the driver. ‘Straight on up here, then, sir, on across Gray’s Inn Road and you’ll be there soon enough. And mind, gentlemen; there’ll be pick-pokes and nippers all over the place.’

They thanked him and joined the flow of people eastwards. ‘Who is this Cashman?’ asked Hervey, fastening tight his coat. ‘I heard speak of him at the United Services this morning.’

‘Ah,’ replied Howard, raising an eyebrow. ‘It’s a very rum affair indeed. There was a big gathering of Radicals on the Spa Fields at Clerkenwell last December. The crowd was whipped up by agitators and the like, and then a couple of hundred of them marched into the City, breaking into some gun shops on the way.’

‘What happened when they got there?’

‘Oh, the Mayor had things properly seen to. They couldn’t make any mischief at the Exchange, so they set off for the Tower instead.’

‘And then?’

‘The Mayor had sent for the cavalry, and they dispersed them without too much trouble.’

‘And Cashman was one of the ringleaders?’

‘Heavens, no. He was just one of the poor sots to be taken in by the likes of Hunt.’

‘Hunt?’ Hervey had been little enough in England these past five years to know anything much of the troubles, let alone the names of the ringleaders.

‘ “Orator” Hunt they call him – a fearful rabble-rouser. Makes mischief all over the country at present, what with his calls for reform. He and others like him are the real villains of the piece. But it was Cashman who broke into Beckwith’s, and he stands convicted of stealing arms for the purposes of insurrection. He’s being hanged outside the very shop.’

Hervey sighed a sigh of ‘cruel necessity’.

Howard caught his meaning and was – to Hervey’s surprise – not wholly in accord. ‘There are many who believe his former service was not taken in mitigation, and that he was ill-used.’

‘What service?’ asked Hervey, now intrigued.

‘He had, it seems, served bravely for some years in the navy, and they’d discharged him without arrears of pay or prize-money. According to the Morning Post, he’d applied to the Admiralty for redress on several occasions, and he’d been there in person on the morning of the Spa Fields meeting. It’s at the very least a possibility that his actions that day were more in anger and frustration than in any spirit of revolt – such as the quantity of gin he’d consumed allowed them to be in any way his own.’

‘What a devil of a business then,’ Hervey conceded. ‘The court hangs a man for mutiny who has proved his loyalty under more trying conditions.’

‘I tell you, Hervey,’ said Howard, lowering his voice and glancing to left and right, ‘it makes a fellow ashamed the way these men are treated by a supposedly grateful nation. There are men with stripes on their arm cleaning out gutters for a few pence – Waterloo stripes, too. I can scarce look them in the eye.’

As they came to Snow Hill they found the streets blocked by posts and chains, allowing only those on foot to pass, and in Skinner Street itself the pavements were railed off with sturdy wooden planks. A large press of people seemed set to topple the barriers at any moment, but somehow they were holding, the crowd brooding rather than clamorous – though there was no doubting the sympathy for the gallant tar about to be hanged. And the crowd was, indeed, a thorough mix of people, of both good appearance and bad, for to the clerking classes and the respectable poor of Hackney were added the sweepings of St Giles’s – the rookery of rookeries. The special constables from each of the City wards were here in force, though Hervey thought them hardly sufficient to deal with a crowd turned ugly. In Whisken Street there were firemen on alert, ready to assist with subduing disorder if need be. In the yard of Newgate prison were threescore militiamen, and in the streets adjacent to the route of Cashman’s procession were yeomanry cavalry, while in a nearby courtyard, out of sight, a half-troop of regular cavalry stood as the force of last resort.

‘There are rumours.’ Howard’s voice was hushed. ‘Plans to rescue him as he arrives, to bustle him away to Broad Street. There are so many Irish there he’d never be found.’

‘You didn’t mention he was Irish.’

‘No, I didn’t. That confounds things too, does it not?’

Hervey sighed again.

A great roar went up from the crowd, followed by booing and cries of ‘Shame!’ as workmen drawing the wheeled gibbet arrived from Newgate. The special constables looked about anxiously, tapping their staves nervously on a shoulder or hand. ‘I don’t fancy they might do aught but save themselves if this crowd makes ugly,’ said Hervey.

‘It will be the cavalry that has to deal with it. And they’ll get no thanks, no matter how bloodlessly they manage,’ Howard agreed.

‘I hate the business with magistrates. I had enough of it in Ireland. The sooner there’s a proper constabulary the better.’

‘My dear friend, I could not agree with you more. Our guardsmen are never so disquiet than when they’re deployed for the civil power. A company of Grenadiers who stood fast throughout at Waterloo were close to insolence when they were turned out during the Corn Law bill.’

They pushed a little further up the street in the press of people still arriving, making for the scaffolding which the Newgate men had trundled to the front of Beckwith’s shop.

Howard stopped. ‘Look here, Hervey,’ he frowned. ‘I’ve never seen a man hanged before, and I don’t think I care to.’

‘I’ve seen it not a great many times myself,’ Hervey assured him, ‘and though each time the man had committed the foulest murder I could take no satisfaction in it.’

Howard shook his head.

‘Let’s away, then,’ said Hervey, putting a hand to Howard’s shoulder.

The press was too great for any quick escape, however, so they decided to work their way along past Beckwith’s shop, its windows stoutly boarded, and out towards the wider Essex Road beyond. But this they found not easy either, for many of the onlookers were resentful of what they presumed was an attempt to get closer to the gibbet. After a full half-hour they had advanced scarcely fifty yards.

Suddenly there was a roar from the crowd behind them as the carriages carrying the sheriffs rounded the corner, and then the cart bearing Cashman himself. Hervey climbed onto a window ledge to see what was the cause. ‘I think it’s our man,’ he said, unable to balance there for more than a few seconds. ‘And he’s dressed in his sailor’s best.’

Cashman was, indeed, a sight offensive to every right instinct. He stood proud and erect, with not a sign of fear. He had on his blue jacket and white trousers, and a black silk handkerchief tied smartly about his neck, bareheaded as if mustered on deck for divine service. He was calling to the crowd, now muted by the appearance of their hero. ‘This is not for cowardice,’ Hervey heard him call defiantly. ‘I have done nothing against my king and country, but fought for them!’

The crowd roared its approval, putting to flight the roosting pigeons on St Botolph’s spire two streets away.

‘I always fought for my king and country, and this is my end.’

The noise grew louder, and the constables had the greatest trouble keeping a way clear for the procession.

‘Huzza, my boys, I’ll die like a man!’ shouted Cashman as he reached Beckwith’s shop. ‘If I was at my quarters I would not be killed in the smoke; I’d be in the fire!’

The crowd was now as angry as ever Hervey had seen men away from the battlefield. The constables had to make free with their staves to get the sheriffs and clergy to the scaffold.

‘Hurrah, my hearties in the cause!’

Hervey wondered for a moment in which cause, though he hardly expected that a man in Cashman’s position could be expected to say anything of sound mind.

‘Success! Cheer up!’ The gallant tar scaled the scaffold ladder as surely as if he had been climbing to the yards, waving aside the minister who was attempting words of comfort and inviting him to repent. ‘Don’t bother me. It’s no use. I want no mercy but from God.’

Hervey and Howard were now but twenty yards from the scaffold and could see everything perfectly.

‘This fellow’s a cool customer,’ Howard whispered. ‘Is it gin or rum speaking, do you think?’

‘He treads the boards. But he does it bravely, for sure,’ replied Hervey, shaking his head in doubt.

The hangman put the rope around Cashman’s neck. The crowd gasped and then groaned. Then he tried to put a nightcap over Cashman’s head – but the sailor would have none of it. ‘No thank you, Mr Ketch. I’ll see till the last!’

Here was courage indeed, thought Hervey. He had seen bravado turn to nothing when the moment came.

But Cashman’s resentment seemed to get the better of him, and he began a tirade against Beckwith himself, whom he supposed was cowering behind the boarded windows of his shop. ‘I’ll be with you there!’ he shouted. ‘My unquiet spirit’ll walk your floors!’

‘Oh God,’ sighed Howard. The hangman had come down the steps and was standing by the lever which would trip the hatch beneath Cashman’s feet. ‘I cannot see this, deserving or no.’

Hervey was about to turn away too when Cashman called out again. ‘I am the last of seven of them that fought for my king and country. My father was killed too in the service. I could not get my own, and that has brought me here!’

‘This is too much,’ Howard muttered. ‘And I who have never heard a shot fired in anger am stood gawking.’

‘Come then,’ said Hervey, turning.

But Cashman called for the crowd to give him three cheers, making them both turn back once more. And then, in the language the sailor knew best, he called to the hangman to ‘let go the jib-boom’.

Suddenly his words were choked off. His body swung crazily in mid-air. He struggled only briefly, but it silenced the crowd. When his writhing was no more, several of the onlookers muttered, ‘God rest his soul.’ Some made the sign of the cross. For a while, as the sheriffs’ men took down the body, there was scarcely a word, but as quickly as the silence had come the clamour returned, and everywhere there were shouts of ‘Murder! Murder! Shame! Shame!’

The constables looked about anxiously as Hervey and Howard took the opportunity to push their way to the end of the street. There was the sound of splintering timber and then a terrific roar as some of the rougher elements mounted the scaffold and pulled down the gibbet. The pavement boards outside Beckwith’s shop gave way and the crowd surged into the middle of the street, the constables quickly abandoning their attempts to hold them back and running to the west end where one of the City magistrates stood with an armed guard.

‘We’d better leave them to it. This is no place for either of us,’ said Hervey, having to fend off one of the ladies of the district (business always increased after a public execution).

The magistrate looked nervous too. More people – and a sight less respectable-looking than before – were coming from the rookeries. The crowd in Skinner Street was now in a distinct tumult. He clearly feared for property and life. Hervey saw him signal to one of his deputies at the end of the street, and then take out his pocketbook.

‘Our Sovereign Lord the King,’ he began, though the tumult was so great that none beyond a dozen yards could have heard him; ‘chargeth and commandeth all persons being assembled, immediately to disperse themselves and peaceably to depart—’ A piece of rotten fruit struck the magistrate square in the face, but he faltered only for a second before continuing. ‘. . . Peaceably to depart to their habitations or to their lawful business, upon the pains contained in the Act made in the first year of King George for preventing tumultuous and riotous assemblies. God save the King!’

But this magistrate was not going to wait a full hour for the crowd to disperse, as the Riot Act required. In less than a minute there was a sudden roar and then the clatter of hooves above it, as the City officials’ force of last resort appeared from around the corner.

‘Great gods!’ exclaimed Hervey. The facings were unmistakable. ‘It is the Sixth! And I recognize some of those dragoons!’ What a place to see them, jeered by their own countrymen when only a year ago they had been cheered to the eaves. He balked at the prospect of what they had to do, but he wanted to be with them nevertheless. ‘Go to it, the Sixth!’ he called, before he could think better of it.

Howard had turned the colour of the Sixth’s facings. His eyes were empty.

‘My dear fellow,’ said Hervey, grasping his arm, ‘I think we’d better get you some brandy.’

‘No, no; it is all right. I want just to walk, that is all,’ he replied, shaking his head.

Hervey glanced back over his shoulder at the dragoons.

‘Why don’t you stay?’ said Howard. ‘I’ll make my way back to Whitehall: there’s no chance of getting to the Saracen’s Head by the looks of things.’

Hervey was not of a mind to leave him, but Howard protested he was perfectly well enough to find a chaise.

‘Very well, then,’ Hervey conceded. ‘But let’s dine as we said. A little later, though – say, eight? At the United Services,’ and he reached for his hunter to see how long he had. It was gone – twisted from the chain, for it had no safety swivel. ‘Oh, in heaven’s name!’ he groaned.

Lord John Howard raised his eyebrows as if to apologize for his city.

‘It saw me through Belgium and India, and now a wretch from—’

Howard stayed his protest with a hand on his arm. ‘I think I should remain here with you.’

‘No,’ said Hervey shaking his head. ‘They’ll not have another thing from me. Go back to the Horse Guards. You have duties to be about.’

Hervey turned back to see the dragoons already beginning to advance with sabres drawn.

‘The flats, mind; the flats only!’ called their cornet, a face new to him.

He thought it odd that a half-troop on duty such as this was under command of so junior an officer. He could see the serjeant – Noakes, a steady sort, but never a man for troop work – behind the rear rank. A fat lot of good he’d do there with a greenhead cornet in front! But Hervey was relieved to see that the right marker was sound. What a welcome sight was Collins, his old covering-corporal. Collins had galloped for him in the Peninsula and at Waterloo; and (eighteen months ago now) to Boulogne and from there to Le Havre with Henrietta on that ill-starred chase to reach his ship. Why Collins had but two chevrons still, Hervey couldn’t imagine. He’d back his wits in an affair, any day, against those of ‘Auntie’ Noakes.

The sight of drawn swords served notice to the crowd. To some it was a signal to be off, and Hervey was pleased that the cornet had sense, at least, to advance slowly enough to give them plenty of room. But to the roughs at the far end of the street the appearance of the cavalry was a signal to increase their mischief, and to open a steady fusillade of brickbats. These dropped well short of the dragoons, however, onto the front of the crowd not yet managed to get away. Soon there were men – and women – fallen to the cobbles, some bleeding from gashes about the head. It would be an even uglier sight from astride a horse, thought Hervey; and bewildering, too, since the ‘innocents’ were now in the way of any effort to quell the more violent rioters. But it was not a time for too much thinking. If the line of dragoons stood still they’d positively encourage trouble.

Another hail of stones fell, closer to the line this time. ‘Turn about, turn about!’ Hervey shouted: the hindquarters of a troop-horse would, he knew, be a powerful street sweeper – and would do no lasting damage. There was certainly no room now for the flat of the sabre underhand. The cornet must have seen this, for he shouted to his dragoons to raise swords. This only made the roughs bellow defiantly, and increase their fusillade of stones. Some of the braver ones climbed to the roofs of the buildings either side of the street, and it was not long before they began hurling slates down at the dragoons.

One of the first casualties was the cornet himself. A piece of guttering hit the brow of his shako and then his charger’s head. He managed at first to stay in the saddle, but before his coverman could close to support him the horse reared full upright, paddling with his forelegs as if at a prizefight. The cornet, half dazed already, had no chance. He fell heavily to the ground, hitting his head hard on the cobbles. The dragoons behind tried desperately not to trample him, but more than one iron struck.

‘Christ!’ cursed Hervey as he pushed through the crowd to reach him.

Some dragoons had stopped, trying to shield the cornet where he lay. Some were still pushing forward at the crowd, and those behind were falling into confusion, not knowing what was happening in front. Serjeant Noakes looked at a loss, while Hervey could see Corporal Collins shouting something to the front rank, whose dragoons began returning sabres to the carry and kicking their horses’ flanks to urge them forward.

Good, thought Hervey. Get the front rank forward five lengths to make space!

Corporal Collins was now a length ahead of the others. He turned his trooper sideways and put him into a trot close along the edge of the crowd. It seemed to do the trick. Panic for a second or so silenced the missile-throwers and allowed Collins to re-dress the front rank so they could press forward knee to knee. ‘Keep them swords sloped!’ he shouted the while.

‘Well done, well done, Corporal Collins!’ said Hervey. One of the crowd eyed him suspiciously. He had better be careful. This was not the place to be taken for an agent.

The solid line of horses pushed the crowd steadily back until the missile-throwers on what remained of the scaffold suddenly realized they were within range of being captured, and started to scramble down the far side. Collins called to the corporal of the second rank to show a front to the Newgate end to discourage reinforcements. In another ten minutes they had reached the Essex Road, and Skinner Street was clear. Serjeant Noakes now reasserted command (he could scarcely pretend any longer that the confusion prevented his getting to the front) and posted videttes to which the City constables could rally.

Cursing to himself, Hervey pushed through the looser knot of onlookers to the picket line of dragoons at the ingress to Sekforde Street, where the unconscious cornet and injured dragoons had been taken. He had a mind to take the command himself, but seeing order restored among the ranks, pressed on down the street instead.

Several of the men recognized him and called out with the enthusiasm that always came with the end of a bloody affair. ‘Good day, Mr Hervey, sir! We thought you was gone for good.’

Hervey raised his hat and smiled as best he could, but did not stay to exchange banter. Round the corner in Sekforde Street a constable pointed to the Crown and Mitre. ‘They’ve taken the injuries in there, sir.’

Hervey entered the low, gloomy taproom of the city alehouse, scarcely able to make out who was where.

‘It’s Mr Wymondham, sir,’ said an NCO, indicating the motionless figure on a long table. ‘I’ve sent a dragoon to fetch that doctor from the ’anging.’

Hervey did not know Cornet Wymondham. He supposed he must have joined in the past eighteen months. He nodded, approving, to the NCO, and put an ear to the cornet’s mouth.

‘Can I go and find another doctor, sir?’ asked Wymondham’s coverman, whom Hervey recognized as a handy dragoon from F Troop.

‘Yes,’ he said, ‘though I very much fear it will be of no avail. His breathing is so shallow as to be unnoticeable.’

He said it with sadness rather than certainty – and without thinking. A young cornet, green, probably his first time out – what an impious waste. Hervey was as angry with whoever it was that had sent him here as with the crowd which had done the mischief. ‘Find a doctor as fast as you can. It’s his only hope!’ he urged suddenly, cursing himself for conceding defeat in the dragoon’s hearing, and hoping his agitation might make up for it.

Hervey put his ear to the cornet’s mouth again, for there was no rise or fall in the chest. He was reluctant to believe this fine-looking youth could succumb to a stone hurled by a street rough. Something told him he ought to turn him on his side. He called to the NCO for help.

They turned him ever so carefully, but Hervey felt the blood and the pieces of splintered bone at the back of the skull, and it made him so qualmish he almost let go.

‘Good day, Captain Hervey, sir,’ came a voice from the doorway. ‘We none of us knew you were back. I’m sorry you had such a poor show of us, sir. How is his lordship? Pride a bit bruised, sir?’

‘Not good, Corporal Collins. Not good at all.’

Collins looked abashed. ‘Sir, I am truly very sorry. I thought he’d just be thrown and winded.’

‘I don’t think he’ll live, frankly.’

‘Oh, Jesus Mary! If I had ridden next to him—’

‘You looked to me exactly where the right marker should have been, Corporal Collins. There’s no call to be chastising yourself.’

‘He’s only been with us a couple of months,’ said Collins, shaking his head.

‘Did you say “his lordship”?’

‘Yes, sir. Cornet the Marquess Wymondham, Duke of Huntingdon’s son.’

There was no doubting that it seemed to make matters worse.

At that moment the sheriffs’ physician arrived in a sociable. Hervey showed him the wound, but the physician took only a brief look and shook his head. ‘I’ve no vulnerary skill, I’m afraid. We’d better have him to Guy’s Hospital. They’re used to dealing with steeplejacks falling, there.’

They carried Wymondham outside on a door, and laid it on the floor of the sociable. ‘I’ll go with him. My assistant will have to manage the others. Send any of them on to the hospital that you see fit. But only if you must. They’ll be safer away.’

‘A dismal prognosis, that,’ said Hervey as the chaise drew off. ‘I suppose I had better write to the duke this evening. And the lieutenant colonel.’

‘I suppose you better had, sir. What a terrible thing to have to do – and so soon back.’

‘Lord George is still the lieutenant colonel?’

Corporal Collins shook his head. ‘The Earl of Towcester, sir.’

Hervey looked puzzled. ‘His is not a name I’ve heard, Corporal Collins. Was he a Heavy?’

‘I don’t rightly know, sir,’ replied Collins, gathering up Cornet Wymondham’s swordbelt. ‘I think his lordship has been on half-pay a little while, sir. I’m not sure what was his last active regiment.’

‘Ah,’ said Hervey; that explained it.

‘With your leave then, sir, I’ll resume my duties. But may I ask if you are returning to us, or are you still with the staff?’

‘Of course you may ask, Corporal Collins. I am no longer with the staff, but I don’t yet know when there’ll be a vacancy for me.’

‘Let’s hope there’s one soon, sir.’

Hervey looked him straight in the eye. There was a note of something in Collins’s reply which suggested it was more than the politeness of the ranks. But Collins volunteered nothing.

‘I wish we were meeting at a better time,’ sighed Hervey. ‘There’s a lot we might talk about. Forgive me if I seem less than pleased to see you again, Corporal Collins. It is certainly not intended.’

‘No, sir,’ replied Collins simply.

‘Tell me, though, before you go: are there heavy calls on the regiment at present?’

‘No, sir.’ The rising cadence indicated that Collins had not guessed his mind.

‘I mean, I was surprised to see a new cornet in so . . . susceptible a command.’

Collins remained silent. Unlike Serjeant Armstrong or Private Johnson, he was always guarded with his opinions.

Hervey rephrased his enquiry so that it did not require so obvious an opinion. ‘Where is the rest of your troop?’

Before he could answer, a runner came up with an urgent request by the magistrate to be escorted back to Bow Street. ‘Very well, at once,’ Collins replied, and then glanced at Hervey. ‘With your leave, sir?’

Hervey nodded, his frustration obvious.

‘I think all the other officers are engaged today, sir,’ he added, touching his shako peak discreetly as he turned for the escort.



CHAPTER TWO
NOVELTIES
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Albemarle Street, that afternoon

When Hervey returned to the United Services Club there were two letters awaiting him. The first was brief and very much to the point:

Albany

The Most Hon. The Earl of Sussex returns Captain
Hervey’s compliments, and would be favoured if he would
call upon him at Ten a.m. tomorrow, 13 March.

Hervey had left his card at the London residence of the colonel of the regiment the day before, as custom had it, but he had scarcely expected that the colonel would receive him. It was as well he had not made it to the Saracen’s Head, for in seven years and more with the Sixth he had still to meet its colonel, and by all accounts the Earl of Sussex was a most agreeable man. And such a meeting could not serve anything but well, surely, to his getting a troop sooner rather than later?

The second letter was an altogether different proposition – a most intriguing affair. He smiled as he read its obsecrations.

Long’s Hotel,
New Bond Street,
12 March

Esteemed Sir,

I have the honour to present myself as one who has with true humility learned of your service at the late Battle of Waterloo, and of your interest in all things that are novel and advantageous to the execution of His Majesty’s business. And if you will forgive the presumption of my writing to you then I feel assured that I might be of inestimable service to you in your
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