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The Royal Navy of England hath ever been its greatest defence and ornament. It is its ancient and natural strength—the floating bulwark of our island.

—Sir William Blackstone, Jurist
Commentaries on the Laws of England
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CHAPTER 1

AT A HESITANT KNOCK on the cabin door Thomas Kydd’s servant paused in shaving his master.

“Sir—Mr. Hallum’s duty an’ Ushant is sighted to the nor’east, eight miles,” blurted the duty midshipman, a little abashed at seeing his captain under the razor.

“Thank you, Mr. Tawse,” Kydd grunted.

Nicholas Renzi looked up from the papers he was working on by the early morning light. He and Kydd were friends of many years. Both had achieved the quarterdeck from before the mast, but while Kydd had gained command of his own ship Renzi now pursued scholarly interests and acted as his clerk. Peering out of the stern windows of the little brig-sloop he said hopefully, “And a fair wind for the Downs—I so yearn for a dish of Mistress Butterworth’s haricot of mutton.”

Teazer had been taken from her patrol line along the French coast near the invasion ports and sent with dispatches, passengers and mail to the blockading battleships off Brest. A small ship had to expect such lowly employment but on her return, she would have a short spell in Deal, then be back on station, playing her part to thwart Napoleon Bonaparte’s plans for the invasion of England.

It was the nightmare that haunted every man, woman and child— that the moat would be crossed and the staunch island nation must then taste the horrors of war. All it needed was for the emperor to wrest control from the Royal Navy for a few tides and, with half a million men under arms and two thousand vessels now in the invasion flotilla, he could flood the country with the armies that had conquered all Europe.

Kydd shifted restlessly. “Thank you, Tysoe. A breakfast when it’s ready.” The towel was expertly flicked away and he was released to take up his lieutenant’s reworked quarters bill. They had lost two men to death and wounding and five to sickness; it had been made very clear that there would be no replacements, for the country had been stripped of trained seamen and Teazer’s humble station did not warrant special treatment.

He glanced at the paper irritably. Hallum had no doubt done his best but to rate up the pleasant but diffident Williams to full gun-captain was not the way to fill holes. Even now, after months in Teazer, his first lieutenant seemed not to know the men, their character, their individual strengths and weaknesses.

Kydd circled Bluett’s name in the gun-crew and scrawled, “to be GC” then realised that as a sail-trimmer the man could not be expected to absent himself just when his crew would need him. Damn. Very well, he’d make young Rawlings sail-trimmer. Barely more than a ship’s boy, he was nevertheless agile and bright—he’d soon learn to swarm up to the tops with the best of them. But would he cope under savage enemy fire?

Imperceptibly the ship’s angular rhythm of pitch and roll changed to a smoother rise and fall as she rounded Ushant, the lonely island that marked the northwest extremity of France. Now, with this fair southwesterly, it was a straight run up-Channel for home.

The masthead lookout’s hail cut through Kydd’s thoughts. “Saaail hoooo! Sail t’ the larb’d quarter!”

He snatched up his grego against the autumn chill and joined thegroup on the quarterdeck. “Mr. Hallum?”

“Two points abaft the beam, sir, and steering towards us.”

Kydd nodded: the unknown ship was inward bound from the Atlantic Ocean. A lone merchantman? But every British merchant ship had by law to be a member of a convoy. Then was it a daring Frenchman breaking the blockade? If so, his luck had just run out …

“I’ll take a peep, I believe,” he said, and swung easily up into the main-shrouds, mounting to the main-top. His pocket glass steadied on the speck of paleness away to the west. Smallish, but unmistakable with its tell-tale three masts, it was a chasse marée, a lugger, and the favoured vessel of the infamous Brittany privateers.

A smile of satisfaction spread across Kydd’s face: he was perfectly placed to crowd the luckless corsair against the unfriendly Cornish coast, and in any chase the rising seas would favour the larger Teazer. He hailed the deck below, ordering the necessary course change to intercept.

Almost certainly the vessel was returning after a voyage of depredation from somewhere like St. Malo, a notorious nest of privateers, but now it had found Teazer athwart its hawse. Suddenly the image foreshortened, then opened up again—it was putting about, back to the open ocean.

It would be to no avail: Teazer held it to advantage and would converge well before it could escape. Kydd descended quickly and stood clear as the guns were cast loose and battle preparations made. The privateer was making a run for it. It was unlikely to take on a full-blooded man-o’-war but it was armed and dangerous with plenty of men so nothing could be left to chance.

The wind was veering and strengthening; there would be reefs in its soaring lugsails soon and, with the quartering fresh breeze as Teazer’s best point of sailing, he could rely on an interception before noon.

Within a few hours the sombre dark grey of the English coast lifted into view and they had gained appreciably on the privateer, which would soon be in range. Apart from a far-distant scatter of coastal sail there did not appear to be any other vessels and Kydd would shortly make his move.

“Bolderin’ weather,” said Purchet, the boatswain, staring gloomily at the approaching change. Curtains of white hung vertically against sullen dark cloud banks. Teazer‘s open main-deck in a line squall was not best placed for play with the guns; it was a challenge to try to keep the priming powder dry on heaving wet decks while rain hammered down.

The squall accelerated and then it was upon them, a hissing deluge of cold rain that blotted out everything beyond a hundred yards.

Suddenly Kydd snapped, “Three points to starb’d!” The group about the helm looked at him in astonishment but hastily complied.

Teazer swung back before the wind, seeming to have abandoned the chase and wallowing in the temporary calm behind the line squall. But when the rain thinned and cleared, there was the privateer, not half a mile distant—and dead ahead. Kydd had instinctively known that the captain would reverse course in the squall with the intention of slipping past him.

“Quarters, Mr. Hallum,” Kydd ordered. “We’ll head him, I believe,” he added. “And when—”

“Company, I think.” Renzi had come up beside him. While others were more interested in the unfolding action ahead, he had spotted a frigate emerging from the drifting curtains of mist a mile or two away in the wind’s eye.

“T’ blazes with ‘im,” growled Purchet. Admiralty rules dictated that all on the scene would share equally in any prize-taking, no matter their contribution.

“Don’t recognise she,” muttered Teazer’s coxswain, Poulden, at the wheel, his eyebrows raised.

“Private signal,” Kydd ordered Tawse.

Their flags soared up. After a short delay, fluttering colour mounted the frigate’s mizzen, with what seemed very like the blue ensign of Admiral Keith’s Downs Squadron accompanying it.

“Can’t read ‘em!” the youngster squeaked, training the signal telescope.

The flags were streaming end on towards them, but who else other than a roaming English frigate would be this side of the Channel?

The privateer had gone about once more in a desperate bid to evade capture but there was no chance for it now with a frigate coming up fast to join the fun. Kydd judged the distance to the privateer by eye and decided to make his lunge.

“A ball under his forefoot when within two cables,” he ordered, then glanced at the frigate. If it interfered, disregarding the unwritten rules of prize-taking that as Kydd was first on the scene it was his bird, the commander-in-chief would hear about it. He couldn’t recollect ever coming across the vessel but it was not unknown for recent captures to be put into service without delay and this was clearly a frigate with distinct French lines.

The forward six-pounder cracked out: a plume arose not an oar’s-length from the privateer’s bows and precisely on range. The gunner straightened and glanced back to Teazer’s quarterdeck with a smirk of satisfaction. The lugger held on but it would not for long …

Then, in an instant, all changed. The frigate, now within just a few hundred yards, jerked down her ensign and hoisted another on the opposite halliard. After the barest pause it slewed to a parallel and guns opened up along its entire length, a shocking avalanche of destruction.

Aboard Teazer a man dropped, shrieking in agony and one of the marines fell squealing. Kydd forced his mind into the iron calm of combat. The frigate had not achieved its goal: it had obviously aimed for their rigging, intent on disabling Teazer, so it could then range alongside and accept their surrender under the threat of overwhelming force. But Teazer sailed on obstinately, capable of fighting back, albeit with sails shot through and lines carried away aloft.

Kydd knew it was no dishonour to flee before such odds, and he would have to let the privateer go as his first duty was to preserve his ship. He looked around quickly. The frigate was in a dominating position to weather and he had noted her swift approach before the wind. Was she as fine a sailer close-hauled as Teazer?

“Down helm, as close as she’ll lie, Poulden,” Kydd cracked out. Teazer surged nobly up to the wind. The frigate, taken by surprise, was forced to conform also. They’d established a precious lead on the larger ship.

It was taking them in a hard beat back out into the Atlantic but it couldn’t be helped. Kydd bit his lip. If they were overcome, Napoleon’s newspapers would make much of one of Britain’s famed men-o’-war humbled, captured in glorious combat on the high seas and paraded into port for all to see, with no account taken of the odds. The frigate’s captain would be well rewarded by his new emperor.

The frigate, trailing by barely a couple of hundred yards, had only to make up the distance and the guns would speak once more. At the moment the gap stayed. And the privateer had not fled: it had curved around and was beating resolutely after them. Then Kydd realised they were working together.

Straining every nerve, his little ship thrashed away over the miles, out into the wastes of ocean, in a desperate race for life. Speed was being dissipated with the loss of wind through the rents in the sails but it would be suicide to pause to bend on new.

Slowly the privateer overhauled Teazer and took position on her defenceless quarter, confident she could not break off to deal with it.

Meanwhile Purchet, watching the frigate, said in a low voice, “She’s fore-reaching on us.” Out in the open seas the broad combers that rode on the lazy swell were meeting Teazer’s bow in solid explosions of white, each one a tiny brake on their progress, while the larger frigate was throwing them aside with ease.

Kydd felt the creeping chill of doubt. The privateer was easing closer under their lee, the masses of men it carried clearly visible. It had few guns—but on a slide on its foredeck there was a twelve-pounder, double the size of Teazer’s biggest carriage gun. Suddenly this crashed out with a heavy ball low over her quarterdeck. The vicious wind of its passage made Kydd stagger.

It was now deadly serious. With the privateer to leeward and the frigate coming up to windward, they would soon be trapped. Another shot sent powder-smoke up and away to leeward. The ball threw Dowse, the master, to his knees with a cry and smashed the forward davit. Their cutter hung suspended aft, splintering against Teazer’s pretty quarter gallery until it fell away.

Kydd saw it was the helm the lugger was aiming at. With that knocked out, the frigate would be up in a trice and it would all be over. But there was a card he could play.

“Ready about!” He was gambling their lives that the brig-rigged Teazer was handier in stays than the three-masted frigate, but if any fumbled his duty …

The privateer could do nothing to stop them, and the frigate must have thought their motions a bluff for it carried past as Teazer took up on the other tack. There was a price to pay, however—its other broadside thundered out at the sloop’s stern-quarters as she made away. Two shot shattered Teazer’s ornate windows and erupted through her captain’s cabin, slamming down the length of the vessel.

It was a stay of execution. Now on the opposite tack, Teazer was being forced back towards the French coast and would be lucky to weather Ushant. The privateer resumed its station off their ruined quarter and continued its slow but relentless fire as the frigate went about and took up the chase again.

There would not be another chance. They could only hope for the deliverance of a stray warship of the Brest blockading squadron having occasion to go north-about as they had done. Teazer‘s luck had finally turned and there was every prospect that before the end of the day the tricolour of Napoleon’s France would be floating aloft and Kydd’s precious fighting sword would be in the proud possession of the unknown frigate captain.

Kydd’s eyes stung. Teazer—his first and only command. To be taken from him so cruelly, without warning and on her way home. It was—

A twelve-pounder shot struck an upper dead-eye of the main-shrouds with shocking force, setting the lanyards to a wild unravelling. The heavy rope jerked away, then swung dangerously free to menace the quarterdeck. Poulden gripped the wheel-spokes defiantly—another ball had nearly taken his head off before chunking into the hammocks at the rail and sending them flying to the wind.

With the privateer now redoubling its efforts to destroy the helm, Poulden continued to stand fast, doing his duty. Kydd honoured him for it as he balled his own hands in frustration. Then he decided: there was one last scene to be played. He knew his men were behind him in whatever must be done.

“Mr. Hallum,” he said to his lieutenant, in a calm voice, “I’m going to hazard a move at the privateer. If we can put him down, we’ve a chance—a small one—with the frigate. Post your men quickly now.”

The older man’s face lengthened. For a moment Kydd felt for him: he should be quietly at home with his grown daughters, not at the extremity of peril out here in the wild ocean. Then he realised that, although the lieutenant had no deep understanding of his men, the stolid and unimaginative officer was determined to do his duty as well in England’s time of trial. He added warmly, “Never forget, sir, we’ve the better ship.”

“Ushant again,” Renzi murmured. The grey smudge gratifyingly to leeward was token of Teazer‘s weatherliness, but they dared not ease away south towards the blockade, for the frigate had already shown her qualities before the wind. It was time for the final throw of the dice.

Warned off, the men hauled furiously on the lines as Teazer wheeled on her tormentor, her carronades crashing out—but the privateer was clearly waiting for such a move. Instantly it put down its tiller and bore away, the pert transom offering the smallest of targets.

Kydd saw that the move had failed and, alarmingly, he now felt the weight of the wind more squarely on the battle-damaged fore-topsail. Then it split from top to bottom, each side flapping uselessly.

“Ease sheets,” he said dully, conscious of the many pale faces looking aft, waiting to hear their fate. What could he offer them? Surrender tamely? Fight to the last? Think of some ingenious stratagem that would even the odds?

It was no good. The end was inevitable: Why spill his men’s blood just to make a point? He raised his eyes to the frigate coming up. It seemed in no rush—but, then, it had all the time in the world to finish them.

Should he haul down their colours before the broadside came? “Mr. Tawse …” but the order wouldn’t come out. The frigate altered course and made to run down on them, the row of black gun muzzles along her side probably the last thing on earth many of his crew would see.

But the cannon remained mute. “Ohé, du bateau!” came a faint hail from the frigate’s quarterdeck.

Kydd cupped his hand: “Le navire de sa majesté Teazer.”

“À bas le pavillon!” demanded the voice, in hectoring tones—Strike your colours!

Feeling flooded Kydd. This was not how it was going to end with his beloved ship. He would not let the French seize and despoil her. It would be like the violation of a loved one. Fierce anger clamped in.

“Never!” he roared back, and braced himself.

The shock of the expected broadside did not come. Instead there was a brief hesitation and the frigate’s side slid smoothly towards Teazer‘s.

“Stand by to repel boarders!” Kydd bawled urgently, drawing his sword.

It was crazy: a frigate carried several times their number and their own guns were charged with round-shot, not the merciless canister that would sweep their decks clear. It would all be over in minutes one way or the other.

They closed. Now only yards separated them, the milling, shouting mass on the enemy deck jostling with naked steel amain in anticipation. Kydd heard a hoarse order in French and shrieked, “Get down!”

He flung himself to the deck just as the murderous blast of grape and canister lashed Teazer‘s bulwarks. Choking on the swirling powder-smoke he heaved himself up. A swelling cheer rose about him as Teazer‘s carronades smashed back, adding to the thick smoke-pall and screaming chaos. Then, through the clearing reek, Kydd saw the high side of the frigate bearing down.

“Stand t’ your weapons!” he roared. Around him Teazers hefted cutlasses, pistols and boarding pikes. There was an almighty shudder as the two vessels touched and groaned in unison, the movement sending several to their knees.

The seas were high, producing a corkscrew effect on the two vessels that made them roll out of step with each other. The yells of triumph from the Frenchman’s deck tailed off quickly at the sight of a dark chasm between the two ships and the boarders hesitated. Some stood on the bulwarks poised to leap and were hit by musket and pistol fire from Teazer’s marines. They dropped with shrieks between the grinding hulls; others held back at the sight of the lethal points of boarding pikes held by unflinching British seamen.

A swivel banged from Teazer’s rail, another from forward. The French boarders’ hesitation was fatal for at that moment the frigate caught a wind flurry and surged ahead and away, snapping the grapnels that held the ships together and spilling three men into the sea.

A storm of cheers went up from the Teazers at the sight of the frigate sheering off, but Kydd didn’t join in. As the frigate readied for another attempt the privateer was manoeuvring to close and it was obvious to him that this time there was the awful prospect of a boarding from both sides simultaneously.

He hastily summoned every man aboard to join the lines of defenders, sending some into the tops with grenadoes to hurl at the massing boarders, with swivels to mount that could bring fire down on them, but it was so little against such odds.

The frigate had backed its mizzen topsail and was slipping back in a stern-board to lay itself alongside Teazer—the privateer was cannily matching its movements on the other side, a crude gangway hoisted in readiness to lower over the void between them.

Kydd stood in the centre of the deck with drawn sword and turned to face the massing privateers. In seconds the screeching horde on the vessel would be flooding on to their deck—but dogged courage like a man-o’-war’s man’s would not be their style. If they met with too much resistance they would falter and break, the effort not worth any gain. If by naked courage the Teazers could sustain the fight until …

“I shall attend on the frigate side, brother.” It was Renzi, with a plain but serviceable sword that, since he had taken up his scholarly quest, he had sworn to draw only in the last extremity. Their eyes met, then the frigate bumped and ground into the hull as the privateer’s gangway crashed down on Teazer‘s bulwarks.

A roar of triumph went up and Kydd sprang forward to meet the rush across the improvised bridge. The first corsair had a scimitar and a pistol that he fired left-handed as he jumped—it brought down Seaman Timmins in a choking huddle, but before Kydd could face him, the man took a pike thrust to the chest and he had to kick the squealing body away to confront another with a tomahawk and cutlass.

There was no science in it: Kydd lunged viciously for the eyes and, when the man recoiled, turned the stroke to slash down at the wrist. The cutlass clattered to the deck, but before he could recover, a flailing body from behind catapulted him on to Kydd’s blade, which did its work without mercy.

Beside him, Kydd was subliminally aware that Poulden was being overborne by a brutish black man and, without thought, swung his blade horizontally in a savage backhand slash that ended in a meaty crunch in the man’s neck. With a wounded howl he turned on Kydd, but Poulden saw the opening and thrust pitilessly deep into the armpit.

Kydd turned back to fend off a frenzied stab from a wild-eyed man—the crude flailing had no chance against Kydd’s skill and experience and, with one or two expert strokes, he had forced him to a terrified defensive. The man slipped and tried to ward off Kydd’s straight-arm thrust to his throat, but in vain—he went down gurgling and writhing.

Suddenly there were no more opponents: he saw that the makeshift gangway had clattered down between the ships and many were left impotently on the wrong side. He whirled round. Renzi, in a practised fencer’s crouch, lunged up at a frigate officer in a blur of motion. The man stood no chance.

Defenders from the privateer’s side righted the gangway, then sprang across the deck. The smoke-wreathed chaotic mêlée, wreckage, stench of blood, groaning bodies and frayed cordage whipping about was a scene from hell.

The frigate was in heaving movement with the high seas, the vertical motion making it a trial for those dropping down on to Teazer‘s deck from its higher bulwarks. The attackers had to time their move, unavoidably signalling this to the defenders, and when they landed, stumbling and off-balance, they were easy meat for the pikemen.

A trumpet bayed from within the frigate above the clash of battle—and then again. The retreat? With swelling exultation, Kydd saw the attackers left on Teazer‘s deck fling down their weapons in despair, knowing the penalty for turning their backs to return to their ship.

It was incredible, glorious, and Kydd’s blood sang. They had repelled the enemy and Teazer was made whole again. Inside, a cooler voice chided that in large part they owed their success to the restless seas.

The frigate pulled away and cheers were redoubled again and again from the smoke-grimed and bloodied Teazers. But in a cold wash of reality Kydd knew what was coming next.

“For y’ lives! Hands to wear ship!” he bellowed, stumping up and down to get the men from their guns and to the ropes. Teazer began her swing—but was it too late? The frigate was wearing about as well, but Kydd was gambling that their own turning circle was less.

It was—but it was not enough to escape. The frigate now no longer saw Teazer as a prize but an enemy who must be crushed. And against the unrestrained broadsides of a frigate the little sloop had no chance.

When it came the punishment was hideous. Quartering across Teazer‘s stern the bigger ship’s cannon blows brought a cascade of ruin and devastation, a tempest of iron that smashed, splintered and gouged, brought down spars, turned boats to matchwood.

In the blink of an eye Purchet, who had been with the ship from the first, was disembowelled and flung across the deck, his entrails strung out into a bloody heap against the waterway. The inoffensive sailmaker, Clegg, huddled by the main-hatch, was frantically trying to stitch repairs when he simply dropped, his head dissolved into a spray of brain.

From all sides came shrieks of pain from cruel, skewering splinters.

Shaken by the destruction, Kydd shouted hoarsely for sail of any kind on the fore. If they could just …

The frigate completed her veering, but she had another broadside waiting on her opposite side and she took time to tack about, a manoeuvre that would end in her coming up alongside the wreck that would be Teazer.

He felt a cold wetness: a grey advance of drizzle brought a soft misery that seemed to shroud the scenes of dying and ruin from mortal eyes. It fell gently, dissolving the blood so that Englishman and Frenchman mingled in fraternal embrace before trickling together through the scuppers into the sea.

Kydd pulled himself together. There was now no alternative to yielding: he must therefore face—But, no, he saw one last move … As the frigate completed its turn and took up for its final run he wheeled the wounded sloop off the wind and steered straight for the privateer to leeward. By feinting at it and causing it to run directly from his ship, Kydd was bringing it into the line of fire from the frigate chasing Teazer. They would not fire on their own: for the moment Teazer was safe.

But they did.

The broadside erupted without warning. The storm of shot that broke over Teazer was cataclysmic, smashing into her with an intensity that numbed the senses. A series of unconnected images flashed in front of Kydd. The fore-hatch bursting upwards a split second before a ball ended its flight with a colossal clang against an opposite gun. A ship’s boy snatched from the deck and flung like a bloody rag into the scuppers. Hallum’s face turning towards him in horror and pain, his mouth working as the splinter transfixing his lower body turned in the wound. And then came the deafening timber-cracking of the main-mast as it fell in dignified but awful finality, taking what remained of the fore-mast with it in a tangle of cordage, ruined spars and canvas.

It had finished. It was defeat. The end of everything.

As if in a dream he watched men slowly emerge from under the wreckage, go to the wretched bodies, stare in haggard disbelief at the passing frigate—and then from forward came the single crash of a gun.

Squinting past the heaped ruin of spars and canvas he saw it was his gunner’s mate, Stirk, dragging a foot behind him but going methodically from gun to gun, sighting carefully and banging off defiance at their nemesis—whatever else, Teazer would be seen to go down fighting.

Eyes pricking, Kydd had not the heart to stop him. The frigate began its final turn to take possession of them—and, extraordinarily, one of Stirk’s shots told. At the precise point of the slings of its crossjack there was a sudden jerk, tiny pieces flew off and the spar dipped awkwardly, then fell, rending the mizzen topsail above it and engulfing the driver.

The frigate—name still unknown—fell back on its course. Disabled and unable to turn back, it eventually disappeared into the grey mists of rain. The privateer stayed with it and suddenly Teazer was alone and desperately wounded in the desolate expanse of the Atlantic.

Dizzy with reaction Kydd mustered the Teazers. They seemed dazed, the petty officers half-hearted in their actions, the men shuffling in a trance. Kydd didn’t waste time on words: if they were to survive it needed every man to rally to the aid of their ship. The time of grieving would come later.

Teazer wallowed sickeningly broadside to the seas, her foremast a three-foot stump, her main a giant jagged splinter. It was a deeply forlorn experience to see nothing aloft but empty sky, and with the loss of steadying sails, the vessel lurched to the swell like a log.

The first urgency was for a party of men to find the wounded and carry them below. The dead were heaved over the side. Hallum was dragged with rough kindliness to the lee of the capstan where he died quietly. Another party was sent to find the few Frenchmen still aboard who had hidden in fear of their own ship’s broadside.

But the main chore was to clear the deck and try by any means to get sail on. All hands turned to, including Renzi, who stood in for Purchet and led the fo’c’sle party to set a series of purchases on the main spars and haul them clear before starting work on a species of sheer-leg. Even a rag of sail set to the streaming oceanic winds would serve.

Kydd forced his mind to coolness as he reviewed their situation. There was just one thing in their favour: these Atlantic winds were southwesterlies that blew directly for England. If they could keep sail on Teazer they would eventually make an English port, however long it took.

The carpenter brought welcome news. He had sounded the wells and made his rounds and could confidently say there was no hurt to Teazer’s stout Maltese hull that he could not deal with—in a jet of warmth, Kydd realised that it was more than possible his command would be able to lay her, before long, to the tender care of a dockyard, her grievous wounds to be healed.

“Pass the word for the purser’s steward. He’s to see every man shall get his double tot.” There would be inhuman effort required to cut through the maze of ropes and canvas and shift the heavy spars, and little enough time to do it for it was now well into the afternoon.

Other thoughts intruded. Would the frigate return? Their fallen crossjack would have torn down much of the mizzen’s ropery and would not easily be mended, not this day—and by morning Teazer would be well away from the scene of the action. Kydd thrust awaythe possibility that the frigate captain could calculate their uncontrolled drift and lie in wait for them.

And where were they in this immensity of sea? Their desperate slant across the Channel and out into the Atlantic had been only hazily marked, the dead-reckoning tentative at best and their last frenzied moves not noted at all. The leaden sky offered no hope of a sextant sight—they were to all intents and purposes lost and adrift.

The day wore on. At three bells in the first dog-watch the young Seaman Palmer choked on blood and died. No longer in action, Teazer saw him buried at sea in the hallowed way. An early dusk put an end to their efforts to show sail and for the long hours of night they were left with their thoughts and weariness, awaiting the dawn and what it would bring.

With the tendrils of morning light spreading, there was hope. The sheer-legs took a boom lashed to the summit and a reefed fore-topgallant spread slowly below to the cheers of Teazer’s company. Poulden hurried aft and took the wheel again, feeling for the life that was now filling her.

A fore-and-aft staysail rigged from the jagged main gave control and purpose in their creeping progress—until a dreaded call came from a sharp-eyed seaman forward. The grey cloud-bank ahead had firmed. Ushant.

If their crazily lashed-up sail could not allow them to double the wicked northern headlands they would end driven by the same wind inexorably into the iron-hard cliffs.

Kydd tried everything: sweeps on the starboard side, scraps of sail everywhere they could be set, manhandling the guns aft—but it was not enough. In the dying light of day Teazer touched once, then again, before lurching to a stop on the dark, kelp-strewn Chaussée, a series of sub-sea reefs in the shadow of the ominous craggy heights of the Île de Keller.

Slewing sideways immediately, she lifted, then sagged, with ajarring, grinding finality, canted immovably over to larboard, the surf passing to end in hissing white rage on the further crags. It was so unfair! Nearly choked with emotion, Kydd fought against hopelessness and rage.

“Get forrard, y’ chicken-hearted rabble,” he snarled, at a terrified crowd of seamen who were scrambling for the higher reaches of the after part of the crazily angled ship. But for a space his heart went out to them: this was how so many voyages ended for sailors, in terror and drowning on a hostile shore.

And Ushant was the worst: an appalling mass of rock flung out into the Atlantic with surging ocean breakers and wild currents of ten knots or more, a place of nightmares for any mariner. The Bretons here had a saying, Qui voit Ouessant voit son sang!—”He who sees Ushant, sees his blood!”

Kydd crushed his desolation. “Find the carpenter and send him below,” he snapped at the nearest seaman, who stared back at him in fear. “Damn you, I’ll do it m’self.” He pushed through the mass of men now on deck. The loss of the boatswain and his only lieutenant was a crippling blow: with just a single master’s mate and the petty officers he had to take control of the fearful, milling men before they took it into their heads to break discipline and run wild.

He found the carpenter, broken at hearing of the loss of his friend Clegg. “On y’r feet,” Kydd said brutally. “Take a look around below, sound the wells an’ report to me instantly. Now!” Without waiting for a response he stormed back to the wheel, collecting all the petty officers he could find.

“We’ve a chance,” he said urgently, shouting down the nervous cries from the back. “Do your part, an’ we’ll swim again—don’t and we’ll be shakin’ hands with Davy Jones afore nightfall.”

As if to add point to his words, a seething surf broke and thrust rudely past them, surging the hull further up with a deep, rumbling scrape that brought cries of terror from some.

But if they could get off the Chaussée and if they were not badly holed—there was hope.

“A strake near th’ garboard forrard weepin’ an’ all, but nothin’ the pumps can’t clear,” the carpenter said woodenly, breathing heavily.

Kydd rounded on the haggard faces watching them: “Hear that, y’ lubbers? Next tide’ll have us off! So clear this lumber and stand by! “

There was one thing he refused to think about: this was French territory. To his knowledge they had a form of military outpost, a signalling telegraph, on the western arm of Ushant, half a dozen miles to the south, probably tasked to report naval movements. If so, their situation would be known and …

“Get moving, y’ shabs!” he roared, shoving men to their posts. The tide would return some time in the afternoon and they had to be ready. All wreckage overside, lighten the ship by any means—but not the guns. Not so much that they could defend their poor ship but to deny the enemy the opportunity of later grappling them to the surface.

A boat was lowered and fought to seaward, a small stream anchor slung under, the vessel rearing and plunging as it struggled out past the combers. When it was at a distance, the lashings were cut and the killick dropped away into the depths.

The tide receded hour by hour, leaving them still and silent on the wet rocks. “They’s come!” shrilled a voice, suddenly, and all eyes turned to the skyline above the black cliffs. Two figures stood looking down, and as they watched, others joined them.

“We ain’t got a fuckin’ prayer!” a young sailor blurted, eyes wild.

Stirk turned to him and scruffed his shirt. “Shut y’r mouth, y’ useless codshead. How’re they goin’ to come at us over that there?” He jerked his head at the sea-white cleft separating them from the cliff. “They has t’ come in a boat, an’ when they do, we’ve guns as’ll settle ‘em.” He thrust the youth contemptuously away and turned to Kydd.

“Sir,” he said quietly, “an’ the carpenter wants a word. He’s in th’ hold.”

Kydd nodded. It was less than two hours to the top of the tide and then they could make their bid—pray heaven there was no problem.

They went down the fore-hatchway and Stirk, ignoring his leg wound, found the lanthorn. Without a word they went to a dark cavity at the after end of the ship. Moving awkwardly with the unnatural canting of the deck, Kydd dropped into the black void, filled with terrifying creaking and overpowering odours.

Stirk passed down the lanthorn and, bent double, they made their way to the lower side, where the carpenter and his mate stood with their own illumination.

No words were necessary. Evil and malignant, a wet blackness smelling powerfully of seaweed obscenely obtruded through the crushed and splintered hull for six feet or more, a fearful presence from the outside world breaking in on their precious home.

Kydd turned away that the others would not see the sting of the hot tears that threatened to overcome him at the unfairness of it all. “Don’t say anything o’ this,” he said hoarsely. “We’ll—we’ll fother, is all.” He nearly wept: for Teazer, to leave her bones in this break-heart place …

There was nothing the carpenter could do with a breach of such magnitude. There was a forlorn hope that fothering, dragging a sail over the outside, would give the pumps a chance.

Trusted men sat cross-legged in the gloom below, frenziedly sewing oakum and weaving matting into the sail, until it was obvious that the tide was ready to lift. It had to work: Kydd made sure the petty officers and others knew the stakes and personally selected the brawniest seamen to man the capstan that was to haul them off towards the anchor.

They had mounted the reef at about an hour before high water. Husbanding the strength of his men, Kydd waited until the ship shifted and moved restlessly, then drove them mercilessly.

Sobbing with the pain of the effort the men threw themselves at it, straining and heaving—and won. A sudden jerk, an odd wiggle like an eel, and Teazer was afloat and alive in the surging waters. Like a madman, Kydd roared his orders. Sail on the jury rig, the pumps manned instantly, parties ready at every conceivable point of trouble and the anchor cut loose just in time.

As they wallowed in clear water the fother sail was hastily produced, hauled into place and secured. Everything depended now on a clear run for England.

The wind was veering fitfully more westerly, fair to make an offing—but it would take them perilously close to that improbably named headland, Le Stiff. However, it was a bold coast, steep to with deep water, and in the brisk winds Teazer was making respectable way and within the hour had it laid astern.

Kydd had his two midshipmen positioned to relay any news from the hell below. He knew the chain pumps were beasts to drive, the rubbing of the many leather flaps of the watertight seal creating an inertia that was bone-breaking to overcome. It was not unknown in extreme circumstances for men to fall dead at the endless brutal exertion. “Mr. Tawse?”

“Holding, Mr. Kydd.” The youngster was pale, his set face giving nothing away.

The hours stretched out. Kydd stood motionless on the quarterdeck, willing on his ship. After what she’d gone through … but they must be nearly halfway by now. In just hours more they would make landfall, say Plymouth or further on at Torbay. Rest for his sorely tried ship.

The carpenter broke into Kydd’s thoughts: “Sir, I’m truly sorry t’ say, we’re makin’ water faster’n we can get rid of ‘un.” Kydd could feel it now. A terrible weariness, no reaction to the bluster and boisterous play of the seas, a—

“Saaail!” Without tops to mount a lookout at a height, the stranger could not be far off.

“The Frenchy frigate,” Kydd said dully, as it smartly altered towards them. Fury slammed in on him—how could he give up his brave, his infinitely precious ship to the enemy after all this?

“No, it ain’t!” Poulden said excitedly. “That’s Harpy, ship-sloop!” A friend! Glory be, they had help—they had a chance.

The sloop came alongside and hailed. In a whirl of feeling Kydd saw a tow-line passed and the men below on the pumps spelled. All the while, with a terrible intensity, he urged his wounded ship on.

With fresh men and new heart they laboured unceasingly, but the tow proved a difficult haul. At a little after one, a tiny blue-grey line was seen ahead: England. As if relenting, the seas and westerly began to ease and the unnatural wallowing softened as they struggled on.

But Kydd could feel in his heart that a mortal tiredness lay on Teazer. Like a dog in its last hour trying to lift its muzzle to lick its master’s hand, she could no longer respond to please him. She was dying.

He hurried below in a frenzy of anguish. The men, in every stage of exhaustion, were fighting the pump to work amid as deadly a sign as the buboes on a plague victim: ankle-deep water, which was sloshing unchecked from side to side across the decks.

A lump in his throat threatened to choke him as he went back to the quarterdeck. The land was close enough to make out individual fields, the calm loveliness of Devon. And it was now so cruelly apparent that Teazer would not now make her rest. He could do no more for his love, his first command, she who had borne him on the ocean’s bosom for so many leagues of both adventure and heartache.

It was time to part.

The tow was cast off, the men released from their Calvary and set to transferring their pitiful belongings to the boats. Such stores as could be retrieved were taken aboard and then, with the seas lapping her gun-ports,  H.M.S. Teazer was abandoned, her captain the last to leave with a final caress of her rail.

In mute sympathy, Harpy stood by as Teazer lay down and slipped away for ever from human ken.


CHAPTER 2

“WHY, MISS CECILIA! We were not expecting you.”

“Is my brother at home, Tysoe?”

“I regret no, miss, but I’m sure Mr. Renzi is at leisure to receive you. If you’ll allow me to enquire …”

Renzi bowed politely as she was ushered into the drawing room.

“I did hear that Thomas took lodgings with you in London after …”

Renzi had no idea how she had, but he knew she was of all things a determined lady.

“Rather it is that I took lodgings with Thomas,” he chided gently. Her near presence was disturbing but he controlled his feelings. “He’s customarily engaged at the Admiralty at this hour but might be expected later this afternoon. May I—would you wish for some refreshment, my dear?”

“Should you tell of your recent … encounter, I would be much obliged.”

Renzi was aware of the control in her voice and understood what a shock it must have been for her to learn from the lurid lines in the Morning Chronicle and the more measured but no less horrific account in the Gazette of the furious action and later sinking of Kydd’s ship.

“I shall not keep it from you. It was a bloody enough affair, Cecilia. Er, might we sit at the fire? Tysoe, I know we have a prime Bohea to offer our guest.”

Renzi felt Cecilia’s steady gaze on him. He began to speak of Kydd’s cool courage, the noble Teazer taking her punishment, her company under Kydd’s leadership achieving heroic renown and then the final harrowing scenes ending in her passing.

Cecilia sat quietly until he had finished. Then she dabbed her eyes. “So Thomas is at the Admiralty these days. He’s making arrangements, no doubt, for his next ship. I wonder what it will be.”

“I rather fear his prospects for another command are not good, dear sister. You see, he’s by way of being a commander, not a post-captain, and there being a superfluity of such gentlemen, there are many who will see it as their right to be granted a ship before such as he.”

“You mean, he’s not a proper captain? I find that hard to credit, Nicholas.”

“It’s the immutable way of the Service. A sloop may claim a commander only as its captain, lesser breeds a lieutenant. And beyond a sloop we find that a post-captain alone may aspire to its command. Therefore Thomas is left on the beach as we term it.”

“But he’s famous! Did you not read of him in the newspaper? In our family Thomas is the only one ever to see his name in the newspaper,” she said. “They must give him a new ship, surely.”

“Dear lady, the world is a wicked, thoughtless place, which sets great store on today and has already forgotten yesterday. I rather fear they will not.”

She clapped her hands together at a sudden realisation. “Then he must settle down on the land at last.”

Renzi said quietly, “If you knew how much losing his Teazer has hurt him you would temper your joy. For a sailor his ship is his love and he has lost her.”

Cecilia dropped her eyes. “Was he truly brave, do you think, Nicholas? I mean, all those men with swords and muskets climbing on to his ship—did he fight them himself or does he order his men to … to … ?”

“He must face them at the side of his men.”

Tysoe appeared with the tea accoutrements and set up on the small table. It was served in the Chinese style, delicate cups without handles and a cover on each.

“Then … he will—Do you mind, Nicholas, if I ask you a question concerning Thomas?”

“Why, if it is in my power to—”

“Killing a man: it is the last act, the final sanction of man upon man. I know his station in life demands he shall on occasion … do it, but can you conceive that over time the character might be … coarsened by the repeated experience?”

Renzi looked away, nearly overcome. This was the woman to whom he had lost his heart, but he had vowed never to disclose his feelings to her until he believed he was worthy enough to offer suit. And she had just revealed not only how far her own character had deepened, but her moral compass, the quality of mind that she would bring to any union …

At his hesitation she added quickly, “Oh, Nicholas, I didn’t mean to imply that you yourself have had to … are exposed to … in the same way …” She leaned forward in wide-eyed concern, her hand lightly on his arm—a touch like fire. “You are so gentle, so fine a man, and to think I …”

A rush of warmth threatened to engulf him. An almost irresistible urge to let the dam free, to throw himself at her and declare—He thrust himself roughly to his feet and moved to the window. “I’ll have it known there’s blood on my hands as must be for any other in a King’s Ship!”

Cecilia bit her lip. Renzi collected himself and returned to his chair without meeting her eye again. “If it were not so it would be to the hazard of my duty.” He stared for long moments at the fire and then said, “The subject is not often broached at sea, you’ll no doubt be surprised to know. Yet I believe I will tell you more.”

“Thank you, Nicholas,” she said.

He sipped his tea, then expounded to her the imperatives that, when all else failed, led to the resolution of differences between nations by open confrontation—that must logically result in coercion resisted by force, its ultimate expression violence, at first to the instruments of that force and then inexorably to its agents while they adhered to their purpose.

He touched on the singular but still logical principles of conduct that obtained in the act of taking life, that required the mortal hazard of one’s body before that of an opposer, that in the act demanded dispatch without prejudice, and in the event of a yielding, compassion and protection.

It was an interesting paradox, yet explicable by known tenets of civilised behaviour if only as an outworking of—

Her face was set and pale.

“My dear, it was never my intention to fatigue you with such arcane matters,” he said gently. “Rather it was to set you aright as to our motives when we face the enemy.”

She made no reply so he went on, “You asked about Thomas. And I’m to tell you that he’s not a creature of blood and war, rather he’s one of Neptune’s children, glorying with a whole heart in his life on the briny deep. His duty is to destroy the King’s enemies but we might say this only enables him to take to the waves and find his being on the ocean’s bosom.”

“This is becoming clear to me, Nicholas, never fear. It seems that those whose business is in great waters are a tribe of man quite apart from all others.”

“Truly said, my dear. Should he be unsuccessful in his petition for a ship—which I fear must be so—he needs must find solace on the shore, and would, I believe, be much obliged for your sisterly understanding.”

“He shall get it, Nicholas,” she said seriously. “I shall call tomorrow.”

“Dear sister, perhaps do give him a little time first.” Toying with his tea, Renzi added lightly, “Would it be impertinent of me to enquire of your own circumstances, the marquess having left his position at the Peace?”

Cecilia had for several years now been a companion to Charlotte Stanhope when she travelled with her diplomat husband who had resigned in protest at the punitive terms of the armistice separating the War of the Revolution and the War of Napoleon.

“He is taken back by the prime minister to serve in the same capacity as before, and the marchioness is gracious enough to extend to me a welcome.” She smiled, her face lighting. “You would laugh to see our antics, Nicholas, she so desirous to keep the megrims at bay while her husband is caught up in such desperate times.”

“So in London you would not lack for admirers, I’d hazard.”

Cecilia blushed and delicately took up her cup. “But how then is your own situation, there being no place in a ship now available to you? Will you make application to another captain and sail away on more adventures, perhaps?”

There was not the slightest tinge of regret at the prospect that he could detect, and he answered coolly, “This is not in contemplation at the moment.” Renzi knew only too well that an evident gentleman as he was would never find employment as a mere ship’s clerk in any man-o’-war he was acquainted with. The situation with Kydd was unusual to say the least.

He went on in the same tone: “When your brother is in better knowledge of his future, no doubt there will be an arrangement. Thomas, as you know, is in possession of a small but respectable fortune and is frugal in his habits. I’m sanguine he’ll feel able to assist in the matter of respectable lodgings while I pursue my studies.”

Cecilia smiled encouragingly. “Perhaps you would oblige me, Nicholas, by disclosing the progress in your great work.”

Renzi had sailed as a free settler to New South Wales, hoping to make his fortune there to lay before Cecilia, then ask for her hand in marriage. But his foray into crop-raising had ended in ruin and he had seized Kydd’s suggestion of a project to enable him eventually to press his suit: he had embarked on an ambitious literary endeavour, a study of the varied cultural responses to the human experience. To enable this Kydd had promised to employ him as clerk aboard whichever ship he might captain and give him the opportunity to work on his studies in his free time.

Renzi put down his cup carefully and steepled his fingers. “I own, my dear, it’s been a harder beat to windward than ever I calculated when first taking up my pen. An overplus of facts, as who should say data, and a cacophony of opinions from even the most eminent.”

Cecilia listened attentively. “And in this—dare I say it?—you shine above all others,” she said warmly, “particularly in the art of untangling for us all the threads of the matter to its own true conclusion.”

Renzi took refuge in his tea, then went on, “Nevertheless, I must achieve an order, a purpose to the volume, which I might modestly claim to have now laid down in its substance, it yet lacking the form.”

“Then it may be said that your travails are near crowned with success?” she said eagerly.

“Writing is a labour of love but a labour for all that,” Renzi admitted, “yet the end cannot be far delayed.”

She straightened and, in a brisk voice that he recognised from long before, she said firmly, “It does occur to me, Nicholas, that there is a course of action you may wish to pursue, given that you are now without means of any kind.”

“There is?”

“Have you considered the actual publishing of your work?”

“Um, not in so much detail,” Renzi said uncomfortably.

“Well, then, think on this. Do you not feel that if your work has its merits, then when published it will be bought in its scores—hundreds, even? Your publisher would stand to turn a pretty penny in his bookselling—why not approach one and offer that if he should convey to you now a proportion of this revenue for the purposes of keeping body and soul together, you would agree that he would be the only one with the honour to print it?”

“Oh, er, here we’re speaking of a species of investment, of risk. I cannot imagine that one of your grand publishers would top it the moneylender, dear lady.”

“But it would not harm to enquire of one, to see which way the wind blows, as you sailors say. You will do this, Nicholas, won’t you?”

“I really don’t think—”

“Oh, please, Nicholas, to gratify me …”

“Er, well, I—”

“Thank you! Just think that very soon you shall hold in your hand the book that will make you famous.”

Kydd walked across the cobbled courtyard and mounted the steps through the noble portico of the Admiralty. He nodded familiarly to the door-keeper and turned left in the entrance hall for the Captains’ Room.

“G’ morning,” he said affably, as he strode in. Weary grunts came from the other unemployed commanders and Kydd crossed to his usual chair. He looked up quizzically at the bored porter, who in return shook his head. No news.

In a black humour he picked up an old newspaper but could not concentrate. The pain of his dear Teazer’s passing had now ebbed and he was coming to terms with it, but its further consequence was dire. He was once again in his career besieging the Admiralty for a ship—but this time with little hope.

The country was in deadly peril, which meant that every conceivable vessel—in reserve, dockyard hands, between commissions—was sent to sea as soon as possible at full stretch in the defence of the realm. There were, therefore, none that could in any way be termed surplus or otherwise available for even the most worthy of commanders. And in this room there were at least a dozen, all of them senior to him and some with a more glorious fighting record. What chance did he have?

One slid off his chair with a snore and awoke looking confused; there was tired laughter and the tedium descended again.

He rose irritably to pace down the room. Deep in black thoughts, he heard a polite cough from the doorway.

“Why, Mr. Bowden! What do you here?” he said warmly.

“I was just passing, sir, visiting my uncle.” It brought a pang for Kydd to meet the midshipman he had seen grow from the raw and sensitive lad he had taken under his wing as a lieutenant in Tenacious to the intelligent and capable young man learning his trade under himself in Teazer. It had been his first command and they had grown together in different ways. They had parted in the Peace when Teazer had been laid up in ordinary, but after those years here was Bowden, strong and assured and clearly on his way to higher things.

“You’ve found a quarterdeck, I trust?” Kydd asked, trying to hide his own feelings.

“I have, sir—it’s naught but a first-rate on blockade I’m to join. I’m sanguine the sport to be had in her cannot stand against our Teazer, sir.” Something made him hesitate. “You’re still in her, Mr. Kydd?”

“No, I’m sorry to say. She’s … no more. We took a quilting off the French coast and she foundered within sight o’ home.” At  Bowden’s shocked look he hastened to say, “Not much of a butcher’s bill, thank God.”

The sense of unfairness had returned in a flood and made the answer rather more curt than he would have wished. “So I’m to petition for another command, as you see.”

“I—I do hope you find success, sir,” Bowden said uncomfortably, aware of what this meant for Kydd. “I’ll take my leave now, if you will, sir, and—and do wish you well of the future.”

“Thank you,” Kydd said briefly, and lifted a hand in farewell as the young man left. It had been another time, another world, and different things had to be faced now.

In his waistcoat Kydd had a letter—a petition he had paid to have professionally drafted, addressed to the first lord himself and laying out in honeyed phrases all the reasons why he should be granted employment at this time.

It had to be faced that if this had no effect it would be a trial to know what to do next and he delayed, treasuring the moment while hope was still on the flood. Then, reluctantly, he drew it out: there was no point in wasting time.

It cost three guineas, an exorbitant bribe to the chief clerk, to ensure its insertion into the first lord’s morning pack; when he turned to resume his chair he saw all eyes on him—they knew very well what was being done. Face burning, Kydd sat and buried his face in the newspaper, summoning patience.

He couldn’t keep this up for ever: his means were sufficient but for a man used to an active life, with responsibility and the requirement at any time for instant decisions, a passive existence was hard to bear. What should he do if a command was not in prospect? A commander could not be un-promoted—he could not revert to being a lieutenant and take a menial post in another’s ship—so what could he look forward to? His mind shied from the implications.

When the reply came he was quite unprepared. It had been less than three hours, and envious stares followed the porter crossing importantly to Kydd with a single folded sheet on his silver tray. After Kydd had taken it, the man bowed, turned and left—no reply expected therefore.

The room fell into a hush. Kydd nervously threw off a casual remark before he opened it, knowing that probably his entire future was about to be revealed.

It was a short but undoubtedly personal note and from the great man himself—he recognised the energetic, sprawling hand. At first the words didn’t register—he had to read it again to let their shocking burden penetrate.


Mr. Kydd,

I find it singular in the extreme that after this time you are still here demanding a sloop to command. For you this is not possible as well you should know. Your continued attendance here is neither welcome nor profitable to yourself and if you persist I shall regard it an insolence.

Yr obedt servt etc



In cold shock he stood staring down at it.

A portly commander from across the room called loudly, “Well, old fellow, what did he say, then?”

“I—I’m not to trouble him with my presence any further,” Kydd said faintly. The note was snatched and handed about in consternation.

“Remember Bartholomew!” one red-faced officer blurted.

Pandemonium erupted. It had been only the previous year when an importunate officer begging a sea appointment right in these very rooms had tried the patience of Earl St. Vincent too far. He had boomed, “I’ll serve ye a sea berth this very instant, y’ villain!” and had him pressed there and then in the entrance hall.

The scandal had gone to Parliament and then to a Select Committee, which was still sitting on the case, but the last anyone knew of the unfortunate man was that he was still before the mast somewhere in the West Indies.

Kydd retrieved his note and, with pathetic dignity, took his leave.

Renzi heard the news with a sinking heart. Kydd handed over the note diffidently and he inspected it carefully. There was absolutely no questioning its authenticity. Neither was there any doubting the intent of its vigorous phrasing.

Thomas Kydd, it seemed, was going to remain ashore, a half-pay commander for the rest of his life.

“This is the end for me,” Kydd said, in a low voice.

“As a sea-going commander, perhaps—but there’s always the Transport Service, the Fencibles, the um …”

“Thank you, Nicholas, for your concern,” Kydd said distantly. “There’s much to think on. I do believe I’ll take some air.” He reached for his cloak, then thought better of it and left the room. He returned in mufti—plain civilian dress. “Pray don’t wait on my account. I may be gone some time.”

Heart wrung with pity, Renzi saw him to the door then turned back to his work.

It was no good—he couldn’t concentrate. Too much had happened and what he had feared had come to pass. Could their friendship survive without the common thread of the sea? Each to his own retreat, seldom to meet?

Selfishly he must mourn the passing of the opportunity he had had to enrich and inform his studies of man in all his diversity from that most excellent of conveyances, the deck of a far-voyaging ship. Now he would continue his study in some depressing room that would offer the same tedious prospect of the world every morning and … It was much worse for Kydd. Where would he find a calling in life to equal the previous? What was there to occupy his talent for daring and quick-thinking in the world where he now found himself stranded? That he had come so far to this …

Kydd had left the note lying on the mantelpiece and he idly picked it up. It was quite clear what had driven the first lord to pen it and equally apparent that there would be no reprieve. But why had he been so peremptory with one of Kydd’s recent fame? Surely a civil communication of inability was more to be expected.

Uneasiness stole over him. Was this a political act of some kind, perhaps instigated by Admiral Lockwood, whose daughter Kydd had spurned for a country girl? Very unlikely—that was now a while ago, and in any case, there was little to be gained in drawing attention to the incident.

In Guernsey there had been one officer so envious of Kydd’s rise that he had contrived to bring about his dismissal from his ship but surely Kydd did not have any other enemy who would want to harm his career.

As he stared at the note one phrase stood out: For you this is not possible as well you should know.

The inability to find him a sloop-of-war was understandable but that it was necessary to deny Kydd a command if there was one was uncalled-for and did not fit, even in a burst of exasperation. It implied that there was in existence a real bar to an appointment—consistent, for example, with a scurrilous tale told against his reputation that was common currency and assumed to be true, and of which Kydd was aware. But of all men Kydd’s character was blameless of anything whatsoever that could be construed as morally reprehensible. If there were any alleging turpitude it would soon be discovered as false.

But what else? Renzi’s brow furrowed. Then it dawned, a possible reason so fantastic he laughed out loud at its simplicity but nonetheless monumental implications. Admittedly it was a slim chance that he was correct but it was simple enough to test and he rang for Tysoe.

“Do call a messenger if you would,” he said, and scrawled a few lines, then sealed the paper firmly. “For Somerset House,” he said to the man, when he appeared, “and pray do not return without a reply.”

He was back within two hours. Renzi snatched up his message—and there, in a single line, was all he needed to know.

He took a deep breath and sat down slowly to consider. What happened next was entirely up to him. His first instinct was to lay it all before his friend immediately, but without proof—of the kind that could be held in the hand—it would not be a mercy.

“You, sir!” he barked to the waiting messenger, who started at Renzi’s sudden energy. “I desire you should take post-chaise to Guildford. There you will present an instruction to the person whose name will appear on the outside. You will then be entrusted with a package that you will guard with your life before you deliver it to me.”

Renzi gave a half-smile: within a day or two all would be made manifest.

Kydd returned in the evening, set-faced and quiet. They took dinner together and Renzi nearly weakened in his resolve but, knowing its grave importance to his friend’s situation, he determined to follow it through to its end.

“A strange feeling, I tell you,” Kydd mused. “Neither fish nor fowl. Never t’ tread my quarterdeck again but not yet set m’ course on land. What shall it be, Nicholas? Industry or commerce? Farming will never do—I’m terrified o’ cows.” He looked moodily into the middle distance.

“Why, something will turn up, of that you can be sure,” Renzi said positively.

“How can you be certain?” Kydd said, nettled. “I’m to find something soon or take rot in the headpiece.”

Renzi had a stab of conscience. Was delay until the proof arrived the right thing to do for his friend?

The next morning he presented his card at the stately mansion in Belgravia that was the London residence of the Marquess of Bloomsbury, diplomat and of the inner circle in Prime Minister Pitt’s administration.

“Oh, Nicholas!” Cecilia gasped in anticipation. “Tell me the news. You’ve been to the publisher and you have something to reveal.”

“Not, er, at the moment. This rather concerns your brother’s unfortunate predicament for which I carry something of a—a bombshell, as it were, that exercises me as to its resolution.”

It took him a short time to convey the essence and even less for Cecilia to come to a solution. Despite Renzi’s misgivings, she was adamant that her brother be told nothing yet.

When Renzi returned, Kydd was sprawled in a chair, staring listlessly into space. “Tom, dear fellow—we’re discovered!” he said urgently. This brought no more than a single raised eyebrow. “I tell you, there’s no escaping!”

Kydd turned his head idly towards him. “Oh?”

“Your sister! She knows you’re here, old chap!” It was lame enough but Renzi continued, “She’s asking that we do escort her tonight to the entertainments at Vauxhall, her friend having failed her. Clearly I cannot be permitted to do so on my own.”

None but the withered in heart could have failed to be swept away by the excitement and spectacle of Vauxhall Gardens in the early evening. Illuminations were beginning to appear around the exotic pavilions and temples and through the hubbub of the promenading came the elegant strains of Mr. Handel’s Water Music.

“Isn’t it thrilling?” Cecilia exclaimed, squeezing Kydd’s arm.

Renzi strolled on the other side. “The nightingales sing in the groves of Elysium,” he murmured, eyeing a picturesque Grecian bust nestling in the shrubbery.

A passing exquisite in skin-tight pantaloons deigned to notice Cecilia with his quizzing glass; she inclined her head graciously, then impulsively reached out to take possession of Renzi’s arm. “There now! As I have the two most handsome men in London, I declare the world shall know of it.”

The walks took them by caves and waterfalls, grottoes and quantities of wondrous blooms and shrubbery, with discreet arbours and dark passageways between. Past the Druid’s Walk they came to the Wilderness and from there to the Rural Downs, where a pleasing prospect of the river opened up. “Milton,” said Renzi, admiring a glowering statue looking away to the south, “and cast entirely in lead, of course.”

In the dusk more lamps wavered and took hold, suffusing the evening with a mysterious glamour. Individual faces appeared touched with gold and hidden players beguiled with soft melodies from the Musical Bushes.

“Shall we see your Hogarths in their original, do you think?” Cecilia said sweetly to Renzi, the softness of her expression touching him to the heart. She turned to Kydd. “I’ve a fondness for the old rake, do let’s go!”

They were indeed Hogarths, but rather than cutting satire and acid commentary these were cheerful rustic murals and canvases displayed around the pillared walls of the elevated supper booths. “The Milkmaid’s Garland,” Kydd grunted, peering at one. “Not as it—”

“Do cheer up, Thomas.” Cecilia sighed. “This is so enchanting—look, here’s Sliding on the Ice, done with such wit!”

A roar of drollery came from the tables on the floor above. “I find Mr. Hogarth a mort natural for my taste,” Kydd said, with an effort. “I’d think him to have had a hard time of it in his youth.”

“That’s indeed the case,” Renzi said. “He had the mortification of seeing his father imprisoned for debt in the Fleet. I rather think these works are payment in kind for long-gone pleasures.”

Kydd looked up. “Oh? His father failed in business?”

“He did,” Renzi said. Then he added, “In thinking to establish a coffee-house that would admit no patrons save they spoke only in Latin.”

Cecilia smothered her giggles but Kydd did not join in. She tried to engage him by asking sweetly, “I’m more wondering what a sharp fellow Mr. Vauxhall was to conceive the idea of this garden.”

At Kydd’s silence, Renzi explained: “My dear, ‘Vauxhall’ refers more to the place than the gentleman concerned—probably from the vulgate ‘Foxhole’ or similar.”

“Ah! There I have you, Renzi!” Kydd said exultantly. “It’s of another age, I’ll grant—but back no further than the first James. I heard it when a younker—it was where the hall o’ residence of the widow of Guy Fawkes was, Fawkes Hall!”

Cecilia laughed prettily to see Kydd’s animation. “There, Nicholas! You’re to take instruction from Thomas in the article of antiquary.”

They strolled on past stately limes and sycamores, but Kydd’s bleak expression returned. “And we haven’t seen the half of it,” Cecilia urged, playfully tugging him. “There’s the Rotunda, all properly done in King Louis the Fourteenth mode—and a Turkish Tent in the Chinese style, why you’ll—”

Kydd broke free. “I thank you, sis, for your entertainments,” he said sarcastically, “but I have to say it’s not t’ my taste. See those strut-noddies an’ fine-rigged dandy prats—just you hear ‘em howl if I pressed ‘em aboard. My foremast jacks could teach ‘em their manners …”

He tailed off and stared away woodenly.

“Oh, er, Miss Cecilia,” Renzi said carefully, “I rather think that following so close upon your brother’s losing his ship this disporting is not to be countenanced. In lieu, I propose that we adjourn to an altogether more … robust entertainment.”

“And what is that, pray?” she asked defiantly.

“Which being of a nature not becoming young females of delicacy, I fear.” Kydd looked up inquisitively. “We shall take you home and he and I will step out together—as in times past, as it were.” He tried to ignore Cecilia’s wounded look.

“As in times past?” Kydd asked, when they had settled back in the hackney carriage.

“Lincoln’s Inn Fields,” Renzi instructed the jarvey, then replied mysteriously, “Not as who might say exactly so.”

“But isn’t that where your lawyer crew go to ground?” Kydd said, in puzzlement.

“Just so, but tonight you shall be entertained to a spectacle such as few have been privileged to witness.”

“Oh? I’ll remind you we’ve seen some rum sights about this world in our voyaging.”

“Ah. This is different. Have you ever pondered the most singular philosophical line that separates a living creature from a dead?”

“No, never,” Kydd said.

“Then tonight your curiosity will be satisfied in full measure.”

“Nicholas, if this is your word-grubber’s wrangling over some—” They had arrived at a discreet entrance to a dilapidated building along with numbers of others. Renzi was greeted by several distinguished-looking gentlemen, and he and Kydd were shepherded inside where they were instantly assaulted by a repulsive, cloying fetor.

“My apologies—it seems their new building is not far from completing and we must make do with this,” Renzi said.

They went down the stairs into a peculiar basement. A deep central pit was surrounded by a series of observation galleries along which men gravely filed. When all were assembled the upper lights were doused and the pit readied. A single table in the centre equipped with straps was made to be bathed in light from reflected candles.

“Be damned! You’ve brought me to a dissection, haven’t you, y’ dog?” said Kydd, now recognising the sickly odour of new-dead corpses.

“Not at all,” Renzi soothed. “This is now a scientifical experiment of the first importance. You will recall the celebrated Signor Luigi Galvani?”

“Frog’s legs?”

“Quite so. Tonight his nephew, the most distinguished Professor Aldini, will demonstrate to us conclusively that his theories concerning the role of ‘animal electricity’ in the sustaining of vitality is central to the meaning of life itself.”

“But what are we—”

“Sssh!” The polite murmuring around the galleries ceased expectantly as a short man with a jet-black moustache and grand manner strode into the arena. Spontaneous applause broke out as he handed his hat and gloves to an assistant and bowed repeatedly until it had ceased.

“Tonight,” he began impressively, his barely accented English full and resonating, “you are invited not as idle spectators but as witnesses! To the most profound experiment of its kind in all of history!”

There was an excited stirring. Aldini continued, “I have invited you doctors and philosophers here tonight”—Renzi lowered his head guiltily—”to attest to the world the truth of what you will shortly see occurring before you.”

He paused and looked about significantly. “In proof of my theory of animal electricity as the conduit of all vitality, this night I will attempt, by means of a voltaic pile, the reanimation of a deceased body. I will, by the science of galvanism, revive a corpse!”

The commotion increased as the experiment was prepared but died away in breathless silence at the appearance of the subject, brought in and laid on the table under a white sheet. This was stripped back to reveal the naked cadaver of a man. In the absolute stillness of death, its chalky pallor was an obscene counterfeit of life.

The apparatus was connected. A peculiar tower of alternating copper and zinc discs inside a loose cage was produced, water oozing slowly from between each pair. A braided copper strap led from the bottom of the pile, another from the top. An assistant held them gingerly at arm’s length.

Utter silence reigned.

“Splendid! We shall begin. This is Signor Volta’s electric pile and it stands ready to deliver its vehemence on my command. Before we commence I must particularly ask that you do observe most carefully and closely, as the vitalising effect is instant and dramatic.”

He bent to the body and inspected it for a moment, then straightened. “I would now ask any who will to come forth to agree with me that life is entirely absent. Sir?”

An austere figure descended and, with practised skill, felt for a pulse and looked into the staring eyes. He pursed his lips and took out a speculum, which he held over the mouth. Then he pronounced, “Life is extinct, gentlemen.”

“If you are ready, I shall proceed.” Aldini took the copper straps, each with a small disc at its end, and advanced on the corpse.

Kydd could hardly take it in. Was modern science about to tear down the last boundaries between death and life? To achieve on earth a mortal resurrection that defied the Church and all its teaching?

Aldini raised the discs and, after a slight pause, placed them firmly at each side of the lower skull. Instantly there were jerking movements in the corpse—a tensing, then a wave of terrible contortions passed over the face and, as the discs continued their work, an eye flickered and the jaws quivered, as though in a desperate effort to speak.

The professor let it continue for a while longer, then withdrew the discs. The body slowly relaxed into the stillness of before. “Disappointing,” he said briefly, inspecting the subject. “Yet it might be said to be the clay I have to work with. A common murderer, I understand, but fresh hanged at Newgate and brought to me without delay.”

Kydd’s mind flailed. That corpse had been a warm, living, breathing, despairing human so very recently. And now this.

A bluff gentleman next to him snorted. “If he brings the wretch back, I shall demand he be re-executed. The law’s insistent on the matter—hanged b’ the neck until dead.” He turned back to the proceedings.

“Nevertheless,” Aldini continued, “we shall continue. To increase the strength I will use another voltaic pile and this time for maximum effect I shall introduce the electricity directly into the interior of the body.”

He selected a slender silver probe. “Via the rectum.”

Aldini then stood at the head of the table and carefully applied a disc to the nape of the corpse. The whole body trembled, then the back arched as if under intolerable pain, the legs kicked in a grotesque parody of desperate escape and the arms lifted in spasm. After a further minute one clenched fist suddenly punched the air in hopeless fury and hung in a tremor.

“A pity,” Aldini announced, after a space. “I had hoped for a result this evening. My studies at Bologna were very promising …”

Faint and with an urgent need for air, Kydd endured until the good professor had concluded, then hurried out into the cold freshness of the night streets. “Er, uncommon interesting,” he blurted, as they hastened to find a hackney.

“Quite. With refinement, who knows where it will lead?” said Renzi, but Kydd was gratified to note his distinctly pale face.

•   •   •

In the morning, Kydd was away with an attorney when the messenger returned from Guildford with a package.

Renzi hastened to open it. Yes! It contained a stout letter sealed with a cypher he knew only too well. He heated a thin knife over a candle and, with the utmost care, worked at the seal. He read the letter with a smile of satisfaction. Exactly as he had surmised.

He reaffixed the seal carefully, then penned a quick note and gave it to the messenger. Now everything depended on the marchioness.

“A vexing, prating crew, your law-grinders,” Kydd said, flinging down his papers. “Before you may even start in business there’s first a memorandum of association an’ then you must work up your articles. Only then are the books of account opened—it would tax the patience of Jove to see the matter squared away at last, shipshape and all a-taunto.”

He slouched into his chair and thrust out his boots towards the fire. “Wind’s in the sou’east, I see,” he said, squinting through the low sun coming in the window. “Johnny Crapaud’ll sit up and take notice, I shouldn’t wonder,” he added bitterly.

“It’s accounted to be winter season now, brother,” Renzi said firmly. “There’s no prospect of a crossing, as well you know.”

He paused and went on in quite another tone. “Dear fellow, I do feel we owe something to your sister, she having been abandoned so forlornly last night. Tonight there is to be a rout given by the marchioness, and it would delight Cecilia inordinately should you feel able to attend.”

At Kydd’s expression he went on quickly, “This is not to say she intends this by way of improving your spirits, rather the altogether understandable desire before her friends to show away her brother, hero of the seas.”

“Hmph. So this needs the marchioness as well?” Kydd said cuttingly.

“As it is her mansion, old trout. To show your face for an hour I would have thought no great imposition while you’re, er, at leisure these days.”

“Do you lecture me on my duty to my sister, sir?” Kydd flared, then with an effort quietened. “Very well, if it should please her.”

When carriages were announced he defiantly appeared in vivid bottle green and yellow, dress more in keeping with the colour and individuality of the last century than the increasingly plain and sober attire that was now the vogue. He glowered at Renzi, daring him to comment.

It took more than an hour to wind through the throng of evening traffic until they reached the imposing residence. The windows were ablaze with candlelight, and the strains of a small orchestra and laughter spilled out on to the street.

Kydd seemed cheered by the gaiety and strode forward to ring the bell. A well-dressed footman received him and announced his presence. Oddly, the entire room stopped and regarded him with looks of expectation as the orchestra tailed away. Eyes shining, Cecilia ran forward and took his arm possessively, turning to face the assembly.

Wondering what it was about, Kydd saw the marchioness moving to take position at the front. He bowed courteously.

She acknowledged graciously, then declaimed loudly to the gathering, “My lords, ladies and gentlemen! Pray take your glasses if you will and drink with me to the brightest ornament in His Majesty’s Navy—who I declare has come so far, yet bids fair to have before him the most shining prospects for fame and honour. A toast—to Captain Kydd, our newest sea hero!”

Cecilia’s grip on his arm was so fierce it hurt, but Kydd’s face was a picture of devastation as the throng gaily echoed the toast.

“Why, Captain, are you by chance out of sorts?” the marchioness said archly, handing him a glass. For some reason the room had quietened and everyone was watching them.

“Er, it’s—I’m not really—That is t’ say, I’m not a captain any more,” he stammered.

“Not a captain?” Her eyes twinkled. “When all the world knows you to be made post by His Majesty’s express command?”

Struck dumb, Kydd could only stare at her.

Renzi appeared and drew a stiff letter out from his waistcoat, sealed with the Admiralty cypher. “I rather fancy this will prove the case.”

Kydd took it as in a dream and opened it out to its full grandeur. In words that had resounded down the centuries, he read of his being raised to the impossible honour of post-captain, Royal Navy, and signed thus by Melville himself, first lord of the Admiralty.

He turned to Renzi. “Wha’ … ?”

“A slight matter only. The letter was sent some weeks ago to your address, which is Guildford. There, your loyal mother has been zealously guarding it for you until your return.” He chuckled softly. “As you may conceive, the first lord was put considerably out of temper at the spectacle of a post-captain demanding command of a mere sloop!”

In a wash of wonder and delight, Kydd clutched the precious paper and, seized in a delirium of happiness, looked up to see the gathering advancing to congratulate him. As the orchestra launched energetically into “See the Conquering Hero Comes,” the first to reach him was a beaming Captain Boyd. Kydd had met the elegantly dressed post-captain when, as a newly appointed officer of the Downs Squadron, he had been sent to London for briefing.

“Might I take your hand, Captain?” Boyd said sincerely. “There was never a promotion more hard earned, sir.”

Kydd took a deep breath and stuttered, “It was, well, I—”

“This is Captain Codrington of Orion, seventy-four, about to join Admiral Nelson, and this, Harvey of Temeraire,” he added. The two men greeted him genially, both, Kydd knew, senior captains of a ship-of-the-line—and now he the same rank as they!

Cecilia tugged at his sleeve for him to notice an awed couple nearby. The lady curtsied nervously to him and the man bowed very respectfully. “You must remember Jane Rodpole as was? In Jamaica I helped at her wedding to William Mullins here. And then we all met up in Plymouth that time …”

Kydd managed an amiable reply, then turned to a familiar face that had appeared. “Sir?” the man said expectantly.

Kydd recognised, through a haze of feeling, Dyer, sloop commander of the Downs Squadron. “Oh, so kind in you, Dyer,” he said, allowing his hand to be pumped energetically. He caught himself in time from saying he hoped to see him soon, for as a post-captain his was a higher destiny.

“We do take it as our own honour, your elevation, sir,” Dyer said breathlessly.

Others pressed forward to offer their sensibility of the occasion and then it was the marquess with another glass for him, taking him away by the arm to hear for himself the famous action that had resulted in the loss of the plucky brig-sloop Teazer.

Cecilia came up to Renzi and laid her arm on his. “Nicholas, do look at him—I’ve never seen anyone in such transports of bliss!” she whispered, watching Kydd, his face red with pleasure, the centre of admiration, the man whose future had burst in upon him in a cloud of glory.
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