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*indicates fictitious character

*Sir Thomas Kydd, captain of HMS Tyger, a.k.a. Tom Cutlass


	Tyger, ship’s company
	


	*Bowden
	second lieutenant


	*Bray
	first lieutenant


	*Brice
	third lieutenant


	*Clinton
	captain, Royal Marines


	*Dillon
	Kydd’s confidential secretary


	*Doud
	petty officer


	*Farrant
	replacement first lieutenant 


	*Halgren
	Kydd’s coxswain


	*Harman
	Tyger’s purser


	*Herne
	boatswain


	*Joyce
	sailing master


	*Maynard
	master’s mate


	*Pinto
	quartermaster’s mate


	*Poulden
	petty officer


	*Rowan
	midshipman


	*Stirk
	gunner’s mate


	*Tysoe
	Kydd’s manservant


	 
	


	Others
	


	Auchmuty
	lieutenant general, commanded army in the taking of Java


	Avery
	captain of Thalia frigate 


	*Bailey
	ensign of 9th Madras Native Infantry


	Barlow, Sir George
	governor of Madras


	Barlow, Eliza
	daughter of the governor of Madras


	* Bouarjee, Sui Rana
	dubash to Kydd in Madras


	Broughton
	initially commodore of Java expedition


	Capper
	adjutant general of Madras Army


	Chia Ch’ing
	reigning Ching dynasty emperor


	Cochrane
	10th Earl of Dundonald, controversial but successful frigate captain


	Cox 
	captain of Drury’s previous flagship


	Russell
	


	Collingwood
	succeeded Nelson to command the Mediterranean Fleet


	Daendels
	governor general of the Dutch East Indies, replaced by French nominee Janssens


	*Dalawa of Kotacund
	vizier and adviser to the ruler, Rajah Narendra


	*Danby
	retired lieutenant of Plymouth


	Drury 
	rear admiral, second-in-command to


	Pellew
	


	Duke of York
	commander-in-chief of the army


	Foote
	captain of frigate Piedmontaise under Kydd 


	Gillespie
	colonel, tasked with tracking down and capturing Janssens


	Grant
	chairman of the Board of Control of the East India Company 


	Gwilliam, Sir Henry
	judge of the Supreme Court of Madras


	Haslam
	flag-captain under Pellew


	*Ho Chung Lee
	hired translator


	Hope
	successful factor to the East India Company


	Janssens
	governor general of the Dutch East Indies at the fall of Java


	Johnson
	captain of Scipion, flagship of Stopford


	Kenna
	captain of brig-sloop Barracouta


	*Lawson
	ensign of the 9th Madras Native Infantry


	Lemos Faria
	Portuguese governor of Macao


	*Lowther, Caroline
	widow in Madras


	Macdowall
	lieutenant-general, commander-in-chief of the Madras Presidency Army


	Major Richie
	33rd Regiment of Foot


	McWhirter
	staff officer under Macdowall


	*Milne, Mrs
	friend of Caroline Lowther in Madras


	Minto, Lord
	governor general of India


	*Moorsom
	captain of Hebe frigate 


	Mulgrave
	first lord of the Admiralty


	Munro
	quartermaster general of Madras Army


	Na Yan Ch’eng
	viceroy for Emperor Chia Ch’ing at Canton


	Pellew
	Sir Edward, rear admiral, commander-in-chief, East India Station


	Pellew, Fleetwood
	younger son of Admiral Pellew and captain of San Fiorenzo


	Pellew, Pownoll
	elder son of Admiral Pellew and captain of Culloden


	*Persephone
	Lady Kydd Kydd’s wife 


	Phipps
	1st Earl of Mulgrave first lord of the Admiralty 


	Raffles
	Thomas Stamford assistant colonial secretary to the Presidency of Prince of Wales Island


	Rigby
	captain of frigate Dedaigneuse 


	*Rix
	‘Cluffer’; long-term expatriate resident of Madras


	Roberts
	president of East India Company select committee


	*Rouvier
	captain of privateer Vengeur


	*Russell
	captain brig-sloop Eaglet


	Smythe
	lieutenant general second-in-command under Macdowall


	*Snell
	colonel of the 33rd Regiment of Foot


	*Steinbergs
	German cousins of Caroline Lowther


	Stewart, Robert
	Viscount Castlereagh secretary of state for war


	Stopford
	rear admiral, commander-in-chief Cape of Good Hope Station


	Suffren
	French naval commander in the Indian Ocean during the American war


	Surcouf
	French privateer


	*Wickes
	lieutenant colonel of the 32nd Regiment of Foot
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Plymouth Hoe, England

There was nothing to be seen but a dismal miasma of grey fret, a drifting curtain of mizzle over the listless water. It hid everything to seaward, but the crowd on the high vantage point were not deterred from their vigil. They were not going to miss the occasion – rumour had it that in these dispiriting times there’d been a great clash of fleets somewhere far out there. Why else would the flagship, now expected hourly, be said by the dockyard to be standing in for this great naval port?

Another wash of cold light rain settled on the sodden spectators, who doggedly continued their watch. It eased off and visibility slowly extended out. Suddenly there was a cry: out of the grey murk firmed the unmistakable outline of a man-o’-war.

‘Clear a path, you villains!’ an elderly gentleman with the distinct air of a mariner spluttered, wiping the lens of a large old-fashioned sea telescope and bringing it up to train on the vision.

Respectfully, the press of onlookers pulled back to give him a clear view.

‘What is it, L’tenant Danby?’

‘As I needs time t’ sight their colours!’ he replied gruffly.

‘Well?’

‘A frigate, is all.’

‘Which one?’

‘How do I know?’ Danby said irritably, finding it difficult to hold the big glass steady. Then he lowered it and paused before declaring, ‘An’ if I’m not wrong, you’re clapping peepers on none other than the flying Tyger 32, Cap’n Kydd!’

There was a ripple of comment. 

‘Not a flagship, then?’

‘No, you loon – she’s an escortin’ frigate. Your flagship’s still out there on her way in.’

All eyes were on the warship as she worked into the Sound in the fitful light airs. Unaccountably, she did not shape course around Drake Island for the last run into the Hamoaze and the dockyard. Instead, as one, her three topgallant sheets were thrown off letting the sails flog about disconsolately.

‘My word, an’ they’re a sorry crew,’ murmured someone in the crowd.

Danby had his glass back up. ‘Not at all, m’ friend. That there means they’re signalling distress as to they’s had a sad loss o’ life.’

The crowd grew silent, watching as the frigate rounded to, took in sail and anchored before them in the Sound.

‘Bless me an’ I don’t like what I see,’ the old lieutenant muttered. ‘It’s no grand victory she’s telling us of, that’s for certain, lads.’

It was nearly an hour before Ville de Paris hove into view, the great bulk of the 110-gun flagship emerging out of the featureless grey drizzle before she, too, came to anchor out in the Sound. 

Danby had his glass up again. ‘Be damned to it – she’s lost her flag!’

‘Wha—?’

‘Not her ensign,’ Danby said impatiently, ‘Her admiral’s flag. What the devil …?’

Her sail was brought in, and one by one from forward her yards slowly canted over to one side on one mast, then to the other on the next.

‘A-cock-bill,’ he said in a low voice. ‘It … It can only be …’

‘Tell us!’ 

Danby lowered his telescope and addressed them gravely. ‘I’m truly sorry to inform you that there’s been a dreadful battle o’ some sort, in which we’re seeing just them as survived. It’s saying as how the commander-in-chief himself must have been mortally struck down in the action, just as the great Lord Nelson was. Friends, ye should prepare yourselves for some grievous news.’


Chapter 2
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Lieutenant Brice, Tyger’s third lieutenant, returned on board promptly after delivering Kydd’s report to the shore. Soon after, the bleak sound of a minute gun thudded from the Citadel and its flag descended to half-mast.

‘No one to hail ’em or tell ’em anything!’ snarled Bray, the first lieutenant, eyeing the swarm of small craft putting off from the waterfront. Like all aboard Tyger, he wore a black armband in shared grief.

The boats arrived and began circling, shouted questions from them going unanswered by the frigate’s crew.

‘Er, one to board, sir?’ asked the second lieutenant, Bowden, indicating a passenger craft heading determinedly towards the side-steps.

‘Of course not, damn it,’ Bray barked.

‘Sir, I believe it’s the captain’s wife,’ he said quietly, eyeing the slight figure standing alone in the stern-sheets.

Bray hesitated. ‘Ah. I’ll speak with her, then.’

He went to the side and motioned the boat in. Persephone, Lady Kydd, looked up at the sea-worn frigate, her eyes searching, her hand clamped tightly to a stay. 

She went up the side like the admiral’s daughter she was. Bray took off his hat and stood uncomfortably.

‘Where’s the captain, Mr Bray?’ she demanded, looking about in anguish, her face white and strained.

‘Ma’am, I has my orders an’ none to land or come aboard, I’m sorry t’ say.’

‘I’m going to him!’ she blurted, and hurried over to the main hatch.

‘My lady—’

But Bray was too late, and she thrust past two sailors. Flying down the ladder-way, she hurried aft to the great cabin and threw open the door.

Kydd looked up from his desk in surprise, then rose in delight. ‘Persephone, my dearest!’

She burst into tears, hurrying to his arms, burying her face in his shoulder and weeping uncontrollably.

‘What’s this, my darling? It’s not been so long that—’

‘Thomas! Oh, Thomas, my love,’ she sobbed. ‘I was so frightened!’

‘How’s this?’ Kydd said softly, holding her tightly, kissing her hair. ‘You’ll upset the men, they see you like this.’

She choked back the sobs and said unsteadily, ‘I heard about the great battle only this morning while at market here – they’d just seen you make port. And … and I looked, and there you were, and they were right. Tyger lets fly her t’gallant sheets and Ville puts her yards to mourning. There’s minute guns at the Citadel and – and—’ She broke off to look up, searching his eyes. ‘My dearest – what terrible fight have we lost?’

Kydd gently held her at arm’s length. ‘There’s been no battle, Seph. All this – it’s our grieving for the admiral, Lord Collingwood, now gone from us.’

‘But—’

‘Not in action but worn out by duty, the noble fellow. Did you know he’s been at his post since taking command from the dying Nelson at Trafalgar, never once returning to England? When he finally lays down his arms to take his rest with his family he dies at sea, only three days out from Minorca on his way home.’

‘Mr Bray’s orders …?’

‘None to land? That the government might make announcement of the grave news in their own time, my love.’

‘So how long …?’ she asked, a small smile breaking through the tears.

‘We lie in the Sound for two days more. Gives them time to set in train as grand a funeral as they may contrive. There’s talk they mean to lay him next to Nelson in St Paul’s. We’ll stay by him while he lies in state and then I’ll pay my sincerest respects at the service.’

Kydd’s servant appeared bearing a restorative.

‘Thank you, Tysoe. Has the captain been diligent with his morning constitutional, pray?’

‘Just so, your ladyship,’ he replied, blank-faced.

‘That is well.’

The man left quietly, and they kissed passionately.

‘I’m such a silly,’ Persephone said softly, breaking away. ‘But when you didn’t return from London after your last visit to Lloyd’s I did worry so. And then I heard you’d been sent away, and you didn’t see me before you left.’

‘Oh, yes. A pier-head jump, as it were. I was going to write, Seph, but—’

‘Never mind, dearest.’ She laid a finger on his mouth. ‘You’re here and that’s what counts.’

‘Well, now is not the time for rejoicing, my love, but I can tell you that your land is secured.’ 

Kydd was now able to buy a nearby farmer’s land that they’d learned was to be sold to a mining venture. There would be no clay pits above Knowle Manor trickling their vile effluent down from the moor on to them.

‘Oh, you are a clever man!’ she said, clapping her hands in delight. ‘You go to wage marine insurance with the best of them and win!’

Kydd coloured, the emotion of near bankruptcy and ruin from his ventures at Lloyd’s still with him. ‘Well, such was a sight too much hard work, I can tell you, Seph.’ 

She knew nothing of what had really happened, and he had his story ready. ‘It’s just that I was lucky with a prize, is all. You’ll read about it in the newspaper, I’d think.’

His wise friend Nicholas Renzi, now Lord Farndon, had been correct, and even after rights of various eighths and sixteenths had been allocated, his share had well taken care of his debt, with enough left over for the land purchase. ‘They’ll make over much of its value in the rag, I’ve no doubt,’ he added, carefully offhand, ‘but after the partialling there’s not so much more, I’m afraid.’ 

It certainly wasn’t the case that they were suddenly wildly rich. At least Tyger’s company had done well and there would be a glorious roystering, once leave was granted.

‘I don’t care where it comes from, my darling – you’ve got us the land. And do you know what I’m going to do with it?’

‘What’s that, Seph?’

She smiled winningly. ‘Start a riding stable of my own, for the daughters of gentlefolk.’


Chapter 3
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Blackwall Yard, River Thames

It was a brave sight. The monstrous bulk of the ship on its ways ready for launch was festooned with enormous flags and pennants in honour of the occasion – the committing of an East India Company trading vessel to the waves.

This was a substantial-sized ship, intended for the China trade in voyages of up to six months at a time with a freighting of unimaginable wealth in her bowels. Built like a man-o’-war on the outside these were impressive creatures, and the crowd attending the launch paid due respect to her and the distinguished guests on the ornamented stage-work near her rearing bow.

Chairman of the Honourable East India Company Charles Grant could be seen in the front row and beside him sat Robert Stewart, the Viscount Castlereagh and secretary of state for war, but it was the Duke of York whose splendour gave the scene its moment.

‘Should you wish a more sedate refreshment afterwards, old fellow, I dare say East India House will be open to us,’ murmured Grant, his long face set in disapproval.

Two bands below were now raucously out of beat one with each other. Castlereagh said nothing, his composed features in contrast with the fuss and uproar below them.

‘Always quantities of the mobility abroad at these launch occasions,’ said Grant, through his kerchief. ‘It is a trial, but I hold myself philosophical in this providing due entertainment to the common public.’

On signal the Duke of York moved to the front of the stage and the bedlam calmed. 

His words were brief and military, punctuated with good-natured shouts. 

Fortune was duly enjoined for the good ship Earl of Malmesbury and all who sailed in her as she went about her business on great waters, adding both to the wealth of the nation and those who had caused her to be set a-swim. 

Traditional observances having been made, the great moment arrived. With a deafening screeching and thunderous rattle of drag-irons, the thousand-ton vessel slid down the way and into her native element where she slowed in a decorous wallowing to await her tow to the fitting-out wharf.

‘Well, Charles, you mentioned refreshment …?’

The calm and opulence of the dining saloon was at a startling distance from the genial squalor of Bellamy’s, that which passed for supping at the House of Commons, and Castlereagh always appreciated his visits. It would have to be paid for, of course, the price being to give ear to whatever was exercising the overlord of the most powerful and influential source of revenue in the land.

Over the admirable serving of turbot, Grant opened, ‘A fine thing, I believe, our launching.’ 

‘Quite,’ Castlereagh answered cautiously.

‘And we’ve lost two of her sisters to the French so far this season,’ Grant continued. This would be a fearful blow to the Company and Castlereagh gave a guarded expression of sympathy.

‘Indian Ocean and Bay o’ Bengal.’

‘Not in convoy?’

‘Does it signify?’ Grant said huffily. ‘What we need is a damn sight more King’s ships as can put themselves about. Things are quiet in Europe, Boney getting what he wants, so there must be some ships o’ force to spare.’

‘The Bombay Marine?’ This was essentially a private navy run by the East India Company.

‘A green-water force only and, pray, why should we pay for protection against the King’s enemies when others do not?’

‘You have a not inconsiderable force stationed there now, commanded by the best we can find for you.’ Castleleagh was referring to the East India Squadron based at Madras and the ships-of-the-line and frigates under the flag of the carefully picked Pellew, respected commander of the famed Indefatigable of a previous era.

Grant raised an eyebrow. ‘Who is himself the loudest of all in demanding an accession to force.’

Castlereagh was well aware of this: he’d passed Pellew’s latest plea to the first lord of the Admiralty, who had promptly returned it with the best of reasons why it was not possible. What Grant did not know was that the government was considering a daring but very risky stroke: an actual landing on the continent itself. This was not to be in Spain, where Wellesley remained helplessly immured behind the defences of Lisbon, but directly into the heart of Napoleon’s Europe – a strike against Antwerp, the pistol pointed at the heart of London. It was all in aid of the newly raised Fifth Coalition and took precedence over any other, but he couldn’t reveal this to Grant.

‘You have my most considerable sympathy, Charles, but there’s been lately much call on our resources and—’

‘I’ve eighty-seven votes in the Commons who say you’ll find a way,’ Grant said smoothly.

‘One such does cross my mind,’ Castlereagh came back, without missing a beat.

‘Oh?’

‘While I haven’t at hand the weight of metal you’re proposing, I’ve something even better. A proven thief-taker of privateers and such scum, whose exploits are much in the public eye. Should he and his dauntless frigate be let loose in your part of the world, I dare to say his effectiveness and reputation will terrify same, multiplying the deterrence extremely.’

‘Hmm. Together with a clutch of lesser others, possibly. Who do you have in mind?’

‘How does none other than Lord Cochrane and his famed Imperieuse sound?’

‘Rosas and the Spanish coast? That’s more the medicine.’

‘He’s yours, then. He’ll be receiving Admiralty orders within the week.’

Castlereagh stifled a smile of satisfaction at his plan. The troublesome frigate captain whose ranting in Parliament was so upsetting the nation would be given employment he couldn’t refuse – in the richest grounds in the world and at a gratifying distance from the centre of things.
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