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         Hark, now the drums beat up again,

         For all true soldier gentlemen,

         Then let us ’list and march, I say,

         Over the hills and far away.



      

      
         Over the hills and o’er the main,

         To Flanders, Portugal and Spain,

         King George commands and we’ll obey,

         Over the hills and far away.



      

      
         Over rivers, bogs and springs,

         We shall live as great as kings,

         And plunder get both night and day

         When over the hills and far away.



      

      
         Over the hills and o’er the main,

         To Flanders, Portugal and Spain,

         King George commands and we’ll obey,

         Over the hills and far away.



      

      
         We then shall lead more happy lives,

         By getting rid of brats and wives,

         That scold on, both night and day,

         When o’er the hills and far away.



      

      • • •

      First included in a 1706 play as a satire on soldiers; by the end of the eighteenth century the song had become a favourite
         march of the British Army.
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      PART ONE

      Madrid, 2nd May 1808
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      PROLOGUE

      
      
      William Hanley watched the pride of imperial France ride up the Alcala. It was a magnificent sight, and the Englishman could
         not resist stopping to watch the soldiers pass. He had seen them before, had watched the parades since the French had first
         arrived in Madrid several weeks ago, and had even chatted to some of the officers. They had come then as allies, but now things
         were different, and the horsemen clattering along the paved road were moving with grim purpose. Hanley had taken care to crouch
         down behind a small cart left at the mouth of an alleyway. This was not a day to be too visible.
      

      
      First came the Mamelukes, a strange legacy of Napoleon’s Egyptian adventure. They did not wear strict uniform, although most
         had red fezzes surrounded by great white turbans and immensely baggy scarlet trousers. They carried curved scimitars, had
         pistols at their belts and wide-mouthed blunderbusses hanging from their saddles. From the beginning the people of Madrid
         had hated and feared them. Women had fled to the opposite side of the street when they passed. Men spat at their shadows and
         crossed themselves. The Mamelukes looked like an oriental fantasy, but to Spaniards they had stepped straight out of old nightmares
         from the time when the Moors had ruled most of Spain and trampled the Church beneath them.
      

      
      Next came the Chasseurs. Once known as the Guides, they had guarded General Bonaparte since his Italian campaigns, and still
         remained his favourites. Napoleon was far away in France, but that did not make these tough old soldiers any less determined.
         Veterans to a man, they were immaculately turned out in their green jackets and overall trousers. The jackets were heavily braided, with brass buttons like the ones running along the
         seams of their overalls. They were light cavalry, so were mounted on modestly sized horses and carried curved sabres. Hungarian
         Hussars had set the fashion for European light horsemen more than a generation ago, and so each Chasseur had a second jacket,
         known as a pelisse, which they wore draped over their left shoulder. The pelisses were red, again heavily braided and also
         trimmed with black fur which matched the round fur caps each man wore on his head. Tall green and red plumes nodded with the
         motion of the horses.
      

      
      The last men were larger and rode bigger and darker horses. These were the Empress Josephine’s Dragoons, dressed in dark green
         jackets with white waistcoats and breeches. Their boots came up to the knees and were polished like black mirrors. Each dragoon
         wore a high brass helmet bound with a mock leopard-skin turban. They had dark horse-tail crests and high white plumes. A long
         straight sword rested on each shoulder.
      

      
      These men were La Garde Impériale – not ornamental toy soldiers, but hard-fighting regiments recruited from veterans. They
         had left behind some infantrymen who could not keep up. The men who had ridden over the enemy at Austerlitz and Eylau did
         not need the help of mere conscripts. The Guardsmen were perfectly turned out. Only the strictest NCO could (and no doubt
         would) have found fault with them if they had been at this moment on the Field of Mars in Paris. They made a spectacle of
         colour, all set off by the backdrop of the pale brown stone of the grand houses along the Alcala. Yet combined with the beauty
         of the scene was a sense of menace and brutal self-confidence.
      

      
      It was that savage intent combined with swagger which Hanley knew he could never capture on canvas. For years he had dreamed
         of being an artist, had studied and practised. He knew he was not good enough, was doomed to be able to recognise great art,
         but never to create it himself. He could imagine mixing the colours, reproducing both the detail of the background and the
         soldiers, their horses and equipment with great accuracy and precision. Yet his picture would still be utterly lifeless.
      

      
      
      Anyway, that dream was gone – had died at the same time as his father. He had never met his father, had seen him only twice
         and then from a distance. It was not that different with his mother. She was an image of beauty, but he could remember just
         a handful of occasions when they had been together. Mary Hanley had only been beginning to make a name for herself on the
         stage when she fell pregnant. It was an interruption to her career, and meant a rapid severance of relations with her lover.
         Hanley’s father never openly acknowledged his bastard, but granted him an allowance. A year later Mary became mistress to
         another man, who made it clear that she would never be allowed to have the child with her. The boy was left with her own mother,
         who did the best she could. Hanley received an education, and when he grew older was allowed to travel and study art and antiquities.
         His allowance was moderate, but now it had come to an end. His father was dead, and his half-brothers had no intention of
         subsidising the product of an indiscretion.
      

      
      A shot was fired, echoing off the houses. Hanley could not see where it had come from, did not see horse or man fall, but
         it jerked him from his reverie. Orders were shouted, and the French horsemen broke into a trot. It was also time for him to
         go. Madrid was tense today. The French had systematically removed Spain’s Royal Family, spiriting them away into captivity,
         but the attempt to take one of the young princes this morning had led to a riot. Hanley had already come a long way through
         the city and could sense the growing anger. People he had passed had called out ‘Today is the day!’ and ‘We strike soon!’,
         or simply muttered ‘Death to the French’.
      

      
      The Englishman was leaving Madrid, but first he must say one last goodbye. Maria Pilar was a dancer with the ballet, a small,
         sad and very pretty girl who had been his model and then lover. ‘Mapi’ – her stage nickname which all her friends used – had
         enjoyed cooking and cleaning for him, creating a home she had never had before. It had taken him a while to realise how important
         he was to the Spanish girl. Now he must tell her that he was going away and that she could not come. Mapi would not argue, and in many ways he feared even more her mute acceptance of the parting, the quiet sorrow that he would see in her clear
         brown eyes. It was true that her prospects in Britain would be poor, but he knew that really he longed to be free of her cloying
         affection. Hanley did not especially like himself for this, and it was harder now to hide behind ideas about a creative soul
         needing to be free of all attachments.
      

      
      His money had almost gone – buying a horse to take him north to the coast had taken much of it – and he could not stay in
         Madrid. The way things were going it would anyway not be healthy to stay there as an Englishman. So far his pretence of being
         an Irish exile had satisfied the Frenchmen he had met, but that was unlikely to last. Ironically enough Hanley’s only income
         now came from his half-pay as a junior officer in the British Army. His father had secured his commission when he was just
         ten, back in the days before such abuses were banned. Hanley had never seen his regiment, had never served a day with the
         army, and even now had no desire to do so. Hopefully he could find something better than this last resort when he returned
         to England. Still, in the unlikely event that his status was discovered, it would scarcely help to persuade the French that
         he was merely an artist, with scant interest in politics and in fact a strong sympathy towards France and her empire.
      

      
      As Hanley threaded this way through the narrow alleys of Madrid he heard sporadic shots. Within half an hour he had passed
         half a dozen corpses. Four were French soldiers, very young and thin. One had tried to grow a pathetic moustache, but now
         lay stripped of all his uniform apart from a dirty white shirt which was covered in a mass of dark, almost black, blood from
         his cut throat. The fourth Frenchman was older, grey haired and fat. He still wore his officer’s uniform as he hung with his
         arms and legs nailed to the large timber gates at the back of a nobleman’s house. His jacket had been ripped open and his
         chest was a mass of congealed blood over which the flies buzzed thickly. Hanley could not tell whether the man had been dead
         before whoever had done this had fastened him to the gates. He was not sure he wanted to know and so hurried on, rushing away from the sight as well as the stench, which made him gag. A little farther on were
         two Spaniards, one with a hole neatly in the centre of his forehead and the other with stab wounds in the belly. From now
         on the few live people he met said nothing, but hurried on their way.
      

      
      Maria Pilar was not at her lodgings, nor at the house where one of her friends lived. Hanley spoke to the girl, a desperately
         thin, hollow-eyed creature whose racking coughs betrayed the sickness that would kill her before she was twenty. She seemed
         to look accusingly at him as she told him that Mapi had gone with a group to the Puerta del Sol to ‘show the French’. The
         sick girl said that she would have gone too, but that it had not been a good night. Surprising himself, Hanley gave her some
         of the few coins he had left. She hesitated for a long moment before taking them.
      

      
      Hanley headed towards the grand square at the heart of Madrid. The streets were strangely empty, but the noise grew. A crowd
         was chanting and there were more gunshots. Then for a moment everything became silent.
      

      
      In the Puerta del Sol Marshal Murat, Grand Duke of Berg and brother-in-law to the Emperor, confronted the angry crowd. As
         always his uniform was a riot of colour, for he took care to set off his good looks with a uniform outshining that of the
         gaudiest hussar. Years before Murat had led the horsemen who had followed up Napoleon’s whiff of grapeshot with a vicious
         charge against the Paris mob and so saved the Directory. Now he repeated the exercise in another capital city.
      

      
      Cannon fired, the metal canisters bursting open at their muzzles and spraying dozens of musket balls into the packed crowd.
         Infantrymen added their volleys, filling the square with echoing noise, black smoke and blood. Then the Guard Cavalry charged,
         swords and sabres thrusting and hacking as the crowd panicked and people started to run.
      

      
      When Hanley turned into one of the larger side streets he collided with a fleeing man. He was short, thickset and wild eyed,
         and his flailing elbow struck the Englishman hard and winded him. Hanley struggled both to breathe and to stay upright. The Spaniard’s red headscarf fell off and fluttered down beside him, but the man kept running, looking neither right nor left.
         Many more people came after him, their faces pale and blank. Some were women, but none were Mapi. Hanley leaned against a
         wall and let the fugitives flow past him. Behind them were others, coming a little more slowly. A few carried knives or ancient
         muskets, and one had a sword. This man was old, and his coat of yellow silk was rich in lace and had last been fashionable
         thirty years ago. There was blood on his right leg and he was limping along, supported by a plump friar. Two younger men walked
         behind the nobleman and his priest, both with fowling pieces, and they turned now and again to watch behind them. Suddenly
         one of the pair shouted and an instant later fired, flame and black smoke gouting from the muzzle of his firelock.
      

      
      The French cavalry were silent as they galloped into the street. Their formation had long gone, but the Chasseurs came in
         a dense group led by a tall officer with a blond moustache. There was blood splattered on the chests of the horses and on
         the men’s legs. Their curved sabres chopped and thrust down with the precision of long practice. The officer beheaded the
         first of the nobleman’s attendants, riding a little past the retreating man before slicing back with massive force. A fountain
         of blood pumped up from the severed neck as the body pitched forward. His sergeant killed the other attendant with far less
         effort by a thrust of his sabre’s razor-sharp point into the man’s neck. He let the momentum of his horse free the blade from
         the clinging flesh, and it was just a few seconds before he dealt with the priest in the same way.
      

      
      The nobleman managed to parry the officer’s first wild cut, but he screamed in pain as he had to put his weight on to his
         wounded leg. The Frenchman cut down again, severing the old man’s thin arm a few inches from the wrist. The nobleman’s sword
         dropped to the ground with his hand still grasping the hilt. Reining back, his horse’s hoofs skidding for a moment on the
         flagstones, the officer stood up in his stirrups and cut down again, almost chopping the old man’s head in two.
      

      
      The Chasseurs flooded along the street, blood spraying as the sabres rose and fell. There were no orders, and no words spoken, the horsemen merely grunting with effort as they drove steel
         into flesh and through bone. Even the screaming had stopped, and to Hanley that only made the scene more horrific. He stared
         for a moment, fascinated, as he saw the green-uniformed horsemen slowing down to give themselves time to kill.
      

      
      Then Hanley turned and ran. He no longer knew what he was doing and just fled, his bag banging against his back with the motion.
         There were hoof-beats behind, closing with him as he ducked around a corner. He had enough control to turn again, sprinting
         for an alleyway. A man appeared there, wearing a dark waistcoat over a light brown shirt and raising a wide-mouthed blunderbuss.
         The muzzle looked massive and Hanley saw the man open his toothless mouth in a tight smile and threw himself forward, knowing
         the scream he heard now was his own. Then there was a massive detonation, the noise magnified in the narrow alleyway, and
         the sense of a force punching the air above him. He rolled as he fell, losing his bag, but turning over to look behind him.
         A horse was rearing in pain, one of its eyes destroyed, and its rider’s face was a mass of shattered bone and blood where
         he taken the full force of the scrap iron and nails fired from just a few feet away. The man could not scream, but made an
         unearthly moaning sound as his hands went up to clutch at his appalling wound. His sabre still hung from his wrist strap.
      

      
      Hanley tried to dodge the feet that surged past him as a group of Spaniards ran from the alleyway to drag the man down. A
         few more had muskets or pistols and fired these at the Frenchmen now coming to help their comrade. At least some of the citizens
         of Madrid were fighting, and they would make these enemies know it. Hanley paused only to scoop up his valise, and then ran
         away.
      

      
      He never found Mapi. There were bodies everywhere, and once he saw a thin black-haired girl lying on her face in the porch
         of a house, her skirts bunched up above her waist. He was shuddering, tears in his eyes, as he turned the young woman’s body
         over. She had clearly been raped, then a knife thrust between her bare breasts.
      

      
      It was not Mapi, but Hanley wept for a woman he did not know. Lifting her body, he carried it to a shrine to	the Holy Mother set into a high wall. He covered the corpse with his
         coat, and made the sign of the cross, although he was neither a Catholic nor even a believer in God. Then there were more
         shots and shouting from near by.
      

      
      Hanley fled, overwhelmed by fear and disgust at the horrors he had seen. The sound of gunfire followed him until he reached
         the very edge of the city. Some was regular, as the French firing squads methodically dispensed punishment. A few shots were
         fired by Spaniards, but the retribution was always terrible. Hanley was never to know, but the house where he had rented a
         room was stormed by a party of the Empress Dragoons. They cut down the lame doorman and ransacked the place, smashing whatever
         they did not steal. In Hanley’s room one of the soldiers found a sketch of Mapi, reclining in the nude on a couch. The Dragoon
         grinned appreciatively and stuffed the paper into his jacket before looking round for anything else worth taking.
      

      
      No one tried to stop Hanley as he left the city, and he saw no more soldiers, for Madrid was a big place and the French still
         few in number. He drove his horse hard, till the beast’s flanks were white with sweat. It was breathing hard, and would not
         stay in a canter no matter what he did. He realised it was close to exhaustion and that he needed to give it some rest if
         it was to last out the journey. Fast as he had gone, the shock and horror of what he had seen stayed with him. A new hatred
         of the French fought with resentment of his own fate. His life had changed, his dreams collapsed, and he did not know whether
         the lover he had not loved was alive or dead. The failed artist was going home. He was escaping a war and going to join an
         army.
      

   



      
      1

      
      
      
      The battalion was in trouble, and Williams did not know how to extricate it. Everything had started so well, the ten companies
         deployed side by side in line. That was the fighting formation for attack or defence, with the thousand soldiers of the 106th
         Foot in two ranks so that all could fire their muskets. His grenadiers were in the place of honour on the right of the line,
         as befitted the biggest and, he was sure, the best soldiers in the regiment. On the far left were the light bobs, not yet
         sent forward as skirmishers. They were supposedly the best shots and the most agile men, although personally he was unconvinced
         about their claims to greater intelligence and initiative, most of all where their officers were concerned. Still, the Light
         Company was in its place and he could rely on them to do their duty.
      

      
      The order came to advance and, since no enemy was close, or even likely to be close, Williams put the battalion into open
         column. They formed on the centre company – or actually Captain Mosley’s Number Four Company, which stood just to the right
         of the colours in the middle of the line – because that would take minutes off the manoeuvre. The grenadiers marched forward,
         wheeled twice and took up position at the head of the column. They were still in two ranks each of fifty men covering just
         over ninety feet of frontage. Behind them at half that distance was the identical line formed by Number One Company, then
         Number Two, and so on. The lights and Numbers Eight to Five had to turn about to take up station behind Four Company. The
         colour party with the battalion’s two flags stood in the centre between Four and Five Company. On his order the battalion marched forward at a steady seventy-five paces a minute.
      

      
      They came to a defile, so Williams put each of the individual companies into a narrow column of route to pass through it.
         Back in the open once more, they reverted to a battalion column with the companies at half-distance, then went into line again.
         Side by side the ten companies covered some three hundred yards of frontage. Ordered to resume the advance, he put them back
         into column again.
      

      
      Williams thought the serried ranks of redcoats looked magnificent, and was pleased with his handling of the regiment. Then
         the enemy appeared.
      

      
      ‘French cavalry!’ yelled Lieutenant Truscott. ‘Over on the right front!’

      
      Williams followed the pointed finger. Infantry in a column at half-distance like this were desperately vulnerable to horse-men.
         He heard the drumming of hoofs, knew he needed to form square, but could not remember how. It was easy from a denser column
         at quarter-distance – he could remember those diagrams as clearly as anything.
      

      
      ‘A whole regiment. Cuirassiers. Big blackguards in armour on massive horses!’ Truscott sounded almost enthusiastic as the
         regiment’s doom approached. ‘Come on, sir, make up your mind.’
      

      
      ‘We’re dished,’ chipped in young Derryck. ‘Bloody grenadiers,’ he added as an afterthought.

      
      Truscott smiled as he drummed his fingers even more loudly on the oak table. ‘They are getting closer. You have one minute
         left.’
      

      
      Hamish Williams hesitated, then he reached down and moved the blocks representing the Grenadier and Number One Company together
         to form a dense line four deep. The two ranks of grenadiers would be kneeling, bayonets fixed and the butts of their muskets
         braced against the ground so that the weapons pointed upwards. No horse would willingly commit suicide by charging a hedge
         of bayonet points. So as long as the redcoats remained steady – and Williams was utterly confident that they would – then
         they were safe against a charge from the front. The problem was the flanks, which were still wide open.
      

      
      
      ‘Thirty seconds. They are spurring into a gallop now. Their swords are about three feet long and they are all aiming at us,
         arm straight and wrist bent in the charge.’
      

      
      ‘Bloody grenadiers.’

      
      Each company was represented by a wooden block some three inches long. They were white, but painted on each side were seven
         miniature redcoats standing at the present, staring blankly forward as if they did not have a care in the world. They wore
         the old-fashioned cocked hats long since replaced by the shako, and there were plenty of chips on the paintwork as testimony
         to heavy usage. Someone had drawn in a pair of glasses on the centre grenadier to make him look like Lieutenant Pringle. The
         latter was stretched out on his bed, using Williams’ heavy brass telescope to peer out of the window. It was an immensely
         heavy piece, designed to be held on a stand, so Pringle was resting it on the headboard of the bed.
      

      
      Pringle looked up for a moment. ‘Am I about to be called upon to lay down my life for King and Country once again?’ he said
         wearily.
      

      
      Truscott ignored him. ‘Come on, man, what do you do?’ he demanded of Williams once again.

      
      ‘Only it will be the eighth time this afternoon,’ continued Pringle, who was now looking back through the telescope. His glasses
         were on the top of his head and he adjusted the brass eyepiece to sharpen the focus. ‘I only ask because if I’d known I would
         have got Jenkins to do a better job of polishing my boots. Seems a shame to die looking shabby.’
      

      
      ‘Why change the habit of a lifetime?’ chipped in Anstey, one of four officers playing cards at the other end of the long table
         from the wooden blocks representing the battalion. There were appreciative guffaws from his companions. The game was progressing
         slowly, but they were already well into the second bottle of claret so it was clear that their time had not been entirely
         wasted. Thin clouds of cigar smoke also attested to their comfortable leisure.
      

      
      Williams had a sudden revelation. He could do it if he broke each company into two platoons. Quarter-distance meant that there was room for the platoons to wheel outwards and form the sides of the square. They would be only two deep, which was
         very thin, but if they timed their volleys just right then they could stop a squadron in its tracks. Williams started to move
         the blocks, but each was a solid company piece so he was going to have to explain what he meant.
      

      
      ‘Time’s up,’ said Truscott. Derryck helpfully jabbed at the blocks with a toasting fork, scattering the painted battalion.
         Truscott leaned against the back of his chair and complacently crossed his legs. His lean, intelligent face showed little
         trace of amusement and considerable disappointment. ‘It seems that once again we all have an opportunity to find out the answer
         to the great question, courtesy of our young gentlemen. Well, I suppose some of the battalion might survive. Be hard for the
         French to kill everyone.’ He paused, frowning. ‘Their arms would get tired for a start. Anyway, they are usually pretty decent
         about taking prisoners.’
      

      
      ‘Bloody grenadiers.’ Williams glared at the young ensign, who grinned back cheerfully. Derryck’s own attempts at manoeuvring
         the blocks had produced an even more rapid and spectacular disaster. Neither of the other ensigns had managed much better.
      

      
      ‘Nobody survived when you were in charge.’

      
      ‘I do like to be thorough,’ said Derryck. He was just sixteen, but was no more than five foot two inches tall and thin as
         a rake in spite of the vast quantities of food he devoured whenever he got the chance. He looked about twelve, and managed
         to give off an air of innocence utterly out of keeping with his character. Williams liked him. Most people did.
      

      
      ‘I fear doing just a little better than Mr Derryck is not quite sufficient,’ put in Truscott. ‘This regiment expects somewhat
         more than the survival of one hundred men out of a thousand. Especially before any of them have had a chance to fire a shot.
         His Majesty’s government has invested considerable money in raising, feeding and training this battalion. Think of all those
         poor rich people having to pay their taxes.’
      

      
      The lieutenant could see that the young gentlemen were unmoved by the plight of the wealthy. He could not blame them. None of the officers of the regiment was titled, and only
         the new colonel had any real claim to wealth. The 106th Foot was the most junior regiment of the line and was not fashionable.
         Truscott’s own family’s moderate income was stretched very thin to support seven children. He reached for a battered copy
         of the drill manual approved for the entire army by the Duke of York. It was written by General Dundas and detailed the manoeuvres
         to be performed by a battalion on parade and in the field. He flung the book at Williams, who instinctively swayed back and
         only just caught it.
      

      
      ‘Both of you study “Old Pivot”. You know, study – something Billy never had to do at his pitiful place of education.’

      
      ‘Too true,’ said Pringle, without taking his eye from the telescope. ‘It wasted valuable time when a fellow could be dining
         and drinking.’
      

      
      ‘And whoring, no doubt,’ said Anstey.

      
      ‘An Oxford gentleman does not speak of such things in polite conversation.’

      
      Anstey scoffed at this statement so out of keeping with Billy Pringle’s normal talk. Most of the others laughed, although
         Williams just looked solemn. Truscott shook his head.
      

      
      ‘What the Church lost in you, Billy! Still, sending you to Magdalen was probably a bad idea.’

      
      Pringle looked back at him for a moment. ‘A scriptural joke. Is that the best Clare College can come up with?’ He resumed
         his intent observation through the window. ‘Now if they had let me study Molly Hackett at Oxford I would have been the most
         avid of students.’
      

      
      ‘Who is Molly Hackett?’ asked young Derryck rather nervously.

      
      Truscott had no wish to discuss Mrs Wickham’s maid with the pink-cheeked ensign. ‘She is not Sir David Dundas, and he alone
         should consume your attention at present,’ he said sharply.
      

      
      ‘She is an indiscreet young lady,’ Pringle replied, ignoring his fellow lieutenant. ‘Very, very indiscreet, who has not closed
         the shutters on the window of her chamber.’ He clearly had the attention of Derryck, and several of the other officers were listening more intently. Williams blushed, realised that he
         had done so, and the consciousness of this only made things worse. He thought Truscott had noticed.
      

      
      ‘I strongly suspect that Mr Williams’ good mother did not present him with such a fine telescope in order to allow you to
         spy upon innocent young girls,’ said the lieutenant.
      

      
      ‘Nonsense, I have no doubt she would thank me for keeping temptation away from her son. It is an excellent glass and no doubt
         will aid her boy in smiting the King’s enemies. We do not want him distracted from that task, so I will look after the thing
         until those enemies appear.’
      

      
      ‘Damnation to them all!’ cried Derryck, his voice cracking midway through and rather ruining the effect of this statement
         of patriotic zeal. The others ignored him anyway.
      

      
      Williams found himself staring at the scattered blocks. He tried to imagine the wreckage of a battalion caught unformed by
         enemy cavalry. The war with France had been going on for more than half of his lifetime. Tens, probably even hundreds, of
         thousands had died in those years, but he was still new to the army and had never been in a battle. Nor had any of the other
         subalterns, even confident men like Truscott and Pringle. There were no battle honours on the colours of the 106th.
      

      
      It was so hard to picture the carnage, to think of these men he knew sprawled on the ground, their bodies slashed and stabbed
         by the enemy’s blades. In the pictures of famous battles the dead were always decorously draped over the landscape, their
         wounds tiny or even invisible. Yet the limbless and scarred beggars who prowled the streets still wearing ragged red coats
         or sailors’ pigtails hinted at the true horrors of battle. How many would die quickly and with only brief pain, and how many
         would lie screaming in dreadful agony? Williams wondered whether the others had similar thoughts, but could see no sign of
         it.
      

      
      Somehow it was difficult to believe that similar violence could possibly touch Truscott in his immaculate uniform or the ever
         cheerful Derryck. They were soldiers, but their world was one of neatness and precision and there seemed almost no place for bloodshed and chaos. Williams frowned as he realised that
         even now he assumed that he would himself come through unscathed. Why should he be special and invulnerable? His foot brushed
         against something and he looked down, noticing that the block marked Gren. Coy had fallen on the floor. Williams picked it
         up. For a moment he stared at the little figure with the inked-in glasses.
      

      
      ‘Sorry, Billy,’ he muttered, and then put it back on the table. He began reassembling the shattered battalion. The little
         painted soldiers looked unmoved by their recent ordeal.
      

      
      Truscott noticed the gesture. ‘Don’t worry, my dear fellow. Grenadiers are too stupid to die.’

      
      Williams felt a rush of anger, wondering whether Truscott had thought he was concerned about his own life. The idea that anyone
         would consider him so selfish or indeed so lacking in courage horrified him. Yet to deny such a thought openly would surely
         reinforce the impression. Truscott’s face betrayed no particular emotion, and he was already saying something to Derryck.
         Williams hesitated, and then was saved from the decision by a knock on the door.
      

      
      Lieutenant Brotherton came in accompanied by an unknown officer. The man was tall, his face dark from the sun, and he had
         short black hair. That was odd because all the other officers in the room wore their hair long, tied with a black ribbon and
         coloured white with powder. The newcomer’s jacket was creased and looked a little too small for him, his dark red sash was
         untidily wrapped around his waist, and his top boots and breeches were splashed with mud. Behind him two soldiers carried
         a trunk, although for all their emphasised effort it appeared to be fairly light.
      

      
      ‘Gentlemen, I would like to present the newest addition to our happy family.’ Brotherton gave a sweeping gesture towards his
         companion. ‘This is Mr Hanley, of the Grenadier Company. Put that in the corner there.’ He spoke to the two redcoats. ‘Thank
         you.’ The men left. ‘Now, if you will forgive me, I will leave you to introduce yourselves. I must resume my work – the life of an acting adjutant is one of unending toil and sorrow.’ Brotherton
         departed amid jeers.
      

      
      Hanley stood for a moment, unsure of what to do. The coach journey down from London to Dorset had been long and uncomfortable,
         and followed weeks of travel as he had gone to Spain’s north coast to catch a ship back to Britain. Some letters, then a meeting
         with the representatives of his late father’s family, had been necessary to equip him for service with the 106th. It was under
         the sworn understanding that this would permanently terminate their contact. There was no question of giving him an allowance,
         and the sum of £200 was the last money he would ever get from them. It was already mostly gone – the cost of uniforms and
         other essentials had surprised him. Now he was fully a soldier, and one who would have to live off his pay. Neither were things
         he had ever especially desired. The soldiers he had met in the past had all been either dull or pompous. Still, he was here,
         had nowhere else to go, and he would inevitably be spending a good deal of time with these fellows. In spite of all that had
         happened so recently, Hanley was nervous. He looked down the long attic room at the top of the small coaching inn. Just under
         half of the 106th’s officers currently stationed in the village were billeted here. They were in various states of dress,
         several just in shirtsleeves, but their powdered hair gave them a strange uniformity. For what seemed an age they simply stared
         at him. As usual it was Truscott who made an effort to be friendly.
      

      
      ‘Welcome to the Senior Common Room – it is where the more distinguished of we subalterns are billeted. The others live like
         swine in some hovel or other. I’m Truscott of Four Company. The red-faced rogue over there playing cards is Anstey of Two
         Company, and next to him is Hopwood of Three – they are from the hovel!’ The two men nodded affably. ‘They are both visitors
         to this establishment trying to fleece these young griffins of their money.’
      

      
      ‘What else are ensigns good for?’ said Hopwood cheerfully. ‘These are Quincy and Clarke, by the way.’ The flow of new names was already washing past Hanley. There seemed nothing remarkable about most of their owners.
      

      
      Truscott resumed, although his fastidious nature was slightly offended by this interruption to seniority. He would have preferred
         introducing the only other lieutenant before moving on to their juniors. ‘That elegant wastrel lying on the bed is Billy Pringle.
         He is a grenadier like you so we must make allowances for lack of manners and wit.’ Pringle raised an arm, but his eye remained
         fixed to the eyepiece and he showed no great urge to welcome the newcomer any more enthusiastically. ‘Oh yes, and this is
         Williams, also of the Grenadier Company. Ensign Redman is on duty so you will have to meet him at some other point. And finally,
         in so many ways, we have Mr Derryck here, our drill master and junior ensign – at least until now.’
      

      
      ‘No, Hanley here is senior,’ cut in Pringle, finally setting down the immense telescope, rolling over on to his side and getting
         up. ‘In fact, I think he may be at the top of the list for the whole battalion. He has certainly been on the company’s books
         since before I joined.’ He flicked his glasses down, adjusting them slightly on his nose.
      

      
      ‘You know, it is always a shock when you actually demonstrate knowledge.’ Truscott smiled. ‘What is the matter, has the girl
         closed the shutters?’
      

      
      ‘Just ignore him, he seems obsessed with the female gender.’ Pringle shook hands with the new arrival. ‘So you are our errant
         knight, the secret strength of the 106th Foot. A pleasure to meet you at last. Come on, Williams, and make the man feel at
         home. Now we have another grenadier it will raise the whole tone of this place. This is our volunteer, Mr Williams. Although
         you might not expect such a thing, his Christian name is Hamish. Well, I suppose it had to happen to somebody.’
      

      
      Hanley and Williams made appropriate noises as they shook hands.

      
      In a stage whisper Pringle added, ‘Williams is our moral conscience, a man of virtue and faith. He is a Quaker or Hindoo or
         Druid or something.’
      

      
      
      ‘I am a sinner saved by Grace,’ said Williams with a fair degree of militancy. Hanley could not think of anything in particular
         to say to that, so endeavoured to keep his expression neutral. Religious fervour always made him uncomfortable. If feigned,
         then he despised the hypocrisy, and if genuine it seemed unlikely to produce stimulating or imaginative company. He was six
         foot tall, but Williams must have had an inch or so on him, and somehow seemed too big for the low attic room. He was also
         much broader, something emphasised by the thick stripes of lace running in horizontal pairs up the front of his jacket and
         the tall wings, ending in a woollen fringe on his shoulders. Pringle was a little shorter, and a good deal plumper, but had
         a ready smile, and a brightness to the eyes behind the lenses of his glasses. In fact he had a throbbing headache from the
         previous night’s heavy drinking, and it took a conscious effort to appear as affable as a gentleman should on such occasions.
      

      
      ‘Are you also a lieutenant, Mr Williams?’ asked Hanley, assuming that the extra decoration implied superior rank.

      
      Hamish blushed. ‘No, Mr Hanley, I am a volunteer with the regiment. I do not yet have a commission.’

      
      ‘That means he is waiting around for one of us to die so that he can step into the vacancy,’ Pringle explained. He followed
         with another stage whisper. ‘If I were you, I should think twice if Bills here ever offers you some soup!’
      

      
      ‘Bills?’

      
      ‘He is called Williams so we assume there must be more than one of him.’

      
      ‘It also means the intellects of our grenadiers are not overtaxed in remembering more than one name,’ put in Truscott. ‘By
         the way, what did the vicar call you after you were sprinkled?’
      

      
      ‘William, actually,’ replied Hanley.

      
      Truscott and the others laughed. ‘Damme another one. Will you take a drink with us, Hanley?’ The lieutenant gestured at the
         remaining claret. ‘There should be enough. Williams barely touches the stuff, and anyway he and Pringle will be leaving us
         before too long to stretch their legs. Can’t have them marching in less than a fully sober condition.’
      

      
      
      Pringle had wanted a drink, and guessed that his friend realised this and was determined to make this difficult. He was not
         sure whether to curse him or grin, so instead spoke to Hanley. ‘Captain MacAndrews is leading the Grenadier Company on a ten-mile
         march. Have you reported to him yet?’ Hanley nodded. ‘Well, he must have thought you needed to rest or he would no doubt have
         requested that you join us.’
      

      
      ‘May I?’ asked Hanley, rather surprising himself. Anyway, it seemed a better alternative than making conversation here. Pringle
         seemed companionable enough, and even if Williams did not then at least he could remember his name. Hanley was stiff after
         the journey and had always enjoyed walking. More than that he wanted to be tired. When there was time to think he was plagued
         by memories of Madrid, and gnawed by self-pity at his own fate. It was hard to sleep unless he was so exhausted that thought
         ceased.
      

      
      ‘Really. Well, up to you, old boy. Still, we can’t have you going like that. They won’t have allocated a soldier servant to
         you yet. Bills, will you give Hanley here some assistance – for a start sort that damned sash out. I’ll get Jenkins to take
         a look at those boots.’
      

      
      Hanley was puzzled. ‘Is there much point? I dare say I will get dirty again pretty soon.’

      
      The plump lieutenant raised an eyebrow. ‘You did not see MacAndrews for long, did you?’
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