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CHAPTER 1

It was funny, Richard Sharpe thought, that there were no vultures in England. None the
He t hought about vultures a lot, and he had a lot of tine to think because he was a sc
H mand Mary. Run away. Desert. He was thinking about it now, and it was an odd thing

the white rib sticking out of the faded red cloth. 'You could hang your hat on that,' Haw horr

Now he was in India. He did not know why he was invading Mysore and hor did he partict
Though where to run in India? Half the natives seened to be in British pay and t hose v

woul d be yanking the guts out of your belly like a bunch of blackbirds tugging worns out of a

That was why he was thinking about vultures. He was thinking that he wanted to run, bt
The vultures were always there, sonetinmes circling on long wings that tilted to the st

And this hot March day promi sed food in abundance and the vultures seened to sense it
Ahead, fromthe low rise of |and where a second group of horsenen was sil houetted aga

"A bl eeding canel farted, what the hell do you think it was?' a corporal answered.

"It was a bl oody awful shot, ' Sharpe said. 'My nother could lay a gun better than the
"I didn't think you had a nother, ' Private Garrard said.

' Everyone's got a nother, Tom

'Not Sergeant Hakeswill, ' Garrard said, then spat a mx of dust and spittle. The colL

Shar pe wondered whether Tom Garrard would run with him Two nmen m ght survive better t

one or two Indian | anguages which could be useful if he and Tomdid run

The cavalry off to Sharpe's right spurred into a trot again and di sappeared beyond t he
"No tal king now' Sergeant Hakeswill's voice screeched suddenly. 'Save your godl ess br
"Not ne, Sarge. Ain't got the breath. '
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"You ain't got the breath?' Sergeant Hakeswi || came hurrying down the conpany's ranks

anyway. The Sergeant's nal evol ent eyes flicked to Sharpe. 'Was it you tal king, Sharpie?

'"Not nme, Sarge. '
You ain't got orders to talk. If the King wanted you to have a conversation |'d have t
Shar pe handed his nusket to the Sergeant. It was Hakes-will's arrival in the conpany t

Yet to |l ook at Hakeswill was to see the perfect soldier. It was true that his oddly It

Shar pe stood notionless as the Sergeant untied the scrap of rag that Sharpe used to pr
The men shuffled their feet together and straightened as the three officers galloped ¢

"You'll not find '"owt wong with it, Sarge, ' Sharpe said.
Hakeswi | |, still standing at attention, did an el aborate about turn, his right boot tft
'No, Sarge. '

'"No, Sarge. No, you did not. Flogging offence that, Sharpie. ' Hakeswill's right cheek

m ssile served to distract Hakeswill who turned to watch as the ball rolled to a stop. 'Poor ¢t
The three officers had stopped their horses at the head of the colum and now used te
"I"'ma Scot, ' a sour voice spoke fromthe rear rank
"I heard that! Wo said that?' Hakeswill glared at the conpany, his face twi tching unc

wonenfol k, so if so much as one of you turns his back I'lIl have the skin off the ot of you! E
The Sergeant waited for an answer and eventually Private Mallinson offered one. 'The c
'The officers! The officers!' Hakeswill spat his disgust at the answer. 'O ficers are

gruff with enotion, 'that's what | am narked by God!'
'"Mad as a hare, ' Tom Garrard nuttered.
"Did you speak, Sharpie!' Hakesw || whipped around to stare at Sharpe, but Sharpe was
The conplinent to Sharpe had astonished all the Light Conpany. 'He's in a rare good nt
| heard that, Private Garrard!' Hakeswi ||l shouted over his shoulder. 'Got ears in the
Li eutenant Wl liam Lawford curbed his horse and nodded at Sergeant Hakeswill. Lawford
"No, sir. Must save their breath, sir. Too bleeding hot to talk, sir, and besides, the

waste breath on chit-chat, not when there are bl ack-faced heathens to kill, sir. Says so in tfh
"If you say so, Sergeant, ' Lawford said, unwilling to provoke a confrontation, then t
Ensign Fitzgerald, who was only eighteen, strolled back fromthe colum's head. He was
"Saving their breath, Mster Fitzgerald, sir, ' Hakeswi |l snapped
' They' ve got breath enough to sing a dozen songs and still beat the eneny, ' Fitzgera
'"We'll beat the bastards, sir, ' Tom Garrard said.

"Then |l et nme hear you sing, Fitzgeral d demanded. 'Can't bear silence. W'll have a c

desire, was being steered towards Bessie the cow, the whole conpany was bawl i ng the song entht
They never did reach the end. Captain Mrris, the Light Conpany's comandi ng officer
"Hal f-conpanies it is, sir! At once, sir. Light Conpany! Stop your bl eeding noise! Yol
Hakeswi | | 's face shuddered as the front ten ranks of the conpany nmarched twenty paces

Maj or Shee, the Irishnman who commanded the 33rd while its Colonel, Arthur Wellesley, |

"Loud and clear, sir!' Hakeswill shouted. 'Shot, sir! Shot like the coward he is. ' He
'Scotsnen, ' a voice grow ed behind Sharpe, but too softly for Hakeswill to hear
"Irish, ' another nman said.

"W ain't none of us cowards, ' Garrard said nore |oudly.

Sergeant Green, a decent nan, hushed him 'Quiet, lads. | know you'll do your duty. '
The front of the colum was narchi ng now, but the rearnpbst conpanies were kept waiting
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needed nore oxen to carry their own supplies. Lieutenant Lawford had once renarked that the ex
The Tippoo Sultan. The eneny. The tyrant of Mysore and the man who was presumably dire
Captain Mrris | eaned on his saddle's pormel. He took off his cocked hat and wi ped swe
"Forward hal f-conpany!' Hakeswi |l shouted. 'Forward nmarch! Smartly now'
Li eutenant Lawford, given supervision of the | ast hal f-conpany of the battalion, waite

The redcoats inarched w th unl oaded nuskets for the eneny was still a long way off anc
Sharpe was ignorant of the Lieutenant's glance and woul d have | aughed had he been tolc

pany was now conmanded by Captain Morris who did not care how clever or quick his nen were, or
Except he would not run today. Today there would be a fight and Sharpe was happy at tft
The seven battalions marched towards the ridge. They were all in columms of half-conpe

the British troops but instead marched bare-1egged. They did not wear the | eather stocks eithe
An eneny cannonball at last found a target and Sharpe saw a hal f-conpany of the 33rd &
"When are we going to |oad?" Private Mallinson asked Sergeant G een.
"When you're told to, lad, when you're told to. Not before. Oh, sweet Jesus!' This |as
'So what are we bl eedi ng supposed to do?' Mallinson conplained. 'Just march straight L

"If you're told to,' Sergeant Green said, 'that's what you'll do. Now hold your bl oody
"Quiet back there!' Hakeswill called fromthe half-conpany in front. 'This ain't a ble
Sharpe wanted to be ready and so he untied the rag fromhis nusket's |ock and stuffed
Then he forgot any prospect of deserting, for suddenly the | andscape ahead was fillinc
"Thirty-third!' a voice shouted from sonewhere ahead. 'Line to the left!’

"Line to the left!' Captain Mrris echoed the shout.

"You heard the officer!' Sergeant Hakeswill bawled. 'Line to the left! Smartly now'
"On the double!" Sergeant Green call ed.

The | eadi ng hal f-conpany of the 33rd had halted and every other hal f-conpany angled tc

swi ngi ng door, the columm, that had been marching directly towards the ridge, was now turning
"Two files!' a voice shouted.
"Two files!' Captain Mrris echoed.
"You heard the officer!' Hakeswill shouted. 'Two files! On the right! Smartly now'
Al'l the running hal f-conpanies now split thenselves into two snaller units, each of tv
The Light Conpany was the last into position. There were a few seconds of shuffling as
"You may | oad, Major Shee!' That was Col onel Wellesley's voice. He had galloped his hc
'Load!' Captain Mrris shouted at Hakeswill.
Sharpe felt suddenly nervous as he dropped the nusket fromhis shoulder to hold it acr

Handl e cartridge!' Sergeant Hakeswi Il shouted, and each nman of the Light Conpany pul

Prime!' Seventy-six men trickled a small pinch of powder fromthe opened cartridges i
'Cast about!' Hakeswill called and seventy-six right hands rel eased their nusket stock
"Draw ranrod!' Hakeswi ||l shouted and Sharpe tugged the ranrod free of the three brass

Ram cartridge!' Hakeswi ||l snapped. Seventy-six nen thrust down, forcing the ball, wac
Return ranrod!' Sharpe tugged the ranrod up, listening to it scrape against the barre
Order arns!' Captain Mrris called and the Li ght Conpany, now with | oaded nuskets, st
"Talion!' Sergeant Major Bywaters's voice called fromthe centre of the line. 'Fix bay
Shar pe dragged the seventeen-inch blade fromits sheatii which hung behind his right F
"More of themthan us,' Garrard nuttered, staring at the eneny. 'The buggers | ook stes
The eneny indeed | ooked steady. The | eading troops had nonentarily paused to allow the
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men stoically endured the punishnent as their officers nade certain that the columm was tight
Sharpe licked his dry lips. So these, he thought, were the Ti ppoo's nen. Fine-I| ooking
"Private Sharpe!' Hakeswill's sudden scream was | oud enough to drown the cheer that tt
"Nothing wong with it," Sharpe protested. He was in the front rank and had to turn ar
Hakeswi | | snatched the nusket and gleefully presented it to Captain Mrris. 'See, sir!

thought, sir! Bastard sold his flint, sir! Sold it to an 'eathen darkie.' Hakeswill's face twi
Morris peered at the flint. "Sell the flint, did you, Private?' he asked in a voice tft
"No, sir.'
"Silence!' Hakeswill screaned into Sharpe's face, spattering himwth spittle. 'Lying
"It is a flogging offence," Morris said with a tone of satisfaction. He was as tall ar
"Nothing wong with that flint, sir,' Sharpe insisted.
Morris held the flint in the palmof his right hand. 'Looks like a chip of stone to ne
"Common grit, sir,' Hakeswill said. 'Common bloody grit, sir, no good to nman or beast.
"Mght 1?" A new voice spoke. Lieutenant WIlIliam Lawford had disnounted to join Mrris

steel. Even in the day's bright sunlight there was an obvi ous spark. 'Seens |like a good flint
Morris gave Hakeswill a furious | ook then turned on his heel and strode back towards t
"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.'

Lawford and Fitzgerald wal ked away as Hakeswill, hunmiliated, thrust the nusket back at
"I''"ll have the | eather as well, Sergeant,' Sharpe said and, once he had the flint's se
Hakeswi | | turned back

You want this, Sergeant?' Sharpe called. He took a chip of stone out of his pocket. He
"Wrth being in the arny to see that,' Garrard said, and all around himnen | aughed tc
'Eyes to your front, lads!' Ensign Fitzgerald called. The Irish Ensign was the younges
Shar pe pushed back into his file. He brought up the nusket, folded the | eather over tt

just a hundred paces away. They were shouting rhythmcally and pausing occasionally to let at
"Cutting it fine, aren't we?' a man conpl ai ned.
"Wait lads, wait,' Sergeant Green said calny
The eneny now filled the | andscape ahead. They cane in a column fornmed of sixty ranks
He coul d see the eneny's faces now. They were dark, with black noustaches and oddly w
"Thirty-third!' Colonel Wllesley's voice called out sharply from beneath the regi nent
Sharpe put his right foot behind his left so that his body half turned to the right, t

it seened as though the whole British line had half turned and the sudden novenent, comng frc
Seven hundred nuskets came up to seven hundred shoul ders. The nuskets were tipped witkt
Arthur Wellesley had waited six years for this nonent. He was twenty-nine years old ar
Col onel Jean @udin sighed, then, for the thousandth tinme in the |ast hour, he fanned t

Qudin's French for the Tippoo's Persian tongue. The Ti ppoo did understand sone French and he
' Col onel ?* The Ti ppoo was a short nman inclined to plunpness, with a noustached face,
"It might be wise, Your Majesty,' Qudin suggested hesitantly, 'if we advanced cannon

A < (N

then the British reginent would be forced to shrink into square and thus deny three quarters c
The Ti ppoo shook his head. 'We shall sweep that scumaway with our infantry, Gudin, tt
"And if it does not please Allah?'" Qudin asked, and suspected that his interpreter woL
'Then we shall fight themfromthe walls of Seringapatam' the Ti ppoo answered, and tL
"If Allah pleases,' GQudin said resignedly. Oficially he was an adviser to the Tippoo,

fighting on his side this afternoon, or else he was so consunmed by his fanmous victory over the
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Qudin slapped at flies again. It was tine, he thought, to go hone. Miuch as he liked Ir
The eneny reginent waited with |l evelled nuskets. The Ti ppoo's nen cheered and charged
Qudi n wonder ed whether his worman in Seringapatam would |ike Provence, or whether Provence woul
For, beneath him the killing had begun
"Fire!' Col onel Wellesley shouted.

Seven hundred nen pulled their triggers and seven hundred flints snapped forward onto
The brass butt of the gun slammed into Sharpe's shoul der. He had ained the weapon at &
'Go on, boys!' Sergeant Green called. 'Steady now Don't run! Wal k!’

'Dam your eagerness!' Ensign Fitzgerald shouted at the conpany. 'Hold your ranks! Thi
The regi nent marched into the nusket snoke which stank like rotting eggs. Lieutenant L
The front rank advanced cl ear of the stinking snoke fog and suddenly there was nodii nc
The seven hundred |l ead balls had converged on the front of the colum to strike hone v

and dying men who withed on the ground. The rearward ranks of the eneny could not advance ove
"On the double! On the double! Don't let themstand!' Col onel Wellesley called.
"G ve thema cheer, boys!' Sergeant Geen called. 'Go for themnow Kill the buggers!’
Shar pe had no thought of deserting now, for now he was about to fight. If there was ar
Sharpe howl ed as he ran. The sepoy battalions were closing up on the left, but there v
The Tippoo's infantry fled. A few, the lucky few, scranbled

back up the ridge, but nost were caught in the open ground between the 33rd and the ridge's sl
Shar pe advanced no farther. Orner nen ran past, scream ng as they pursued the fleeing

of the choking, bubbling sound that the officer was nmaki ng as he died. Sharpe ripped off the y
The man gasped, made a choki ng sound, then his whole body jerked as his heart finally
The cavalry was finishing off the remmants of the Tippoo's infantry. The Ti ppoo hinsel

Sharpe tw sted the bayonet off his nusket, wiped it clean on the dead man's sash, scoc
If only he could decide where it would be safe to run

CHAPTER 2

Sergeant (badi ah Hakeswi || gl anced about to see what his nen were doi ng. Just about a
'See this, Hakeswill?' Fitzgerald, sublinely unaware of Hakeswill's gl owering thoughts
' See what, sir?

'Damed bl ade is nade in Birm nghaml WIIl you credit that? Birm ngham Says so on the
Hakeswi | | dutifully exam ned the | egend on the bl ade, then fingered the sabre's pommel
' Nonsense!' Fitzgerald said cheerfully. 'Best rubies! Bit snall, nmaybe, but | doubt tF
If you did kill him Hakeswill thought sourly as he stunped away fromthe exuberant Er
She was a rare beauty, Mary Bickerstaff. A beauty anbngst a pack of ugly, rancid woner

who had won the brutal lottery that had taken place on the night before the battalion had sai
The wonen spread out anong the dead and dyi ng Mysore-ans. |If anything they were even r

the air so that they choked slowy as their piss-soaked legs jerked in the death dance of the
A groan sounded near Hakeswill and the Sergeant snapped out of his reverie to see a ti
The man blinked slowy, then said sonething in his own | anguage.
I"I'l let you live, you bugger,' Hakeswi |l prom sed, |leering at the wounded man. 'Not t
The man nust have understood for his hand fluttered weakly towards his chest.
' Good boy, now,' Hakeswill said, smling again, then his face jerked in its involuntar
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sonme coins to his chest with a cotton sash. He undid the sash and pocketed t he handful of copr
He saw Sharpe kneeling beside a body and hurried across. 'Got a sword there, Sharpie?'
"I killed the man, Sergeant.' Sharpe | ooked up
"Doesn't bleeding matter, does it, lad? You ain't pernmitted to carry a sword. O ficer'
Shar pe edged away fromthe sword and stood up. 'I ain't got a quarrel with you, Serges
'But you do, boy, you do.' Hakeswill grimaced as his face went into spasm 'And you kr
Shar pe backed away fromthe sword. T ain't got a quarrel with you,' he repeated stubbc
"I think our quarrel is called Ms Bickerstaff,' Hakeswill said, and grinned when Shar

"Mster Lawmford ain't nothing to ne,' Sharpe said.

'That's what you say, but ny eyes tell different.' Hakeswill giggled. 'Sweet on each c
'She ain't your business,' Sharpe said.

"Ain't ny business! Ch, listen to it!' Hakeswill sneered, then prodded the sword forwe
' Sergeant Bickerstaff's dead,' Sharpe protested.

'So she needs a man!' Hakeswill said. 'And a sergeant's wi dow doesn't get rogered by &
' She can choose who she wants,' Sharpe insisted.

' Choose, Sharpi e? Choose?' Hakeswill |aughed. 'Wnen don't choose, you soft bugger. W
Sharpe swore usel essly at Hakeswill's back, then turned as

a wonan hailed himfromanong the heaped bodi es that had been the | eading ranks of the Ti ppoo'
He wal ked towards her and, as ever, was struck by the beauty of the girl. She had bl ac
" You. '
She spat, then crouched again to the body she was searching. 'He can't touch you, Rict
"The arny's not like that. And you knowit.'
"You've just got to be clever,' Mary insisted. She was a soldier's daughter who had gr

Shar pe | aughed. 'Me? A sergeant? That'll be the day, lass. | made corporal once, but t
"You can be a sergeant,' she insisted, 'and you should be a sergeant. And Hakeswi Il cc
Sharpe shrugged. 'It ain't ne he wants to touch, |ass, but you.'

Mary had been cutting a tiger-striped tunic froma dead nman, but now she paused and | c
"Married!' Sharpe said, flustered by the word.

Mary stood. Tt ain't easy being a widow in the arny, R chard. Every nan reckons you're
"Aye, | know it's hard,' Sharpe said, frowning. He stared at her as he thought about t
'"Me too.' She smiled and, awkwardly, Sharpe smiled back. For a nonment neither had anyt

handed Sharpe a red stone, half the size of a hen's egg. 'You reckon it's a ruby?" Mary asked

Sharpe tossed the stone up and down. 'I reckon it's glass, lass,' he said gently, 'jus
"I''"ll nore than watch you, Dick Sharpe,' she said happily and put her arminto his. Se
Wil e on the edges of the killing place, where the | ooted and naked bodies lay scatter

The allied armes canped a quarter of a nile short of the place where the dead lay. Tt
The conmon sol diers had no tents. They would sl eep on the ground close to their fires,

the throat-burning skins of arrack which could make a man drunk even faster than rum Sone of

Captain Morris expected to visit the fanous green tents of Naig, the bhinjani e whose s
"Anyt hing | should know?'
"Not a thing, sir. Just like last week's, sir. Ensign Hicks nade up the roster, sir. /
"You nean he does what you tell himto do?" Morris asked drily.
"Learning his trade, sir, learning his trade, just like a good little ensign should. L
Morris ignored the sly reference to Fitzgerald and instead dipped his quill in ink anc
' They needs the practice, sir.'
"And you need your sl eep, Sergeant?
" Puni shnent book, sir,' Hakeswill said, offering the |eather-bound | edger and taking &
Morris |l eafed through the book. 'No floggings this week?
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"WIIl be soon, sir, will be soon.'

"Private Sharpe escaped you today, eh?" Mrris laughed. 'Losing your touch, OCbadiah.'
"I ain't losing nothing, sir,' Hakeswill answered equably. 'If the rat don't die first
"Are we done?' Morris asked when he had signed the sick report, but then a tactful coL
'Busy, Charles? Lawford asked Morris.

"Always pleased to see you, Wlliam' Mrris said sarcastically, 'but | was about to ¢
"There's a soldier to see you,' Lawford explained. 'Man's got a request, sir.'

Morris sighed as though he was too busy to be bothered with such trifles, but then he
"Private Sharpe, sir.'

" Tr oubl emeker, sir,' Hakeswill put in.

'"He's a good nan,' Lawford insisted hotly, but then decided his snmall experience of tF
"Let himin,' Mrris said. He sipped froma tin nug of arrack whil e Sharpe negoti at ed

stood to attention beneath the ridge pole. 'Hat off, boy!' Hakeswill snapped. 'Don't you know

t hi ng,

Shar pe snatched of f his shako.

"Wl 1l ?" Mrris asked.

For a second it seened that Sharpe did not know what to say, but then he cleared his ¢
Morris grinned. 'Marry! Found yourself a bibbi, have you?' He sipped nore arrack, ther
"Full conplenent, sir! No roomfor nore, sir! Full up, sir. Not a vacancy to be had. £
"This girl's on the conplenent,' Lieutenant Lawford intervened. 'She's Sergeant Bicker
Morris stared up at Sharpe. 'Bickerstaff,' he said vaguely as though the nane was stre
"Yes, sir,' Hakeswi Il answered.

"Didn't know the man was even narried,' Mrris said. 'Oficial wife, was she?

"Very official, sir,' Hakeswill answered. 'On the conpany strength, sir. Colonel's sig
Morris sniffed and | ooked up at Sharpe again. 'Wiy on earth do you want to marry, Shar
Shar pe | ooked enbarrassed. 'Just do, sir,' he said |anely.

"Can't say | disapprove of nmarriage,' Mrris said. 'Steadies a nman does narriage, but

"Very good advice, sir,' Hakeswill said, his face twitching. 'Wrds of wi sdom sir. St
"Mary Bickerstaff is a good wonman, sir,' Lieutenant Lawford said. The Lieutenant, whor
Morris cut a cigar and lit it fromthe guttering candl e that burned on his canp table.
"Hal f bibbi and half Christian, sir,' Hakeswill said, 'but she had a good man for her
Morris offered Hakeswill a cynical glance. 'Don't be absurd, Sergeant. Most arny w dov
"But Jem Bickerstaff was a friend of mine, sir,' Hakeswill said, sniffing again and ev
'He bl oody hated you!' Sharpe could not resist the words.

"Quiet in front of an officer!' Hakeswi Il shouted. 'Speak when you're spoken to, boy,
Morris frowned as though Hakeswill's | oud voice was giving hima headache. Then he | oc
Shar pe hesitated, wondering whether he should thank the Captain for the |aconic words,

Hakeswi || was bawling in his ear. 'About turn! Smartly now Hat on! Quick march! One tv
Morris waited till Sharpe was gone, then | ooked up at Lawford. 'Nothing nore, Lieutene
Lawford guessed that he too was dismissed. 'You will talk to Major Shee, Charles? he
"I just said so, didn't I?" Mrris glared up at the Lieutenant.

Lawford hesitated, then nodded. ' Good night, sir,' he said and ducked under the nuslir
Morris waited until he was certain that both men were out of earshot. 'Now what do we
"Tell the silly bugger that Major Shee refused permission, sir.'

"And WIllie Lawford will talk to the Major and find that he didn't. O else he'll go s
Hakeswi I | sat on a stool opposite the canp table. He scratched his head, glanced into
Morris | ooked dubious. 'The girl will only find herself another protector,' he said. '
"What ne, sir? No, sir. Not at all, sir. I'll have the girl, sir, just you watch, and
Morris stood, pulled on his jacket and picked up his hat and sword. 'You think |I'd she
"Pox, sir? Me, sir?" Hakeswill stood. 'Not me, sir. Cean as

a whistle, | am sir. Cured, sir. Mercury.' H's face twitched. 'Ask the surgeon, sir, he'll te
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and t he

Morris hesitated, thinking of Mary Bickerstaff. He thought a great deal about Mary Bic
'"So when will you free Ms Bickerstaff of Sharpe? Mrris asked, buckling his sword be
"Tonight, sir. Wth your help. You'll be back here by nidnight, | dare say?

"I mght.'

"If you are, sir, we'll do him Tonight, sir.'

Morris clapped the cocked hat on his head, nade sure his purse was in his coat-tail pc
"Sir!' Hakeswill stood to attention for a full ten seconds after the Captain was gone,
Ni neteen nmiles to the south lay a tenple. It was an ancient place, deep in the country
The tenple was surrounded by a wall through which one gate | ed, though the wall was nc
But this night, the night after battle, a nan entered the tenple. He was tall and thir

godly |l essons that had been whipped into his young, earnest soul had never been forgot
His soul was old in experience, but even so it was offended by the idols that reflecte
He wore the red coat and the tartan kilt of the King's Scotch Brigade, a Highland reg

It was his search for that particular answer that had brought Col onel MCandless to tt
He clinbed the steps to the central shrine, passed between its vast, squat pillars anc
"If you were not in that uniform' a voice said a few nonents later, 'I would think yc
' The uni formdoes not disqualify nme fromprayer, any nore than does your uniform' the
The man who faced McCandl ess was younger than the Scot, but every inch as tall and |ec

years before, he had been an officer in one of MCandl ess's sepoy battalions and it was that c

"Still alive, and a full colonel now,' MCandl ess answered in the sane tongue. ' Shal
Appah Rao grunted, then sat opposite MCandl ess. Behind him beyond the sunken courtye
The Tippoo's General was dressed in his naster's tiger-striped tunic, but over it he v
"I was,' MCandl ess said. Malavelly was the nearest village to where the batde had bee
'So you know what happened?’

"I know the Tippoo sacrificed hundreds of your people,’ MCandl ess said. 'Your people

Appah Rao dismissed the distinction. ' The people follow him'

' Because they have no choice. They follow, but do they |ove hin®

' Sonme do,' Appah Rao answered. 'But what does it matter? Wiay should a ruler want his r
McCandl ess smiled, tacitly yielding the argunent which was not inportant. He did not F
"I have a gift,' MCandl ess said, changing the subject, 'for your Rajah.’

"He is in need of gifts.'

"Then this cones with our nost hunble duty and high respect.' MCandl ess took a | eat he

it. 'Tell your Rajah,' MCandless said, '"that it is our desire to place himback on his throne

"And who will stand behind his throne?" Appah Rao denmanded. 'Men in red coats?'

"You will,' MCandless said, 'as your famly always did."'

"And you?' the General asked. 'Wat do you want?

"To trade. That is the Conpany's business: trade. Wiy should we becone rul ers?

Appah Rao sneered. 'Because you always do. You cone as nerchants, but you bring guns ¢
"W cone to trade,' MCandl ess insisted equably. 'And what would you prefer, General ?
And that, MCandl ess knew, was the question that had brought Appah Rao to this tenple
Appah Rao had not answered the Scotsnman's question, so McCandl ess phrased it different
"There are others,' Appah Rao said evasively.

"And the rest?

Appah Rao paused. 'Fed to his tigers,' he eventually adm tted.

" And soon, GCeneral,' MCandl ess said softly, '"there will be no nore Hindu officers in
Appah Rao shrugged. 'There are already Frenchnen in Seringapatam They demand not hi ng
9



"Yet,' MCandl ess said omnously. "But let ne tell you what stirs in the wide world, C
"No.

"Then let me translate for you. One of our agents copied the letter before it was sent
"I believe you,' Appah Rao said, ignoring the proffered letter. 'But why should |I fear
' Because Bonaparte's ally is the Tippoo and Bonaparte's anbition is to take away the C

shi p. Bonaparte needs allies in this land, and wi thout Mysore he will have none.'
Appah Rao frowned. 'This Bonaparte, he is a MislinP'
'"He's friendly to Muslins, but he has no religion that we know of
"If he's friendly to Muslins,' Appah Rao observed, 'why should he not be friendly to
'Because it is to the Muslins that he |ooks for allies. He will reward them
Appah Rao shifted on the hard floor. 'Wiy should we not let this Bonaparte conme and de
' Because then he will have made the Tippoo all powerful, and after that, General, how
"And you will restore the Wdeyars?
"I promise it.'
Appah Rao | ooked past MCandl ess, gazing up at the small light reflecting off the sere
"A mistake,' MCandless adnmitted candidly. 'W thought he could be trusted to keep his

bitten by a snake once does not let the snake live a second tine.'
Appah Rao brooded for a while. Bats flickered in the courtyard. The two nen in the gat
Appah Rao finally shook his head, then raised an arm and beckoned. One of the two nen
McCandl ess | ooked into Kunwar Singh's eyes. 'Do your job well, ny friend. Your naster
Kunwar Singh snmiled and then, at a signal from Appah Rao, he took a roll of paper fron
McCandl ess | eaned forward. The scroll was a map and it showed the big island in the Ri

sunmer pal ace and the nausol eum where the fearsone Hyder Ali was entonbed.
Appah Rao drew a knife fromhis belt. He tapped the island's northern bank where it fr
"W have cannon too,' MCandl ess said.
Appah Rao ignored the coment. |Instead he tapped the knife against the western ranpart

Appah Rao shrugged. 'Hundreds of pounds of powder, MCandl ess, just waiting for you. /
'So we nust attack anywhere but in the west?

" Anywhere but fromthe west,' Appah Rao said. 'The new inner wall' - he denopnstrated c
"I never expected you to,' MCandl ess said. 'You have ny thanks, General."

"I don't want your thanks. | want ny Rajah back. That is why | canme. And if you di sapr
Tm a Scot.'

"But you would still be ny eneny,' Appah Rao said, then turned away, but paused and Ic
"I ' will tell General Harris.'

"Then | shall |look to see you in Seringapatam' Appah Rao said heavily.

'"Me and thousands of others,' MCandl ess said.

' Thousands!' Appah Rao's tone nocked the claim 'You may have thousands, Col onel, but

McCandl ess burned the copy of Bonaparte's letter, waited another hal f-hour and then, &
Few nen of the 33rd slept that night for the excitenent of fighting and beating the Ti
Mary Bickerstaff sat with Sharpe and listened patiently to the tales. She was accuston
" Not hing, |ass.'

"Are you worried about Captain Morris?

"If he says no, we just ask Major Shee,' Sharpe said with a confidence he did not enti

tenporarily appointed as one of the arny's two deputy conmanders and had thus shrugged off al
'So what's worrying you?'
"I told you. Nothing.'
"You're mles away, Richard.'
He hesitated. 'Wsh | was.'
10



Mary tightened the grip of her hand on his fingers, then | owered her voice to sonethir
He | eaned away fromthe fire, trying to make a snall private space where they could te
"Don't do it!'" Mary said fiercely, but laying a hand on his cheek as she spoke. Sone c
"Not if we run far enough.'

'"We?' she asked cauti ously.

Td want you, |ass.'

Mary took hold of one of his hands and squeezed it. 'Listen,' she hissed. 'Wrk to bec
Sharpe snmiled and traced a finger down her cheek. 'You' re mad, Mary. | |ove you, but vy

"l can teach you,' Mary said.

Sharpe gl anced at her with sone surprise. He had never known she could read and t he kr
"But you can be a sergeant,' Mary insisted, 'and a good one. But don't run, |ove. What
"I's that the | ovebirds? Sergeant Hakeswi |l's nocking voice cut through their converss
Sharpe and Mary sat up and disentangled their fingers as the Sergeant stal ked through
"I can marry?' Sharpe asked eagerly.

Hakeswi I | threw a sly gl ance over his shoulder as he | ed Sharpe towards the picketed
Sharpe felt his hopes crunbling. At that nonent he hated Hakeswill nobre than ever, but
"Il tell you why, Sharpie,' Hakeswill said. 'And stand still, boy! Wen a sergeant c

still! '"Tenshun! That's better, lad. Bit of respect, like what is proper to show to a sergeant
"I'"ve heard of him' Sharpe said.
' Fat bugger, Sharpie, he is. Fat and rich. Rides a hel ephant, he does, and he's got a

the Indian officers! Naig tells ne they'll pay a nonth's wages for a white. You follow ng ne,
Sharpe said nothing. It had taken all his self discipline not to hit the Sergeant, anc
"I''l'l find a place and tine,' Sharpe said angrily.
"Place and tine! Listen to him' Hakeswi |l chuckl ed, then began paci ng around Sharpe c
"Mary stays with ne, Sarge,' Sharpe said stubbornly, 'narried or not.'
' Ch, Sharpie, dear ne. You don't understand, do you? You didn't hear ne, boy, did you~

was kicked by a horse in the night? You can try, Sharpie, but you're not nan enough, are you?
"Hit you, Sergeant,' Sharpe said, 'and be put on a flogging charge? |I'mnot daft.'
Hakeswi | | nmade an el aborate charade of |looking right and left. "Ain't no one here but
Sharpe resisted the urge to lash out at his persecutor. 'I'mnot daft,' he said again,
"But you are, boy. Daft as a bucket. Don't you understand? |I'moffering you the sol die€
"I"'mnot falling for your tricks, Sergeant,' Sharpe said.
"There ain't no trick, boy,' Hakeswill said hoarsely. He stepped two paces away from S

Li eutenant Lawford's |lily-boy. Maybe that's why you ain't got the guts to fight for your Mary!
The last insult provoked Sharpe to hit Hakeswill. He did it hard and fast. He sl amed
"Quard!' the voice called. 'Guard!"

"Jesus!' Sharpe let go of his eneny, turned and saw Captain Mrris standing just beyor
Hakeswi | | had sunk onto the ground, but now haul ed hinself upright on the staff of his
"Don't worry, Sergeant, Hicks and | both sawit,' Mrris said. 'Cane to check on the t
"Yes, sir,' Hicks said. He was a snall young man, very officious, who woul d never cont
"Quard!" Morris shouted. 'Here! Now'

Bl ood was pouring down Hakeswill's face, but the Sergeant managed a grin. 'Got you, St
"You bastard,' Sharpe said softly, and wondered if he should run. He wondered if he w

hanmer being cocked stilled Sharpe's tiny inpulse to flee.
A panting Sergeant Green arrived with four nmen of the guard and Morris pushed the hors
'"dadly, sir," Hcks agreed. The Ensign was slurring his words, betraying that he had
Morris | ooked at Sharpe. 'It's a court nartial offence, Sharpe,' the Captain said, the
"Sir!' Green said, stepping forward. 'Cone on, Sharpie.'
11



"I didn't do nothing, Sergeant,' Sharpe protested.

"Conme on, lad. It'll sort itself out,' Green said quietly, then he took Sharpe's el bov
Morris waited until the prisoner and his escort had gone, then grinned at Hakeswill. '
"He's a devil, that one, sir, a devil. Broke ny nose, he did.' Hakeswill gingerly trie

"Tonight?" Morris could not keep the eagerness from his voice.
"Not tonight, sir,' Hakeswill said in a tone that suggested the Captain had nade a foc
Morris flinched as Hakeswill tried to straighten his nose

again. "You'd better see Mster Mcklewhite, Hakeswill.'
"No, sir. Don't believe in doctors, sir, except for the pox. I'll strap it up, sir, ar
Morris found Hakeswill's intinmate tone unseemy, and stepped stiffly back. 'Then 1"l
' Thank you kindly, sir, and the sane to you, sir. And sweet dreans too, sir.' Hakesw |
For Sharpi e was done.

CHAPTER 3

Col onel McCandl ess woke as the dawn touched the world's rimwith a streak of fire. The
"They're all hot,' MCandl ess answered. 'Haven't had a cold day since | cane here.' He

if he could ever live in Scotland again. He certainly would not live in England, not in Hanpst
The seven nen unpi cketed the horses and haul ed thenselves into their worn saddl es. The
For this was the kinngdom of Mysore, high on the southern Indian plateau, and as far as

McCandl ess coul d see six pillars of snoke show ng where the Ti ppoo's caval ry had burne
He threaded his horse through a grove of cork trees, glad of the shade cast by the dee

beyond them a bare hill crest. MCandl ess watched that enpty crest for a few mnutes and then
The people working the rice immediately fled towards their hones and McCandl ess swer Ve
It was then that MCandl ess saw the flash of light in the nango trees.
He instinctively dragged his horse around to face the rising sun and pricked back his
One of the pursuing horsenen fired a shot that echoed through the valley. The bullet v

over the crest he reckoned there was a good chance he could outrun his pursuers.
Coats scattered fromhis path as he spurred the mare over the ridge's skyline. One gle
There nust have been fifty or sixty horsenen racing towards the Scotsnan and, even as
One bullet struck the mare. It was a fortunate shot, fired

at the gallop, and ninety-nine tinmes out of a hundred such a shot would have flown yards wi de,
"You fools!" MCandl ess shouted after them Brave fools, but fools. He was bruised, bt
The Havildar's small group rode full tilt into the eneny's pursuit. That eneny had bee

now | ooked back to see his nmen fighting desperately anong a mlling group of eneny horsenen. }
The Havil dar was caught between his duty to his nen and his duty to obey McCandl ess's
McCandl ess threw down his pistol and carbine, drew his heavy claynore and wal ked t owar

The officer said nothing, just held his hand out, his eyes steady on MCandl ess. The ¢
'"Do you speak English?" MCandl ess asked in that tongue, deternmned to hide his know €
The officer shrugged. He | ooked at the old claynore then slid it into his sash. H's nx
Whil e behind himthe vultures circled and at last, sure that nothing |ived where the c

It took two days to convene the court nmartial. The army could not spare the tine in it
12



t hat he

justice.

Maj or John Shee was irritable. The Major was irritable at the best of times, but the r

did the job badly and that suspicion had given rise to a haunting fear of nutiny, and
Captain Fillnore, commander of the fourth conpany, spoke for Lawford. 'He was sunmpnec
Shee frowned at Fillnore. 'He knew he was supposed to be here?

"Indeed, sir. But the General insisted.'

"And we're just supposed to twi ddle our thunbs while he takes tea with the General ?' £
Captain Fillnore glanced through the tent's open side as if he hoped to see Lawford ht
' Doubt ?' Shee snapped. "What doubt is diere? He struck a sergeant, he was seen doing
Fill nore shrugged. 'Ensign Fitzgerald would also like to say sonething.'

Shee glared at Fitzgerald. 'Not nmuch to say, Ensign, | trust?

"Whatever it might take, sir, to prevent a mscarriage of

Fitzgeral d, young and confident, stood and smled at his comandi ng officer and fel
"Captain Mrris says not,' Shee insisted, 'and so does Ensign Hicks.'

"l cannot contradict the Captain, sir,' Fitzgerald said blandly, 'but | was drinking v
Shee | ooked dangerously belligerent. 'Are you accusing a fellow officer of being under
Fitzgeral d reckoned that nost of the 33rd's ness was ever under the influence of arrac
' Doubt ?' Shee spat. 'There is no doubt! Open and shut!' He gestured at Sharpe who stoc
"I do, sir,' Fitzgerald declared forcibly. 'Indeed | do.'

Sergeant Hakeswill's face twitched. He watched Fitzgerald with |oathing. Major Shee st
Captain Fillnore tried one last tine. Fillnore doubted the evidence of Mrris and Hick

"What can Lawford say, in the nane of God?' Shee denanded. There was a flask of arrack
"This afternoon's as good a tine as any, sir,' Bywaters answered stolidly. He had expe
Shee nodded. 'Parade the battalion in two hours. These proceedi ngs are over.' He gave
Shar pe was kept under guard. His sentinels were not nen fromhis own battalion, but si

Sharpe was sitting with his back agai nst the boxes. He shrugged. 'I've been whi pped be
"Not in the arny, lad, not in the arnmy. Here.' Green held out a canteen. 'It's rum'
Shar pe uncorked the canteen and drank a good slug of the liquor. 'l didn't do nothing
' Maybe, maybe not,' Green said, 'but the nore you drink the less you'll feel. Finish

" Tonki ns says you don't feel a danmm thing after the first thirty,' Sharpe said.

"I hope he's right, lad, | hope he's right, but you drink that rum anyway.' G een took
Sharpe tipped the canteen again. 'And where was M ster Lawford?' he asked bitterly.
"You heard, son. He was called off to see the General.' Geen hesitated. 'But what cot
Shar pe | eaned his head agai nst the box-built wall. 'He could have said that Murris is
"No, he couldn't say that, lad, and you knowit.' Geen filled a clay pipe w th tobacc
Sharpe gave a sullen grimace. 'You know what Hakeswill told ne? That he was going to s
Geen frowed. 'He won't, lad. He won't.'

"And how will you stop hin?' Sharpe asked bitterly.

' She's being | ooked after now,' Green reassured him 'The |ads are naking sure of that

"But for how |l ong?' Sharpe asked. He drank nore of the rum which seened to be having r

"I tell you she'll be all right,' Green insisted.

"You don't know Hakeswill,' Sharpe said

"Ch, but | do, lad, | do,' Geen said feelingly, then paused. For a second or two he
"That's what | thought.'

Green drew on the pipe. 'If the worst does happen, Sharpie . ' he said, then stoppec
" Aye?' Sharpe pronpted him

"Not that it will, of course,' Geen said hurriedly. "Billy N xon survived a coupl e of
"But if the worst does happen?' Sharpe rem nded the Sergeant.

"Well,' Green said, colouring, but then at |ast he sumobned the courage to say what he
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Shar pe al nost | aughed, but then the thought of two thousand | ashes choked off even the
"Did you hear ne, Sharpie? Sergeant Green interrupted Sharpe's gl oony thoughts.

"I heard you, Sergeant,' Sharpe said.

"So would you mind? If | asked her?

'Have you asked her already?' Sharpe said accusingly.

"No!' Green said hastily. "Wuldn't be right! Not while you're still, well, you know.'
"Alive,' Sharpe said bitterly.

"It's only if the worst happens.' Green tried to sound optimstic. "Which it won't.'
"You won't need ny perm ssion when |I'm dead, Sergeant.'

"No, but if I can tell Mary you wanted her to accept ne, then it'd help. Don't you see
'Hakeswi || m ght stop you narrying her.'

Green nodded. 'Aye, he mght, but I can't see how Not if we tie the knot quick. 1"l

fair with nme. Ask himtoni ght, see? But only if the worst happens.'
"But you need a chaplain,' Sharpe warned the Sergeant. The 33rd's own chapl ain had cor
'"The lads in the A d Dozen tell ne they've got a God-walloper,’ G een said, gesturing
Shar pe shrugged. 'Ask her, Sergeant,' he said, 'ask her.' What el se could he say? And

"CF course | will, Sharpie. Hope for the best, eh? Never say die.'
Shar pe drained the canteen. 'There's a couple of things in ny pack, Sergeant. A good r
"OF course | will,'" Geen said, carefully hiding the fact that Hakeswi ||l had al ready r

"And sone dark night, Sergeant, give bloody Hakeswill a kicking for ne.'
Green nodded. 'Be a pleasure, Sharpie. Be a pleasure.' He knocked the ashes of his pir
The preparations for Sharpe's flogging had all been made. Not that they were nany, but

whol e thing stood two feet higher than a tall man. The three hal berd butts were sunk into the
Sergeant Hakeswi || personally selected two of the 33rd's drummer boys. The drunmer boy
Hakeswi | | coiled the two whi ps and hung themon the hal berd that was nounted crossw se

"No, sir. Cured, sir. Thanks to your worship's skill, sir. Clean as a whistle | am si
M ckl ewhite swore as the knot in the damed stock | oosened. He did not |ike Hakesw ||,
' Mpj or Shee asked ne to say a word, sir.'

"Couldn't speak to ne hinsel f?

"You know the Major, sir. No doubt he's thirsty. A hot day.' Hakeswill's face quiverec
'What about hinP'

"Troubl emaker, sir. Known for it. Athief, aliar and a cheat.'

'"So he's a redcoat. So?

'So Major Shee ain't keen to see himback anong the living, sir, if you follow ny near
' Thank you, sir.'

M ckl ewhite tugged the silk stock tight, then waved Hakes-will off. He pulled on his ¢

man was restored to health, it was only so he could be strapped to the triangle to be given tt
The 33rd paraded under the afternoon's burning sun. Four conpanies faced the tripod, v
"Sir!' Bywaters acknow edged, then turned and bell owed for the prisoner to be fetched.
Sharpe was brought to the triangle. He was bareheaded and already stripped to the wais

back were as white as his powdered hair and contrasted oddly with his darkly tanned face. He v
"Arms up, lad,' the Sergeant Major said quietly. 'Stand against the triangle. Feet aps
Shar pe obediently stepped up to the triangular face of the tripod. Two corporals knelt
The Sergeant Major went to the back of the triangle and brought fromhis pouch a fol de
Shar pe nodded.

Bywat ers stepped smartly back and cane to attention. 'Prisoner ready for punishnment, s

The Major |ooked to the surgeon. 'Is the prisoner fit for punishnment, Mster M ckl ewhi

M ckl ewhite did not even give Sharpe a glance. 'Hale and fit, sir.'

"Then carry on, Sergeant Major.'

"Right, boys,' the Sergeant Major said, 'do your duty! Lay it on hard now, and keep tF
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A third drummer boy was standing behind the floggers. He lifted his sticks, paused, tt
The boy to the right brought his whip hard down on Sharpe's back

"One!' Bywaters shout ed.

The whip had left a red mark across Sharpe's shoul der bl ades. Sharpe had flinched, but
"Two!' Bywaters called and the drummer brought down his stick as the second boy plante
Hakeswi | |'s face twi tched uncontrollably, but he was smiling under the rictus. For the

Col onel McCandl ess stood alone in the centre of the courtyard of the Ti ppoo's |Inner Pe
The courtyard was covered with sand, its lower walls were of dressed stone, but above

enough Arabic to guess that the witing incised above each arch was a surah fromthe Koran. Tt

McCandl ess was right. Colonel Gudin and the Ti ppoo were both staring down through the
"Yes, sir,' @Qudin replied through the interpreter

"You believe hin?' It was plain fromhis tone that the Ti ppoo was sceptical

Qudi n shrugged. 'Their horses are thin.'

The Ti ppoo grunted. He had done his best to deny the advanci ng eneny any food, but the

oxen were especially ill fed, so it was not unlikely that this British officer had been searct

'Scouting, maybe,' Qudin said, 'but not spying. Spies do not ride in uniform Your Mj
The Ti ppoo grunted when the answer was translated into Persian. He was a naturally sus
Appah Rao knew exactly who Col onel Ross truly was, and what MCandl ess had been | ookir
'So you don't consider hima spy?

'Spy or not,' Appah Rao said coldly, '"he is your eneny.'

The Ti ppoo shrugged at the evasive answer. H's good sense suggested that the prisoner

"Kill him' one of the Tippoo's Mislimgenerals suggested.

"I shall think about it,' the Tippoo said, and turned back through one of the bal cony
The Tippoo did not spare the gorgeous throne a glance. He had ordered the throne nade,

bright day the tiger throne would stay enpty. The Ti ppoo had made his oath, and the oath neant

cane at

Maj est Yy,

So the British nust go, and if their destruction nmeant an alliance with the French, tt
For it was here, on his island capital, that the Ti ppoo expected to defeat the Britiskt

the southern or eastern walls, he was still ready for them He had thousands of cannor
He wal ked past the throne to stare at his favourite tiger. This one was a |lifesize noc
The Tippoo finally let the tiger organ fall silent. 'l suspect the man is a spy,' he s

"Then kill him' Appah Rao said.

"A failed spy,' the Tippoo said. 'You say he is a Scot?' he asked CGudin.

"I ndeed, Your Majesty.'

'"Not English, then?

"No, sire.'

The Ti ppoo shrugged at the distinction. 'Wiatever his tribe, he is an old nan, but is
The question was directed at Col onel Gudin who, once it was translated, stiffened. 'He

so he does not deserve death.' Gudin would have liked to add that it woul d be uncivi

"He is here, is he not?" the Tippoo denanded. 'Does that not deserve death? This is nc
"Kill him Your Majesty,' @Qudin warned, 'and the British will show no nercy on any pri
"I amfull of nercy,' the Tippoo said, and nostly that was true. There was a tine for
Qut side, cheated of their prey, the tigers slunk back to the courtyard' s shadows. One
VWhile up in the Inner Palace, with his back to the canopied throne of gold, Colonel Je

Sharpe had not neant to cry out. Before the punishnment had begun he had been determ ne
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he had involuntarily shuddered. Since then he had closed his eyes and bitten down on the leatt
'One hundred and twenty-three!' Bywaters shouted hoarsely.
The drummer boys' arns were tiring, but they still knew better than to slacken their e
'One hundred and twenty-four,' Bywaters called, and it was then, through the silent sc
'"One hundred and thirty-six,' Bywaters shouted and the drumer boy beat his instrunent
Bl ood had run down Sharpe's back and stai ned the weave of his white trousers past his
'"One hundred and forty. Keep it high, boy, keep it high! Not on the kidneys,' Bywaters

drumer boys, not bothering to keep the disapproval from his voice.
The floggi ng went on. Hakeswill watched it with delight, but nost of the nmen stared ir
'One hundred and sixty-nine!' Bywaters shouted, then saw a gl eam of white under a | ast
M ckl ewhite waved a fly away fromhis face and stared up at a snall cloud that was dri
'One hundred and seventy-four,' Bywaters shouted, trying to i nbue the bare nunbers wit
Shar pe was scarcely conscious now. The pain was beyond bearing. It was as if he was be
"Two hundred and one,' Bywaters called, and wondered if he dared take a sip of water f

"Stop!' a voice shouted

"Two hundred and two.'

"Stop!' the voice shouted again, and this time it was as if the whole battalion had be
Col onel Arthur Wellesley had ridden up to the tripod. For a nonent Shee and his aides
"Yes, sir.' Shee was nervous, wondering if he had made sonme terrible mstake. 'At once
"I dislike stopping a well-deserved puni shnent,' Wellesley said | oudly enough for al
"CGeneral Harris, sir? Major Shee asked in astonishnent. General Harris was the commar
"Then do it!' Wl lesley snapped. The Colonel was a thin

young nan with a narrow face, hard eyes and a proninently beaked nose. Many ol der nen resentec
Vel | esl ey nudged his horse forward and stared down as the prisoner's bonds were cut |c
Shar pe | ooked up, blinked, then made a guttural noise. Bywaters ran forward and workec
"Private Sharpe?" Wellesley's disdainful voice repeated.
Sharpe forced his head up. 'Sir?" The word cane out as a croak. 'Sir,' he tried again
Wellesley's face twitched with distaste for what he was doing. 'You're to be fetched t
Sharpe blinked up at Wllesley. H s head was spinning and the pain in his body was vyi

"You heard the Col onel, boy,' Bywaters pronpted Shar pe.

"Yes, sir,' Sharpe managed to answer Wl esley.

Wl |l esley turned to Mcklewhite. 'Bandage him Mster Mcklewhite. Put a salve on his
"Wthin an hour!' the surgeon said in disbelief, then saw the anger on his young Col or
"And give himclean clothes,’ Wllesley ordered the Sergeant Mjor before giving Sharg
The | ast of the ropes holding Sharpe to the tripod were cut away. Shee and the officer
Shar pe shook his head. 'I'mall right, Sergeant Major,' he said. He was not, but he w
A cheer sounded in the Light Conpany.

"Quiet!' Captain Mrris snapped. 'Take nanmes, Sergeant Hakeswill!'

' Take nanes, sir! Yes, sirl'

Shar pe staggered twice and al nost fell, but he forced hinself to stand upright and the

but he had recovered nost of his wits and the | ook he gave the surgeon al nost nade M ckl ewhite
"Conme with nme, Private,' M cklewhite said.
"Help him Help him' Bywaters snapped at the drunmer boys and the two sweating | ads c
Sharpe hal f wal ked and was half carried away. Mijor Shee took off his hat, scratched t
"No, sir.'
Shee paused. It was all so irregular.
"Disnmiss the battalion, sir? Bywaters suggested.
Shee nodded, glad to have been given sone gui dance. 'Dismiss them Sergeant Mjor.'
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"Yes, sir.'
Shar pe had survived

CHAPTER 4

It seenmed airless inside General Harris's tent. It was a large tent, as big as a paris
Four nen waited inside the tent. The youngest and nost nervous was WIIliam Lawford whc
Qpposite Lawford, and utterly ignoring the younger nan, sat his Colonel, Arthur Wl es
CGeneral Harris, the arny's commander, sat behind a |long table that was spread with maf

practical ability, and both were qualities he recognized in his younger deputy, Col onel Wl es
The fourth man in the tent refused to sit, but instead strode up and down between the

not give a tinker's dam whet her Col onel Arthur bl oody Wellesley approved or not. Baird dislik

"Not true, Baird,' Harris had answered nmildly. 'Wllesley has ability."'

"Ability, nmy arse. He's got fanmily!' Baird spat.

"W all have famly.'

"Not prinking English popinjay fanilies with too nuch bl oody noney.'
He was born in Ireland.'
Poor bl oody Ireland, then, but he ain't Irish, Harris, and you know it. The man doesr
Sonme, quite a few, a good nunber, to tell the truth,' Harris, a fair-mnded nman, had
Experience is,' Baird had growed. 'Hell, nman, you and | have seen sone service! W'\
"He will still nmake a very good second-in-conmmand, and that's all that matters,' Harri
That hatred went back to the years Baird had spent in the

dungeons of the Tippoo Sultan in Seringapatam Seventeen years before, in battle against the T
It was the nenory of that ordeal and the know edge that his fell ow Scotsman, MCandl es
Baird had no doubts about MCandl ess's worth. MCandl ess al one knew the identities of

who had persuaded Lawford to enter Seringapatamin an effort to free McCandl ess, and Baird whc
Harris had sighed. He led two armes, fifty thousand nmen, and all but five thousand of
"W can't send a bl ackanmpor,' Baird had insisted. 'They'|ll take nobney fromus, then gc
'But why send this young nan Lawford?' Harris had asked.
' Because McCandless is a secretive fellow, sir, nore cautious than nost, and if he see
Harris had grunted. He had resisted the idea, but it had still tenpted him for the Hs

searching for the key to the Tippoo's city. Only a mission so inportant, a nission that could
'Easy!' Baird had answered scornfully. 'The Tippoo's only too dammed eager for Europes
Harris had slowy allowed hinself to be persuaded, though Wellesley, once introduced t
'Good God, man,' Baird intervened, 'spit and swear! It ain't difficult!’
"I't will be very difficult,' Harris had insisted, staring at the diffident Lieutenant.
Then Lawford had conplicated matters still further. 'I think it would be nore plausi bl

' Mbkes sense, nakes sense,' Baird had put in encouragingly.
"You have a nan-in mnd? Wellesley had asked col dly.
"His nane is Sharpe, sir,' Lawford said. 'They're probably about to flog him'
"Then he'll be no dammed use to you,' Wl lesley said in a tone which suggested the mat
"I''"ll go with no one else, sir,' Lawford retorted stubbornly, addressing hinself to Ge
"How nmany | ashes is this fellow getting? Harris asked
Don't know, sir. He's standing trial now, sir, and if | wasn't here 1'd be giving evi
The argunent over whether to enpl oy Sharpe had continued over a mdday neal of rice ar
"I trust I"'mnot, sir. But ny uncle gave ne the noney to purchase ny comi ssion.'
'"Did he, by God! That's dammed generous.'
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Private

"And | hope |I'm damed grateful, sir.'
"Grateful enough to die for hinP' Wellesley put in sourly.
Lawford had col oured, but stuck to his guns. 'l suspect

Sharpe is resourceful enough for both of us, sir.'
The deci sion whether or not to enploy Sharpe belonged, in the end, to General Harris v
"I think you'd better sit, man,' General Baird suggested, with a glance at Harris for

"Fetch that stool,' Harris ordered Sharpe, then saw that the private could not bend dc
Baird fetched the stool. '"Is it hurting? he asked synpathetically.
"Yes, sir.'

"It's supposed to hurt,' Wellesley said curdy. 'Pain is the point of punishnment.' He k

"l doubt Private Sharpe even deserved the punishnent,' Lawford dared to intervene, blL

"The time for that sentinment, Lieutenant, was during the court martial!' Wellesley sne
Shar pe nodded. 'Killed ny share of the eneny, sir.'
"So |I'mconmmuting your sentence. And tonight, dam your eyes, you'll reward ne by dese

Shar pe wondered if he had heard right, decided it was best not to ask, and so he | ooke
'Have you ever thought about deserting, Sharpe?' General Baird asked him

"Me, sir?" Sharpe nmanaged to | ook surprised. 'Not nme, sir, no, sir. Never crossed ny r
Baird smled. "W need a good liar for this particular service. So maybe you're an exc
Sharpe did not smile back. Instead he | ooked warily fromone officer to the other. He

Baird smiled again, trying to put Sharpe at his ease. 'Let ne explain why you're runni
"Yes, sir,' Sharpe said obediently.

' Good man. Now, when you reach Seringapatamthe Tippoo will want you to join his arny.
"Yes, sir,' Sharpe said stoically, and wondered why they did not first ask himto hop
"You won't be going alone,' Baird told Sharpe. 'Lieutenant Lawford vol unteered your se
"Yes, sir,' Sharpe said, and hid his dismy that perhaps things were not going to be c
"The thing is, Sharpe,' Lawford said, still smling, T"mnot too certain | can pass my
A new recruit! Sharpe al nost | aughed. You could no nore pass the Lieutenant off as ar

Sharpe off as an officer! He had an idea then, and the idea surprised him not because it was

Shar pe, '

' Speak up, man!' Wellesley snarl ed.

"I't would be better, sir,' Sharpe said so loudly that he was verging on insolence, 'if
"A clerk? Baird asked. 'Wy?

'"He's got soft hands, sir. Oean hands, sir. Cerks don't nuck about in the dirt like
"I like it, Sharpe, indeed | do!' Baird said. 'Wll done.'

Vel | esl ey sneered, then pointedly stared through one of the tent openings as though he
"Ch, indeed, sir. I'"'msure, sir.' Lawford at |ast sounded confident.

'Good,' Harris said, laying down his pen. The General wore a wig to hide the scar wher
'Ravi Shekhar, sir.'

"And what if this fellow Shekhar ain't there?" Harris asked. 'O won't hel p?' There we

A dog barked. 'You have to anticipate these things,' Harris said mldly, scratching ac
"If Ravi Shekhar won't help us, sir,' Baird suggested, 'then Lawford and Sharpe nust ¢
A hearthbeat's hesitation, then Sharpe nodded. 'Yes, sir.'

"What kind of a thief?" Wllesley asked in a disgusted voice as though he was astoni st
Sharpe was surprised that his Col onel even knew such slang. He shook his head indignar
" A house boner neans he was a burglar,' Wllesley translated for his two senior office

Baird was pleased with Sharpe's answers. 'Do you still have a picklock, Private?
"Me, sir? No, sir. But | suppose | could find one, sir, if | had a guinea.'
Bai rd | aughed, suspecting the true cost was nearer a shilling, but he still went to hi

he said, 'for who knows, it nmight be useful.' He turned to Harris. 'But | doubt it w
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"Jettis, sir? Lawford asked
"Jettis, Lieutenant. The Ti ppoo inherited a dozen of the bastards fromhis father. The
"No, sir,' Lawford said hurriedly, blanching at the thought. Sharpe was di sappoi nted,

Baird grinmaced. 'Very unpl easant executions, Lieutenant,' he said grimy. 'You still v
Lawford renmai ned pale, but nodded. 'l think it's worth a try, sir.'
Wl |l esley snorted at the Lieutenant's foolishness, but Baird ignored the Colonel. 'At

"Just one?' Sharpe asked.

Just one, Private,' Baird confirned.

"I can take care of one sentry, sir,' Sharpe boasted.

"Not this one,' Baird said grimy, 'because when | was there he was eight feet long if

'"Or at the very least,' Harris intervened, 'pray that Shekhar can discover what MCanc
'"So that's what we want of you!' Baird said to Sharpe with a brusque cheerful ness. 'Ar
Sharpe reckoned it was all idiocy, and he did not nmuch like the sound of the tiger, bt
' Three?' Baird asked, puzzl ed.

"Three stripes are better than two thousand | ashes, sir. If we find out what you want
Vel | esl ey | ooked enraged at Sharpe's presunption, and for a second it was plain that |
Vel | esl ey thought about opposing the General, then decided that it was nost unlikely t
' Thank you, sir,' Sharpe said.

Baird disnmssed him 'Go with Lieutenant Lawford now, Sharpe, he'll tell you what to ¢
"Wuldn't dreamof it, sir,' Sharpe said, flinching as he stood up

'"Go then,' Baird said. He waited till the two nen were gone, then sighed. 'A bright yc
"Arogue,' Wellesley interjected. 'I could provide you with a hundred others just as c

Harris rapped the table to stop the squabbling of his two seconds-in-conmmand. 'But wil
"Not a chance,' Wellesley said confidently.

"A woefully snmall chance,' Baird admitted dourly, then added nore vigorously, 'but eve
"At the risk of losing two good nen?' Harris asked.

'One man who ni ght beconme a decent officer,' Wllesley corrected the General, 'and one
"But McCandl ess might hold the key to the city, General,' Baird rem nded Harris.
"True,' Harris said heavily, then unrolled a map that had lain scrolled on the edge of

defences, but once the arny was ready to nake canp the choice would have to be made swiftly ar
Ri ght where the Ti ppoo had set his trap.

Allah, in His infinite nercy, had been good to the Tippoo Sultan, for Allah, in Hs ir

the merchant's gold. And so nuch gold! A strongroomfilled with the netal, far nore than the T
The Ti ppoo did not consider hinself a cruel man, but nor, indeed, did he think of hins
The jettis were Hindus, and their strength, which was renmarkable, was devoted to their

shone dark in the early-afternoon sun. The six tigers, restless because they had been denied t
The Ti ppoo cane fromhis prayers to the bal cony where he threw open the filigree shutt
"Send themto Madane CQuillotine, Your Mjesty.' The Ti ppoo chuckl ed when the answer we

had the declarations torn down, yet still the Tippoo treasured a |ove of France. He had never
'That man' - the Ti ppoo now pointed to the Mislimsoldier who had betrayed the secrets
The Muslimsoldier was forced to his knees. His tiger-striped uniformhad been stri ppe
The first jetti placed a nail on the crown of the victims bare head. The nail was of

desperate excuses, then pointed a finger at him The Ti ppoo held the finger steady for a few s
The jetti raised his right hand, its pal mfacing downwards, then took a deep breath.
The Ti ppoo and his entourage applauded the first jettfs skill, then the Ti ppoo pointec
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The first jetti, his execution successfully conpleted, fetched a stool fromthe gatewe

the Tippoo and the kneeling jetti made certain he stayed | ow so that he would not spoil his ne
'So Your Majesty has been kind enough to informne before,' Qudin answered drily.
The Ti ppoo | aughed. 'You do not enjoy this, Colonel?
'The death of traitors is ever necessary, sire,' @udin said evasively.
"But | should like to think you derive anusenent fromit. Surely you appreciate ny ner
'l do adnmire it, sire.'
"Then adnmire it now,' the Tippoo said, 'for the next death takes even nore strength tt
As he shouted the jetti twisted the nerchant's head. He was winging his victims neck

bal cony, heard the distinct crack as the nerchant's spine was broken. The jetti let go of the
The bal cony shutters were closed. Sonewhere deep in the pal ace, perhaps fromthe harer
The keepers released the last tiger, then followed the jettis out through the gateway.
And so Ravi Shekhar had died. And now was eaten
Sharpe was back with his conpany before sunset. He was greeted ebulliendy by nen who s
Sharpe ate with his usual six conpani ons who, as ever, were joined by three wi ves and
' Sergeant.' Sharpe acknow edged Hakeswill, but did not nove.

"Aword with you, Private. On your feet now'

Sharpe still did not nove. 'I'm excused conpany duties, Sergeant. Colonel's orders.'
Hakeswi | |'s face wenched itself in a grotesque twitch. '"This ain't your duty,' the Se
Shar pe obediently stood, flinching as his coat tugged at his grievously wounded back
Sharpe ignored the question. Hakeswill's broken nose was still swollen and bruised, ar
"Didn't you hear ne, boy?' Hakeswill shoved the cane's tip into Sharpe's belly. 'How c
' How cone you were cut down fromthe scaffold, Sergeant?' Sharpe asked

"No |ip fromyou, boy. No lip, or by God I'll have you strapped to the tripod again. N
Shar pe shook his head. Tf you want to know that, Sergeant,' he said, 'you'd better ask
"Stand still! Stand straight!' Hakeswill snapped, then cut with his cane at a nearby ¢
Sharpe pretended to relent. 'You know why | was rel eased, Sergeant,' he said. 'The Co
"No, | don't know, |ad,' Hakeswill said. 'Upon ny soul, | don't. So you tell ne now.'

Shar pe shrugged. 'Because we fought well the other day, Sergeant. It's a reward, |ike.
"No, it bleeding ain't!' Hakeswill shouted, then dodged to one side and slashed his cs
Sharpe turned to face his persecutor. 'You lay that cane on ne again, Gbadiah,' he sa
"Stand still!' Hakeswi |l spat.

' Shut your face, Sergeant,' Sharpe said. He had called Hakeswill's bluff, and there we
'Be careful, Sharpie. Be careful.'’

"Ch, | am Sergeant, | am |'mreal careful. Have you done now?' Sharpe did not wait f
He talked to Mary for half an hour, then it was tinme to nake the excuses that Lieutene
Maj or General Baird had nmade all the arrangenents. The canp's western perineter was gt

whil e next day, Baird promi sed Lawford, the arnmy would take care not to send any cavalry patrc
"Yes, sir,' Lawford answered. The Lieutenant, beneath a heavy cloak that disguised his
Bai rd haul ed a huge watch fromhis pocket and tilted its face to the half noon. 'El eve
"Hurts like hell, sir." It did too.
Baird | ooked worried. 'You'll nmanage, though?
"I ain't soft, sir.'
T never supposed you were, Private.' Baird patted Sharpe's

shoul der again, then gestured into the dark. 'Of you go, lads, and God be with you.' Baird we
"This way, Sharpe,' Lawford said when they were out of earshot of the sentries. 'W're
"Just like the wise nen, Bill,' Sharpe said. It had taken Sharpe an extraordi nary effc
But the use of the nane shocked Lawford, who stopped and stared at Sharpe. 'Wat didy
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"I called you Bill,' Sharpe said, 'because that's your bleeding name. You ain't an off
' Sharpe!' Lawford protested.

"No!"' Sharpe turned savagely on Lawford. "My job is to keep you alive, Bill, so get or
Lawford, stunned by Sharpe's confidence, neekly followed. 'But this is south of west!'

"We'll go west later,' Sharpe said. 'Now get your bleeding stock off." He ripped his c
Lawmford was still resentful of this sudden reversal of roles, but he was sensible enot
"OF course you did! Were did they recruit you?

"My hone's near Portsnouth.'’

"That's no bl oody good. Navy would press you in Portsnmouth before a recruiting sergear
' Good Lord, no!' Lawford sounded horrified.

' Good place, Sheffield,' Sharpe said. 'And there's a pub on Pond Street called The Hav
"Hi s bayonet?' Lawford, funbling to release the |eather binding of his newmy clubbed t
"W're the 33rd, Bill! The Havercakes! He carried an oatcake on his bayonet, renenber?
Lawford shrugged. 'A farnmer?

'"No one would ever believe you | aboured on a farm'

Sharpe said scornfully. 'You ain't got a farnmer's arns. That General Baird now, he's ¢

Lawford nodded. 'I think we should go now,' he said, trying to reassert his rapidly ve
"W're waiting,' Sharpe said stubbornly. 'So why the hell are you running?

Lawford frowned. ' Unhappi ness, | suppose.'

"Bl eeding hell, you're a soldier! You ain't supposed to be happy! No, let's think now.

"I really do think we nust go!' Lawford insisted.

'"In a mnute, sir.' Again Sharpe cursed hinself for using the honorific. 'Just let ny
'"Ch, of course.' Lawford was imediately contrite. 'But we can't wait too |ong, Shar pe
"Dick, sir. You call me Dick. W're friends, renmenber?

'"OF course.' Lawford, as unconfortable with this sudden intinmacy as with the need to v
'The harnmen were after ne.'

' The harnen? Oh yes, the constables.' Lawford paused. Sonewhere in the night a creatur
"Killed a man. Put a knife in him'

Lawford gazed at Sharpe. 'Murdered him you nean?

'"Ch, aye, it was nurder right enough, even though the bugger deserved it. But the judg

woul d have been norris-dancing at the end of a rope so | reckoned it was easier to put on the
Lawford hesitated, not sure whether he should enquire too deeply, then decided it was
' Bugger kept an inn. | worked for him see? It was a coaching inn so he knew what coac
"W're wasting tine,' Lawford said
"Quiet!' Sharpe snapped, then picked up his nusket and pointed it towards sone bushes.
"It's nme, Richard.' Mary Bickerstaff energed fromthe shadows carrying a bundle. 'Ever
"Call himBill," Sharpe insisted, then stood and shoul dered his nusket. 'Cone on, Bill
They wal ked all night, following Lawford's star towards the western skyline. Lawford t
'She won't go,' Sharpe retorted.
"W can't take a wonman!' Lawford snapped.

"Way not? Deserters always take their valuables, sir. Bill, | nean.'
"Christ, Private, if you ness this up I'll nake sure you get all the stripes you escar
Sharpe grinned. 'It won't be me who nesses it. It's the dam fool idea itself.'

' Nonsense.' Lawford strode ahead, forcing Sharpe to follow. Mary, guessing that they v
"What ever part she wants,' Sharpe said stubbornly.
Lawford knew he should argue, or rather that he should inpose his authority on Sharpe,

the flogging had taken far nore fromthe Private than he realized. 'l still think Ms Bickerst
"She can't,' Sharpe said curtly. 'Tell him Mary."'
Mary ran to catch up. Tmnot safe while Hakeswill's alive,' she told Lawford.
"You coul d have been | ooked after,' Lawford suggested vaguely.
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"Who by?' Mary asked. 'A nan | ooks after a woman in the arny and he wants his price. Y
"Call himBill!" Sharpe snarled. 'Qur lives mght depend on it! If one of us calls hir
"And it isn't just Hakeswill,' Mary went on. 'Sergeant Green wants to marry ne now, w
' God knows,' Lawford said bitterly, 'but you've probably junped out of the frying pan
Til take nmy chances,' Mary said obstinately, though she had taken what care she could
Lawford grunted. Behind themthe horizon was now marked with a pale gl ow that sil houet

breakfast. After he had eaten, Lawford went into the bushes for privacy and, as he cane back
"Bl acking ny eye,' Mary answered. '| asked himto.'
'"Dear God!' Lawford said. Mary's left eye was already swelling, and tears were running
' Keep the buggers off her, of course,' Sharpe said. 'Are you all right, |ove?
"Il live,'" Mary said. 'You hit hard, Richard.'
"No point in hitting softly. Didn't nmean to hurt you, though.'
Mary spl ashed water on her eye, then they all started wal king again. They were now in
The Lieutenant's spirits were low. He had volunteered for this mssion readily enough

Sharpe was equally worried. He liked Lawford, but suspected he would have to work harc
Mary too had doubts. She had persuaded herself she was in | ove with Sharpe, but she se

best she could. Mary, just like Sharpe, wanted to find sone way up and out of that fate, but F

Lawford led themto a slight hill fromwhere, screened by flowering bushes, he scannec
"The villagers will see us anyway,' Mary said. 'They don't mss nuch.'

"W're not here to trouble them' Lawford said, 'so perhaps they'll |eave us al one?
"Turn our coats, Bill,' Sharpe suggested.

"Turn our coats?

'"W're running, aren't we? So put your coat on back to front as a sign that you're on
"The villagers will hardly realize the significance of that,' Lawford observed tartly.
"Bugger the villagers,' Sharpe said. 'It's the Tippoo's bloody nen I'mworried about.

Lawford was reluctant to turn his coat. A turned coat was a sign of disgrace. Battalic

'"No deserter would throw away his gun,' Sharpe answered. He buckled his belt over the
"In a nonent,' Lawford said, then, to Sharpe's surprise, the Lieutenant went on one Kkr
They wal ked south towards the gleamof water. Al three were tired, and Sharpe was pl e
T could do with a rest now,' Sharpe admtted. The pain was terrible and every step was
"Wt then?' Lawford asked.

"That's what that bastard Mcklewhite said. Said to keep the bandages danp or el se the
"W'll wet themat the river,' Lawford prom sed.

But they never reached the river bank. They were wal ki ng besi de sone beech trees when

They were fine-looking nmen in tiger-striped tunics and with spiring brass hel nets who
Shar pe shook his head and waved, then realized the nan intended to skewer the spear ir
"No!' Lawford shouted at the galloping lancers. 'No!'

The | ancer thrust his blade at Sharpe who knocked the spear point aside with the nuzzl
The spear point paused an inch from Sharpe's |eft eyeball

The | ancer | ooked at Mary, grinmaced at her filthy state, then said sonething.

Mary answer ed.

The | ancer, who was evidently an officer, |ooked back to Sharpe and seened to be debat
Sharpe swore foully, then collapsed at the foot of the tree.

There were a score of horsenen and they all now gathered around the fugitives. Two of

The | ance tips were tickling Lawford's neck, and as a recruiting device they worked w
The officer did not need the enthusiastic reply translated. He snmiled and ordered his

And t hus Sharpe joined the eneny's arny.
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CHAPTER 5

Sharpe was near to exhausted despair by the tine he reached the city. The |ancers had

' Keep goi ng, Sharpe,' Lawford said encouragingly.
"Gl nme Dick, for Christ's sake,' Sharpe snapped
' Keep going, Dick,' Lawford nanaged to say, albeit angrily for having been reproved by
"Not far now,' Mary said in Sharpe's ear. She was hel pi ng Sharpe wal k, though at tines

heat, were carrying baskets of deep-red earth on their backs and piling the soil to heighten t
The | ancers ducked their spired helmets as they clattered through the tunnel of the ¢
'Non, nonsieur,' Lawford answered in his best school boy French. 'Nous sonmes deserteur
'"C est bonl' The nan tossed Lawford a nango. 'Lafeme aussi?'
'Lafemrme est notre prisonniere.' Lawford tried a little wit and

was rewarded with a laugh and a farewell shout of bonne chance.
" You speak French?' Sharpe asked.
"Alittle," Lawford clainmed nodestly. 'Really only a little.'
' Bl oody anmmzing,' Sharpe said and Lawford was obscurely pl eased that he had at |ast st
"I didn't think of that,' Lawford said ruefully. He | ooked at the mango as though he t
The lancers turned into a delicately scul pted archway where two sentries stood guard.

"Had it all along,' Sharpe said. 'Mary's got it. And she's got the guinea.' He grinnec
"You nean you lied to General Baird?' Lawford asked sternly.

"Course | bloody lied!" Sharpe snarled. 'Wat kind of a fool adnmits to having a picklc
For a nonent Lawford | ooked as though he woul d reprove Sharpe for dishonesty, but the
Shar pe woke after dark. He groaned as the pains in his back registered and Mary hushec
'Late.’

"Jesus,' Sharpe said as a stab of agony tore down his spine. He sat up, whinpering wt
"No,' Mary said. 'They brought us sonme water while you were asleep. Here.' She lifted
"I can snell what the bucket's for,' Sharpe said. He took

the jug and drank. Lawford was sl unped against the far wall and there was a snmall open book fe
"You nean this? Lawford said, indicating the book. He had not been asleep after all
Shar pe wi shed he had not used the insult, but did not know how to retrieve it. 'Wat
"A Bible.'
"Bl oody hell,' Sharpe said.
"You don't approve?' Lawford asked icily.
"I had a bellyful of the good book when | was in the foundlings' hone,' Sharpe said.
"Did they teach you to read it?' Lawford asked.
"W weren't reckoned good enough to read. Good enough to pick henp, we were, but not r
'"So you can't read?" Lawford asked.
"CF course | can't read!' Sharpe | aughed scornfully. 'Wat the bloody hell's the use c
"Don't be a fool, Dick,' Lawford said patiently. "Only a fool takes pride in pretendir

"A man doesn't have to read to be a sergeant,' Sharpe said stubbornly.
"No, but it helps, and you'll be a better sergeant if you can read. Ot herw se the cong
There was a long silence. Sonewhere in the palace a sentry's footsteps echoed off stor
"Learning to read?' Lawford said. 'Not really.'
' Then you and Mary had better teach nme, Bill, hadn't you?
'Yes,' Lawford said. 'Yes. W had.'
They were taken out of the guardroomin the norning. Four tiger-striped soldiers fetct
"Just big pussy cats,' Lawford said with an insouciance he did not entirely feel
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' Then you go and scratch their chins,' Sharpe said, 'and

see if they purr. Bugger off, you.' This was to another curious beast that was straining towar
'"The tigers can't reach you.' A voice spoke in English frombehind them 'Unless their
For a nonent none of them spoke, then Lawford straightened to attention. 'WIIliam Lawf
"His name's Bill,' Sharpe said. 'I'"'mcalled Dick, and this is ny wonan.' He put an arr
Qudin grinmaced as he | ooked at Mary's swollen black eye and her filthy skirts. 'You he
"Mary, sir.' She nade a snall curtsey and GQudin returned the courtesy with an inclinat
' Sharpe, sir. Dick Sharpe.'
"And you are deserters?' the Col onel asked with a nmeasure of distaste.
"Yes, sir,' Lawford said.
"I am never certain that deserters are to be trusted,' Qudin said mldly. He was accor
"A man nmight have good reason to betray his flag, sir,' Sharpe said defiantly.
" And your reason, Sharpe?
Sharpe turned round so that the blood on his back was visible. He let Qudin stare at t
Qudi n shuddered. '| never understand why the British flog

their soldiers. It is barbarism' He waved irritably at the flies which buzzed about his face.
"You don't flog in the French arny, sir?
'"COF course not,' @Qudin said scornfully. He put a hand on Sharpe's shoul der and turned
' Coupl e of days ago, sir.'
'Have you changed the bandages?'
"No, sir. Wetted them though.'
"You'll still be dead in a week unless we do sonething,' Gudin said, then turned and s
"Not hing, sir.'
'Beyond nothing,' Gudin said tiredly, as though he had heard every excuse i nagi nabl e.
"I hit a sergeant, sir.'
"And you?' Qudin challenged Lawford. 'Wy did you run?
' They were going to flog ne, sir.' Lawford was nervous telling the Iie, and the nervol
" For doi ng nothing? GQudin asked with anusenent.

'"For stealing a watch, sir.' Lawford reddened as he spoke. 'Wiich | did steal,' he adc
The Frenchman was certainly intrigued by Lawford. 'Wat did you say your nane was?' tF
'Lawford, sir.'

Qudin gave Lawford a long scrutiny. The Frenchnman was tall and thin, with a | ugubrious

Qudi n had al ready seen through Lawford's disguise. 'You do not seemto ne, Private Lawford, tc

"Men like ne,' Sharpe said.

"Quiet,' GQudin reproved Sharpe with a sudden authority. 'I did not speak to you.' The

' Fat her went bankrupt, sir,' Lawford said, conjuring the worst disaster that he could
But the son of a bankrupt father can take enpl oynent, can he not?' Qudin |ooked agair
"I got drunk, sir,' Lawford said niserably, "and | net a recruiting sergeant.' The Lie€
"In Sheffield? Qudin asked. 'Is that not where they make iron? And - what is the worc
"I was a |awyer's apprentice, sir.' Lawford was blushing violently. He knew he had m x
"And your job in the arny?" Gudin asked.

' Conpany clerk, sir.'
Qudin snmled. '"No ink on your breeches, Lawford! In our arny the clerks spatter ink ev
For a nonent it seenmed as though Lawford was about to abandon his lie and, in his nise
Qudin laughed. In truth he had never doubted Lawford's story, nistaking the Lieutenant
"Alot, sir.'
'So do you know how nmany guns the British are bringing here?" @Qudin asked. 'How nuch &
Lawford shook his head in consternation. For a few seconds he was speechl ess, then mar
' Bl oody thousands,' Sharpe interjected. 'Beg pardon for speaking, sir.'
' Thousands of what?' Gudi n asked.
"Bul l ocks, sir. Six eighteen-pounder shot strapped on apiece, sir, and sone of the bug
"Two thousand? Three?' @Gudin asked.
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"More than that, sir. | ain't seen a herd the size of it, not even when the Scots dri\
Qudi n shrugged. He very nmuch doubted whether these two could tell him anything useful

questions had to be asked. Now, waving flies fromhis face, he told the two deserters what the
"Yes, sir,' Sharpe said eagerly. '"It's why we cane, sir.'
'Good,' Qudin said. 'The Tippoo m ght want you in one of his own cushoons. That's the
Lawford went pale, while Sharpe just shrugged. 'Is that bad, sir?
"You know what circuntision is, Private?
' Sonmet hing the arny does to you, sir? Like swear you in?
Qudin snmled. 'Not quite, Sharpe. The Tippoo is a Muslimand he likes his foreign volL
"My prick? Sharpe was as aghast as Lawford now.
"It's over in seconds,' Qudin reassured them 'though the bleeding can last for a whi
"Bl oody hell, sir!' Sharpe said. 'For religion? They do that?
"We Christians sprinkle babies with water,' Gudin said, 'and the Muslins chop off fore
"Quite right too, sir,' Sharpe said enthusiastically. "And it'll be an honour to serve

"In a French battalion? QGQudin teased him

"If you don't flog, sir, and you don't carve up pricks, then it'll be nore than an hor
"If the Tippoo allows it,' Qudin warned them 'which he may not. But | think he mght.
Mary touched Sharpe's elbow 'I cane with Richard, sir.'

Qudi n i nspected her black eye. 'How did that happen, Madenvoiselle?'

"I fell, sir,' Mary said.

Qudin's face flickered with a smle. 'O did Private Sharpe hit you? So that you woul c
"I fell over, sir.'

Qudi n nodded. 'You hit hard, Private Sharpe.'

"No point else, sir.'

"That is true,' Qudin said, then shrugged. 'My nen have their wonen. If H's Majesty a
"Not as nmuch as circuntising, sir.'

Qudin laughed. "All the sane, | think you had better sit down.'

Renovi ng the bandages hurt |ike buggery. Mster Mcklewhite, the surgeon, had put a s&

t he bandages away. Doctor Venkatesh was indeed skilful and gentle and his voice was ever soott
The Indian doctor plainly disapproved of both the injury and the treatnent. He tutted
Sharpe twi sted round to see that a group of Indians had cone into the courtyard. At tt
The Ti ppoo stopped a hal f-dozen paces short of Sharpe and Lawford. He stared at themf
Shar pe obedi ently turned, showi ng his back to the Tippoo, who, fascinated by the open

could inspect the danage. Sharpe could feel the Tippoo's breath on the back of his neck, he cc
Then a sudden pain |ike the blow of a red-hot poker slammed through Sharpe. He al nost
The Ti ppoo nodded approval and stepped back. 'So tell ne about them' he ordered Qudir
"Ordinary deserters,' Qudin said in French to the interpreter. 'That one' - he indicat
Lawford tried not to show his disapproval of the judgenent. The Ti ppoo glanced at him
"She's with the tall one,' Qudin said, again indicating Sharpe, then waited as the int
The Ti ppoo gave Mary a brief inspection. She was slouching, trying to accentuate her c
" Not hi ng. "'
' They say they know nothing,' the Tippoo corrected Gudin. 'And they're not spies?
Qudi n shrugged. 'How can one tell? But | think not.'
"I think we can tell,' the Tippoo said. 'And | think we can

di scover what kind of soldiers they are too.' He turned and rapped sone orders to an ai de, whc
The aide returned with a pair of hunting nuskets. The |ong-barrelled weapons were |ike no guns
A British soldier, like any other, learned to |locad with a paper cartridge, but there v

attention with the gun's jewelled butt grounded beside him 'Sir!' he said, signifying he was
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Lawford was still trying to trickle powder into the nuzzle. The Lieutenant was just as
The interpreter translated the words for the Ti ppoo who waited patiently as Lawford fi
"You can evidentiy load,' the Tippoo said to Sharpe, 'but can you shoot?

"Aye, sir,' Sharpe answered the interpreter

The Ti ppoo poi nted over Sharpe's shoulder. ' Then shoot him'

Sharpe and Lawford both turned to see an elderly British officer being escorted throug
"You can't shoot. ' Lawford began

"Shut up, Bill," Sharpe said and brought the nusket up to his shoulder and swung its r
"Wait!' Qudin shouted, then spoke urgently to the Tippoo.

The Ti ppoo | aughed away Gudin's protest. Instead he had his interpreter ask Sharpe whe
"Scum sir,' Sharpe said |oudly enough for Col onel MCandl ess to hear. ' Goddamm bl oody
"You are willing to shoot that one?' the interpreter asked.

Td pay for the chance,' Sharpe said vengefully. Lawford hissed at him but Sharpe ignc
"His Majesty would like you to do it very close,' the interpreter said. 'He wants you
"It'll be a bloody pleasure,' Sharpe said enthusiastically. He cocked the gun as he we

Shar pe rai sed the nusket so that its nmuzzle was no nore than six inches from MCandl ess's face

at him

McCandl ess again hid his reaction, other than sparing one glance at Lawford. Then he

"Attack anywhere but fromthe west,' the Scotsnman said quietly, and then, nuch | ouder

' Bugger CGod,' Sharpe said, then pulled the trigger. The flint fell, it snapped its spa
"Stop!' Qudin shout ed.
Shar pe paused and turned. '| thought you wanted the bugger dead.'

The Ti ppoo | aughed. 'W need himalive for a while. But you passed your test.' He turr
"Did Harris send you?" MCandl ess asked softly.

'Yes,' Sharpe hissed, not |ooking at the Colonel. Mary was shaki ng her head. She gl anc
'Beware the west,' MCandl ess whi spered. 'Nothing else.' The Scotsman groaned, pretenc
Shar pe spat on McCandl ess. 'Cone here, Sharpe!' Qudin, disapproval plain in his voice,
Shar pe nmarched back to Lawford's side where one of the

Ti ppoo' s attendants took back the two nuskets. The Ti ppoo gestured at MCandl ess's guards, evi

Tmto go with him love,' she explained to Sharpe

"I thought you were staying with ne!' Sharpe protested.

'"I"'mto earn ny keep,' she said. 'I'mto teach his little sons English. And sweep and
Col onel @udin intervened. 'She will join you later,' he told Sharpe. 'But for now you
"Probation, sir?" Lawford offered.

"Exactly,' Qudin said. 'And soldiers on probation are not pernmtted wives. Don't worry
Mary stood on tiptoe and kissed Sharpe's cheek. "I'Il be all right, love,' she whisper
'Look after yourself, lass,' Sharpe said, and watched her follow the tall Indian offic
Qudin gestured towards the archway. 'W nust |et Doctor Venkatesh finish your back, St
' Good noney!' Sharpe said, inpressed. A haideri was worth half a crown, far above the
"But doubtless in arrears,' Lawford said sarcastically. He was still angry at Sharpe f
'"The pay is always in arrears,' Qudin admtted cheerfully, "but in what arny is the pz

Doct or Venkatesh who retrieved his basket and followed Gudin out of the pal ace.

Thus Sharpe went to neet his new conrades and readi ed hinself to face a new eneny. His

CGeneral David Baird did not feel guilty about Sharpe and Lawford, for they were sol die€
Maj or Shee seened al arned at the General's sudden appearance, but Baird soothed the M
"I"ll take you to Captain Morris, sir,' Shee said, then clapped on his hat and | ed the

officers' tents. 'It's the end one, sir,' he said nervously. 'Do you need ne at all?

"I wouldn't waste your tine, Shee, on trifles, but I'mobliged for your help, though.'

Baird found a shirt-sleeved Captain Mdrris frowning at his paperwork in the conpany of

"Sir!' Mrris upset his chair as he stood up, then he plucked his red coat off the flc
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Bai rd waved to show that Mrris need n
"Unbearable, sir,' Mrris said nervous
"I"'mBaird,' Baird introduced hinself.
"No, sir." Morris was too nervous to i
"Sit you down, nman,' Baird said, tryin
' Thank you, sir.' Sergeant Hakeswill's
Baird smled at Mrris. 'You |lost two
"Two nmen?' Morris frowned. That bastar

"The very fellow. A lucky fellow too

"Very glad for him' Mrris nmanaged to
' Found a replacenent, have you?' Baird
Ensign Fitzgerald, sir,' Morris said.
And the other fellow you lost?' Baird
He's in the book all right, sir.' The

What was the rogue's nane?' Baird ask
' Sharpe, sir.' Hakeswi |l again answere
' The book?' Baird asked Morris, ignori
Morris frantically searched the ness o
Baird | eafed through the front pages

ot worry about donning a coat. 'There's no need

ly.

"I don't think we've had the pleasure?
ntroduce hinsel f properly.

g to put the Captain at his ease.
stiff posture unbent a fraction.
men this week, Captain, did you not?

d Sharpe had run, taking his bibbi with him but

"Sit you down.

eh? Carrying the despatch to Madras. It's quite
say.
asked.
'Lieutenant Fitzgerald now, sir, by brevet, of
asked, trying hard to sound casual. 'The privat
Sergeant answered for Mrris. 'Hakeswill, sir,"’

ed Morris.

d. 'Richard Sharpe, sir,
ng Hakeswi I|'s judgenent.
n his desk for the Punishment Book, at the back
finally discovering the entry for Sharpe's court

and as filthy horrible

"Struck a sergeant, sir!' Hakesw || announced.
' You, perhaps?' Baird asked drily, noting the Sergeant's swollen and brui sed nose.
'"Wthout any provocation, sir,' Hakeswill said earnestly. 'As God is ny judge, sir, |

Baird did not respond, but just turned

Shoul ders, Arns, Hands, Thighs, and Feet
' Thank you, sir.'

"It's been distributed?

"Tonorrow, sir.' Morris blushed. The f

Bai rd put the open book onto Morris's

Legs,

to add a note under "General Remarks",' Baird
"Of course, sir.'
"Just say that it is vital that Privat

Morris gaped at Baird. 'You, sir?
'"Baird, B-A-1-R-D. Major General.'
"Yes, sir, but.. .' Mrris had been ab
'l do hope so, Captain.' Baird stood.
"Yes, sir, of course, sir.' Mrris ha
Hakeswi || sniffed. 'No good, sir, I'lI

Morris uncovered the arrack and took a sip.

"He's up to no good, sir,' Hakeswill s
"I can't disobey Baird,' Mrris nutter
"But you don't wants Sharpie back here

"Who knows, sir,’
CGeneral 's pet?

hi nsel f. he suggested slyly,

Morris repeated softl

"Don't need to, sir. Wth respect, sir
"I"'msure it does, Sergeant, |'msure
"You do nme honour, sir,' Hakeswi || sai

I n Seringapatam
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to the last page of the book where he found the

. Mrris had filled themall in,

thus offering

orm shoul d have been copied out four tines. One

table. 'l want you

told the Captain.

e Sharpe be taken alive. And that if he is captu

out to ask what possible business a nmmjor genere
"I even pray as nmuch. Now nmay | thank you for yc
f stood as the General left, then dropped back ¢
warrant that.'

"First the bastard is sumobned to Harris's
aid. 'He took his woman and vani shed, sir. Ain't
ed.

ei t her,

sir,' Hakes-will said fervently. 'A so

"but the little bastard mi ght be reporting on y
y. The Captain was a venal nan and, though no wo
. Ain't no formbeing distributed here, sir, not
it does,'" Morris said, then closed the Punishner

d with feigned enotion. 'You do nme honour. And



"What in God's nane did you think you were doi ng, Sharpe?' Lawford demanded furiously.
Sharpe stared south across the | andscape, saying nothing. To his right the shallowriv
Col onel @udin had then taken the two Englishmen to a barracks roomclose by the city's

over the head. '\Were you boys fron?' an English voice asked Sharpe as he pulled down the dyec
'33rd,' Sharpe had said.
' The Havercakes?' the man said. 'Thought they were up north, in Calcutta?
' Brought down to Madras |ast year,' Sharpe said. He gingerly sat on his cot, an Indiar
'Royal bleeding Artillery, mate, both of us. Ran three nonths back. Name's Johnny Bl ak
Tm Di ck Sharpe and that's Bill Lawford,' Sharpe said, introducing the Lieutenant who
"Used to be a lot nore of us,' Blake told Sharpe, 'but nmen die here like flies. Fever
"But it ain't bad here,' Henry Hi ckson offered. 'Food's all right. Plenty of bibbis ar
'Ri ght bastards we had,' Bl ake agreed.
"Aren't they all?" Sharpe had said.
"And the pay's good, when you get it. Five nonths overdue now, but naybe we'll get it
Bl ake and Hi ckson were not required to stand guard, but instead nmanned one of the big

nothing to say for yourself, Private?' he challenged Sharpe who still stared serenely over the
Sharpe | ooked at him 'You | oaded the nusket, didn't you, Bill?
"Of course!

"You ever felt gunpowder that snpooth and fine?' Sharpe gazed into the Lieutenant's fac
"I't could have been gunpowder dust!' Lawford insisted angrily.

' That shiny?' Sharpe said derisively. 'Gnpowder dust is full of rat shit and sawdust!
Lawford gaped at Sharpe. 'So you knew all along the gun wouldn't fire?

"COF course | bloody knew | wouldn't have pulled the trigger else. You nean you didn't
Lawford turned away. Once again he had been nmade to | ook |like a fool and he bl ushed at
Sharpe stared at a patrol of the Tippoo's lancers who were riding back towards the cit

"I know. I'"'msorry too. | should have known it wasn't powder.'

"It was confusing, weren't it?" Sharpe said, trying to console his conpanion. 'Wat w
"I was thinking of Private Brookfield,' Lawford said, not wi thout sone pride at the ne
"The clerk of Mster Stanbridge's conpany, sir? Fellow who wears spectacl es? Does he v
"He says it keeps the ink off him'

'He al ways was an ol d worman,' Sharpe said scornfully, 'but you did well. And I'II| tel

Lawford gaped at him "You know?

' The Col onel spoke to ne, sir, while we was going through that pantoni nme back there ir
Lawford stared at Sharpe, then glanced across the angle of the city walls towards the
"He said it twice. Avoid the west wall.'

A bellow fromthe next cavalier made themturn. Rothiere

was poi nting south, suggesting that the two Englishnen watch that direction as they were suppc
' Maybe at night?' Lawford suggested vaguely.
"If they ever let us stand guard at night,' Sharpe said dubiously, then thought of Mar
'So what do we do?' Lawford asked
"What we always do in the arny,' Sharpe said stoically. '"Hurry up and do not hing. Wit
Lawford shuddered. 'I'mglad | brought you, Sharpe.'
"You are?' Sharpe grinned at that complinent. '"I'Il tell you when I'Il be glad. \Wen y

arnmy had bored Richard Sharpe, then done its best to break his spirits. It had even flogged hi
For at heart, as Richard Sharpe had just discovered for hinself, he was a soldier

CHAPTER 6

The arnies of Britain and Hyderabad reached Seringapatam four days later. The first ey
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guns supplied fromFrance, sonme still with the anci ent Bourbon cipher incised close to their t
And not just cannon fire, for as the two eneny arnies narched closer to the city the r
'How do you ai mthe bl oody things? Sharpe asked. Sone of the rockets had been placed
"You don't really aimthem' Lawford said, 'at least | don't think you do. They're jus
"W' Il see soon enough,' Sharpe said as another handcart of the strange nissiles was t
Shar pe | ooked forward to seeing the rockets fired, but then

it becane apparent that the British and Hyderabad arnies were not approaching the city directl
Shar pe wat ched fascinated as an officer turned one of the | ong weapons on the flat tor

The fuse paper, Sharpe guessed, had been soaked in water diluted with gunpowder, then

wal I s and the heavy round shot screaned across the river to disenbowel a horse a half-nmle awe
'He's got thousands of those bloody things,' Sharpe told Lawford, indicating a pile of
"They really aren't very accurate,' Lawford said with pedantic disapproval
"But fire enough at once and you wouldn't know if you were in this world or the next.
Behind them fromone of the tall white mnarets of the city's new nosque, the nuezzir
' Poor bl oody fools,' Sharpe said, though neither he nor Lawford yet knew what was dang

that until he and Lawford proved their reliability there would al ways be an undercurrent of st
"How | ong have you been in the artillery? Lawford had asked the grey-haired H ckson
"Bleeding lifetinme, Bill. Joined in '76.' Hickson |laughed. 'King and country! Go and s
'So why did you run?' Lawford asked.
' Mbney, of course. The Tippoo m ght be a black heathen bastard, but he pays well for ¢
"Don't you ever worry that you'll be recaptured?’ Lawford asked him
"COF course | bloody worry! Al the bleeding tine!' Hi ckson held the thunbstall close t

of his stitching. 'Christ, Bill, | don't want to be stood up against a bleeding post with a dc
Shar pe and Lawford watched the invading arnmies nake their canp well out of cannon rang
Sergeant Rot hi ere shouted at Sharpe and Lawford fromthe inner wall of the Mysore Gate

"Vitel' Rothiere bell owed.

"Now,' Lawford said nervously.

The two nen threaded their way through the spectators who crowded the parapets until t
" Mendi ng wonderfully, sir.'

Qudin sniled, pleased at the news. 'It's Indian nedicine, Sharpe. If |I ever go back tc
Sharpe stared, but could see nothing. 'You want us to go and get them sir? he offere
"I want you to shoot them' Qudin said.

The bushes under the twin palns were nearly quarter of a mle away. 'Long bl oody range

"Try this, then,' Gudin said and held out a gun. It nust have been one of the Tippoo's
Sharpe took and hefted the gun. 'Mght be pretty, sir,' he said, 'but no anount of far
"You're wong,' Qudin said. '"That's arifle.'

"Arifle!" Sharpe had heard of such weapons, but he had never handl ed one, and now he
"That rifle can kill at four hundred paces, Sharpe,' Qudin said confidently. "It's |oz
"No, you don't, sir,' Sharpe said, 'you want to see if I'mwlling to kill nmy own cour
'That too, of course,' Gudin agreed placidly, and |aughed at having had his small pl oy
"I''"ll do ny best, sir,' Lawford said and took the second rifle fromQudin. Lawford m ¢

"Sonme nen find it hard to shoot at their old conrades,' Qudin told Lawford nmildly, 'ar
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'Let's hope the bastards are officers,' Sharpe said, 'begging your presence, sir.'

"There they are!' @udin said, and, sure enough, just beside the cistern beneath the tv
Sharpe knelt in a gun enbrasure. He instinctively felt that the range was nuch too | or
He settled hinself firmy, keeping the sights lined on the distant man, then gently re

thus the freedomthat nmight let himescape fromthe city. He took a breath, half let it out, t
"The clerk wins!' Gudin exclained in astoni shnment. He |owered his spyglass. 'Yours wer
Lawford reddened, but said nothing. He | ooked very troubled and Gudin put his evident
"Yes, sir,' Lawford said, truthfully enough
'You deserve to be better than a clerk. Well done. Wl I done both of you.' He took the
"Yes, sir.'

"You will. Six inches off at that distance is very good shooting. Very good indeed.' C
Shar pe gl anced behind him hoping to see what devilnent the western walls held, but he
| did," Sharpe nuttered.

'God, what have | done? | was aimng left!'

Don't be a bloody fool,' Sharpe said, 'what you've done

is earned our freedom You did bloody well.' He dragged Lawford into a tavern. The Ti ppoo m gt
Lawford drank it in one go. 'That was the first man |'ve killed,' he said, blinking fr
"Worry you?

"Cf course it does! He was British!'

"Can't skin a cat w thout naking a bl oody ness,' Sharpe said confortingly.

"Jesus!' Lawford said angrily.

Sharpe poured half his liquor into Lawford's glass, then beckoned to one of the servir
"If 1'd have nmissed like you,' Lawford said ruefully, 'Gudin would have been just as i

"I was aimng to kill the bugger.'
"You were?' Lawford was shocked.
"Jesus Christ, Bill! W have to convince these buggers!' Sharpe sniled as the girl pot

drinkers ni bbl ed between sips, but Sharpe found the stuff too pungent. Once the girl was gone
Lawford was silent for a few seconds, then gave a shrug. 'In truth | thought it would
'So why did you come?'
Lawford cradled the glass in both hands and stared at Sharpe as if wei ghing up whether
"Morris is a bastard,' Sharpe said feelingly.
Lawford frowned at the criticism 'He's bored,' he said chidingly, then he steered the
" And because it would get you noticed?
Lawford | ooked up with sone surprise on his face, then he nodded. ' That too.'
'Sanme as ne then,' Sharpe said. 'Exact sane as ne. Except till the General said you we
Lawford was shocked by the adnmission. 'You really wanted to desert?
"For Christ's sake! What do you think it's like in the ranks if you've got an officer
Lawford sai d not hi ng.

"You' ve got sone good nen in the conpany,' Sharpe insisted. 'TomGarrard is a better s
in the battalion, but you don't even notice him If a man can't read and doesn't speak like a

'The arny's changing,' Lawford said defensively.

"Like hell it is. Wiy do you nake us powder our hair |ike bleeding wonen? Or wear that

' Change takes tinme,' Lawford said weakly.

'Too nuch bl oody tine/ Sharpe said fervently, then | eaned against the wall and eyed t¥t

"What about Ms Bickerstaff ?' Lawford asked.

"I was just thinking of her. And naybe you were right. Maybe | shouldn't have brought

"A kin?

"A pinp.'

"He really planned that?' Lawford asked.

"Hmand Mrris. In it together, they were. Bloody Hakeswill told nme as nuch, the nigt
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'Can you prove it?'

"Prove it!' Sharpe asked derisively. 'O course | can't prove it, but it's true.' He &
' Take her with you, of course,' Lawford said sternly.

"M ght not have a chance,' Sharpe said.

Lawford stared at himfor a few seconds. 'God, you're ruthless,' he finally said.
"I"'ma soldier. It fits.' Sharpe said it proudly, but he was not proud, nerely defiant
"A whore?' Lawford asked in horror

"I don't suppose a respectable wonan will help us out nuch. Not unless you want a spot
Lawford stared aghast at Sharpe. 'Wat we should do,' the Lieutenant said softly, 'is
"And how the hell are we supposed to find hin?' Sharpe asked defiantly. 'W can't wanc
'Maybe 1'I11 read.'

"Your choice,' Sharpe said carel essly.

Lawford hesitated, his face reddening. 'It's just that |'ve seen nen with the pox,' he

"Christ! You've seen nen vonit, but it don't stop you drinking. Besides, don't worry &

stuff worked for bl oody Hakeswill, didn't it? Though God knows why. Besides, Harry Hickson say

course t

hey always say that. Still, if you want to ruin your eyes reading the Bible, go ahead,
Lawford said nothing for a few seconds. 'Maybe | will cone with you,' he finally said

"Learning how the other half lives? Sharpe asked with a grin.
"Sonething like that,' Lawford nunbl ed.
"Wel |l enough, | tell you. Gve us sone cash and a willing couple of frows and we can

Lawford was now deep red. 'You won't, of course, tell anyone about this when we're bac

'Me?' Sharpe pretended to be astonished at the very idea. 'MWy |ips are gummed toget her

Lawford worried that he was letting his dignity slide, but he did not want to | ose She
Every house in the city was prepared for the siege. Storehouses were filled with food

Mary hel ped General Appah Rao's househol d prepare for that ordeal. She felt guilty, nc

When CGeneral Appah Rao had first taken her away from

Shar pe she had been frightened, but the General had taken her to his own house and there reass

t he | ack

But now, after a week in the General's household, Mary did not want to | eave. For a st
It had been Lakshm who had scol ded Mary for being so dirty, had stripped her from her

"I didn't want to draw attention to nysel f.'
"When you're ny age, ny dear, no one pays you any attention at all, so you shoul d take
'"He was an Englishnman,' Mary said nervously, explaining

of the marriage mark on her forehead and worried | est the ol der wonman thought she shc

"Well, you're a free woman now, so |let's nake you expensive.' Lakshni | aughed and ther
'There was a nman back in the arny. A bad nman. He wanted to . . .' Mary stopped and shr
'Sol di ers!' Lakshmi said disapprovingly. 'But the two nen you ran away with, did they
'Yes, oh yes.' Mary suddenly wanted Lakshni's good opinion, and that opinion would not
"Ah!' Lakshm said as though everything was clear now. Her husband had told her that N
"He's just a friend of my brother's.' Mary blushed at the lie, but Lakshm did not see
"That's good. That's good. Now, this.' She held out a white petticoat that Mary steppe

'"Green,' she said, 'that'll suit you,' and she unfolded a vast bolt of green silk that
"My not her taught ne.'
"In Calcutta? Lakshm hooted. 'What do they know of saris in Calcutta? Skinpy little

n the nornings Mary taught the General's three snmall boys English. They were bright c

"W don't talk about it,' Lakshm said to Mary one afternoon when they were both hull
"I"'msorry | asked.'

"His father was disgraced, you see,' Lakshnm went on enthusiastically. 'And so the whc
'"Is it a worse disgrace than having been married to an Englishman?' Mary asked mi serak
"A disgrace? Married to an Engli shnman? What nonsense you do talk, girl!' Lakshm said,
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Mary was happy, but she felt guilty. She knew she ought to try and find Shai pe for she

per haps everything would turn out well on that day, but Mary did nothing to hasten it. She jus
she did not start lighting the | anps until she heard the first shutter bar fall.
And Lakshm, who had been wondering just where she mght find poor disgraced Kunwar Si

Once the British and Hyderabad arnies had nade their permanent encanpnent to the west
CGeneral Harris endured the rocket bonbardnent for two days, then decided it was tine t
Hakeswi || was sitting in his owmn tent, a luxury he alone enjoyed anong the 33rd's serg

to Captain Hughes and shoul d have been auctioned with the rest of the Captain's bel ongings aft
"Sixty rounds of ammunition,' Mrris said.
"Always carry it, sir! Regulations, sir!’
Morris had drunk the best part of three bottles of wine at |uncheon and was in no npoc
'"Us, sir?" Hakeswill was alarnmed at the prospect. 'Just us, sir?
' The whol e battalion. N ght attack. Inspection at sundown. Any nan who | ooks drunk get
O ficers excepted, Hakeswill thought, then quivered as he offered Morris a cracking se

abl e pay. Are you drunk, Garrard? If you're drunk, boy, I'll have your bones given a stroking
The battalion paraded at dusk and, to its surprise, found itself being inspected by it
'So what are we doing, Lieutenant?' Tom Garrard asked the newl y pronoted Lieutenant Fi
"Silence in the ranks!' Hakeswi |l baw ed.
'"He was talking to ne, Sergeant,' Fitzgerald said, 'and you will do ne the honour of r
Hakeswi || growl ed. Fitzgerald clained his brother was the Knight of Kerry, whatever tt

to counternmand Hakeswill's authority, and Hakeswill was deternined to change that. The Sergear
'You see those trees ahead?' Fitzgerald explained to Garrard. 'W're going to clear tt
"How many of the bastards, sir?
"Hundreds!' Fitzgerald answered cheerfully. '"And all of them quaking at the knees to t
The Ti ppoo's boys mi ght be quaking, but they could clearly see the three battalions af
"I't's nothing, boys, nothing,' Fitzgerald called. A scrap of the rocket's cylinder hac

"It is, sir,'" the Irish Private answered.

'"Got skulls Iike bloody buckets, we have,' Fitzgerald said, and cranmed his tattered s
Hakeswi | |'s resentnent of Fitzgerald seethed. How dare a nere |ieutenant overrul e hinf
The sun had | ong gone by the tinme Wellesley halted the three battalions, though a I ant

| ater, but the range was too great and the balls spent thensel ves harmnl essly.
Wel | esl ey gall oped his horse to Major Shee's side, spoke briefly, then spurred on. 'Fl
"That's us, boys,' Fitzgerald said and drew his sabre. His left armwas throbbi ng now,
The Grenadi er and Light conpani es advanced fromthe two flanks of the battalion. Welle
"Sir!'" Francis West, the commander of the Grenadi er Conpany, was senior to Murris and
' You nmay advance.'
"At once, sir,' West said. 'Detachnent! Forward!'
"Imin your hands, Mther,' Hakeswill said under his breath as the two conpani es begar
"Steady in the line!' Sergeant Green's voice called. 'Don't hurry! Keep your ranks!'
Morris had discarded his horse and drawn his sabre. He

felt distinctly unwell. 'Gve them steel when we get there,' he called to his conpany.
"W shoul d give the buggers sone bleeding artillery,' soneone nuttered.
"Who said that?' Hakeswi |l shouted. 'Keep your bl eeding tongues still!'
The first balls were whistling past their ears now and the crackle of the eneny's nusk
The nusketry fire blazed al ong the enbanknent's |ip, each shot a spark of brightness t
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They ran hard towards the enbanknent. Musket balls whi pped overhead. All the redcoats

t hey reached the enbanknent
A bl ast of nusketry

and clanbered up its short steep slope. 'Kill them boys!' Fitzger
erupted fromthe farther bank. The Light Conpany, poised on the Ii

Redcoats fell as the bullets thunped hone. The aqueduct was only about ten paces wi de

"Follow him | ads!"’

Sergeant Green shouted and about half the Light Conpany junped int

was still confused and Sergeant Hakeswi |l was crouching at the foot of the enbanknent out of t
'"Go on!' Wl lesley shouted, angered at their hesitation. 'Go on! Don't let them stand

'Ch Jesus, Mother!’

Hakeswi | | called as he scranbled up the enbanknment. ' Mot her, Mot he

Wl |l esley saw his two flank conpani es at |ast advance across the aqueduct and he sent

I f necessary he coul
Hakeswi | | slithered
" Wher e?"

d sunmon the two sepoy battalions as reinforcenents, but he was st
down the farther enbanknment into the black shadows anpong the trees

"Here, sir!' A volley of nusketry crashed in the trees and the balls slashed through I

"Formline!" Morris

anong the trees. The reflect

shouted. 'Formline!' He had a dozen nmen with himand they forned

ed flanes of the burning rockets flickered red on their bayonets.

Tm here, sir!' Fitzgerald called confidently fromthe darkness ahead. 'Up afront of yc

"Ensign Hicks!' Morr
Tm here, sir, right
"Jesus Christ!' Morr

is called.
besi de you, sir,' a small voice said fromal nost beneath Mrris.
is swore. He had been hoping that Hicks could have brought reinfor

"Still here, sir! Got the buggers worried, we have.'
"I want you here, Lieutenant!' Morris insisted. 'Hakeswill! Were are you?

'"Here, sir,' Hakesw
"Fitzgerald!' Mrris

Il said, but not nmoving fromhis hiding place anong t he bushes. He
shouted irritably. 'Cone here!’

' The bl oody nan,' Fitzgerald said under his breath. Hs | eft armwas usel ess now, and

to tie a handkerchi ef round the wound and hoped t he pressure woul d staunch the bl cod. The thot
"Sir?' Green responded stoically.
"Stay with the nmen here, Sergeant,' Fitzgerald ordered. The Irishman had |l ed a score c
"Here!' Morris called irritably. '"Hurry, damm you!'
"Back in a minute, Sergeant,' Fitzgerald reassured G een, and headed off through the t
He strayed too far north, and suddenly a rocket flared up fromthe tope's eastern edge
' Sergeant Hakeswi || ?' Fitzgeral d asked.

"It's nme, sir. Right

here, sir. This way, sir.'

'Thank God.' Fitzgerald crossed the clearing at a run, his left arm hangi ng usel ess at
"I know what |'mdoing, sir,'" Hakeswill said, and as the fierce crackling fire in the

belly. H's face twitched as the newy sharpened bl ade ripped through the Lieutenant's clothes

"Fitzgerald!'" Mrris
'"He's gone to hell.’
"Who's that?' Morris
"Me, sir!' Hakeswi ||
' Cone here instead!'

shouted frantically. 'For Christ's sake, Lieutenant! Were the he
Hakeswi | | chuckl ed softly. He was searching the Lieutenant's body
call ed as he heard Hakeswi || pushing through the undergrow h.
called. "I'"'mlooking for Lieutenant Fitzgerald, sir.'

Morri s snapped.

Hakeswi || ran the | ast few yards and dropped down between Morris and a frightened Ens
"You think the bastards found Fitzgeral d?' Mrris asked.

"I reckon so,' Hakeswi |l said. 'Poor little bastard. | tried to find him sir, but the
"Jesus.' Mrris ducked as a volley of bullets flicked through the | eaves overhead. 'W

' Probabl y skul ki ng,

sir. Hiding his precious hide, | don't wonder.'

"W're all bloody skulking,' Mrris answered truthfully enough
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"Not ne, sir. Not badi ah Hakeswill, sir. Got ne hal berd proper wet, sir. Want to fee
Morris shuddered at the thought of touching the spear, but took sonme confort in having
' Maybe we shoul d go back?' Ensign Hi cks suggested. 'Back across the aqueduct?

"Can't, sir,' Hakeswill said. 'Buggers are behind us.'

"You're sure?" Morris asked.

' Fought the bl ack buggers there nyself, sir. Couldn't hold them A whole tribe of the
"You're a brave man, Hakeswill,' Mrris said gruffly.

"Just follow ng your lead, sir,' Hakeswill said, then ducked as anot her eneny volley v
Behi nd himthere was another cheer as the rest of the 33rd at |ast crossed the aqueduc
"Forward!' a voice shouted from sonewhere behind the Light Conpany's scattered fugitiv
"Bl oody hell!'" Morris snapped. 'Who the hell is that?" '33rd!' the voice shouted. 'To

CHAPTER 7

' Shar pe! Sharpe!' It was Colonel GQudin who, at nightfall, burst'into the barracks roor
"What about ne, sir?' Lawford asked. The Lieutenant had been idly reading his Bible as
'Conme on, Sharpe!' @Qudin did not wait to answer Lawford, but just ran across the barre
'"Can you ride a horse?" Qudin shouted at Sharpe when the two nen reached the gate.

"I did a couple of tines,' Sharpe said, not bothering to explain that the beasts had t
'"Get on that one!' Qudin said, pointing to a snall excited nare that was being held by

for God's sake take care,' @udin shouted as he swung hinself up into the saddle. Captain Ronet
Sharpe coul d hear the distant fight. Miskets snapped and shells exploded dully to flic
Sharpe foll owed, nore intent on staying on the nare than watching the excitenent that
"Your old friends are trying to clear the tope,' @udin explained, pointing at the thic

not want to break a horse's leg by being too reckless. 'l want you to confuse them

"Me, sir?" Sharpe slipped half out of the saddle, gripped the pomel desperately and s
' Shout orders at them Sharpe,' Qudin said, when the report of the gun had rolled past
'Lawford woul d have done better, sir,' Sharpe said. 'He's got a voice like an officer
"Then you'll have to sound |like a sergeant,' Qudin said, '"and if you do it right, Shar
' Thank you, sir.'

Qudin had slowed his horse to a walk as they neared the wood. It was too dark to trot
"You don't need one. W're not here to fight, just to mx themup. That's why | cane t

shouted the commands to fire, to advance and to kill. Watever British or Indian troops were t
"Man Col onel!' The big Sergeant, who had first used Captain Ronet's horse to reach the
"Let's enjoy ourselves,' GQudin said in English
"Aye, sir,' Sharpe said and wondered what the hell he should do now. In the dark, he r
Qudi n paused at the edge of the tope. Rocketnmen were enthusiastically blasting their v
Sharpe foll owed the two Frenchnen. Of to his right there was a sudden bl ast of gunfir

was over before they even reached it. The Ti ppoo's nen had encountered a small group of redcoe
"Bl oody hell,' Sharpe said. 'Excuse ne, sir,' he added, then he gently noved Gudin's t
' Good.' @udin snapped the tinderbox shut, extinguishing the small flane. ' And you don'
"That's why I'"mhere, sir,' Sharpe said with a suitable bl oodthirstiness.
"I think the British army lost a good nan in you, Sharpe,' Qudin said, standing and gL
'"To France, sir?
Qudin sniled at Sharpe's surprised tone. "It isn't the devil's country, Sharpe; indeec
"Me, sir? An officer? Sharpe |aughed. 'Like making a nmule into a racehorse.'

"You underestimte yourself.' Gudin paused. There were feet tranpling to the right, ar
"Forward!' Sharpe obediently bellowed into the dark trees. 'Forward!' He paused, |iste
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No one responded. 'Try a name,' @udin suggested.

Sharpe invented an officer's nanme. 'Captain Fellows! This way!' He called it a dozen t
Then, from nmaybe thirty paces away, the hated voice called back, 'Wo's that?" The Ser
' Conme here, nan!' Sharpe snapped.

Hakeswi | | ignored the order, but nme fact that a nman had replied at all cheered Gudin v
One thing was plain to Sharpe. The 33rd was in trouble. Poor Jed Mallinson shoul d neve

need to get closer, sir,' he told the Colonel and, without waiting for Qudin's consent, he rar
' Sharpe!' Gudin hissed, but Sharpe was well away fromthe Col onel now and he reckoned
' Sergeant Hakeswi | l!' Sharpe bellowed, then ran on again. There was a danger that by s
A rocket crashed into a branch high above Sharpe and sl ashed straight down into the ¢
" Sharpie!'" Hakeswill shouted. 'You bastard!' He slashed wildly at Sharpe with his bl oc
"For Christ's sake, drop it!' Sharpe shouted, retreating before the quick |unges of tF
"Running off to the eneny, Sharpie? Hakeswill said. 'l

should take you in, shouldn't I? It'Il be another court martial and a firing party this tine.
Sharpe felt the rocket's iron tube under his right hand, gripped it and threw it up at

Just then a squad of redcoats burst into the clearing. The burning carcass of the rocket showe
Then a volley of nusketry flanmed fromthe trees and half of the grenadiers spun round

the fallen Hakeswill. 'Well done, Sharpe,' Qudin called. 'WlIlI| done! Stop that! Stop that!' Tt
Sharpe was cursing. He had so nearly got clean away! |f Hakeswill had not attacked hir
"You took a terrible risk, Corporal!' Gudin said, conming back to Sharpe and sheat hi ng

"Aye, sir. It worked,' Sharpe said, though he took no pleasure init. It had all gone
"I''"ll make sure the Tippoo hears of your bravery, Sharpe,' GQudin said as he retrieved
' Thank you, sir,' Sharpe said, though w thout enthusiasm

"You' re not wounded, are you?' Gudin asked anxiously, struck by the forlorn tone of St

"Burned ny hand, sir,' Sharpe said. He had not realized it when he snatched up the roc
"OF course you'll live," @udin said, then laughed delightedly. 'Gave them a beating, c
" Trounced 'em proper, sir.'

"And we'll trounce them again, Sharpe, when they attack the city. They don't know what
"What is waiting for them sir? Sharpe asked.

"You'll see. You'll see,' @udin said, then hauled hinself up into his saddle. Sergeant
Hakeswi | | | ooked up at Sharpe and spat. 'Bloody traitor!'

"Ignore him' Qudin said.

' Snake!' Hakeswi || hissed. 'Piece of no-good shit, that's what you are, Sharpie. Jesus
"I'"d like to kick his bloody teeth in, sir,' Sharpe said to Gudin. 'In fact, if you' ve
Qudin sighed. 'l do object,' the Colonel said nildly, 'because it's rather inportant v
"Id still like to kick the bastard's teeth in, sir.'

"l assure you the Tippoo night do that without any help fromyou,' GQudin said grinmy

Shar pe and the Col onel spurred ahead of the prisoners to cross the bridge back to the
' Thank you, sir.'

"And believe ne, I'll tell the Tippoo. He adnires bravery!'
Li eutenant Lawford was anong the curious crowd who waited just inside the gate. 'Wat
"l buggered up,' Sharpe said bitterly. 'I bloody well buggered it up. Cone on, let's s

"No, wait.' Lawford had seen the redcoats com ng through the flane |ight of the gate t
' Conme away!' Sharpe insisted and he tugged at Lawford's el bow.

Lawford shook of f the tug and stared at the prisoners, unable to hide his chagrin at t
"Conme on!' Lawford hurried down an alley. The Lieutenant

had gone pale. He stopped beside the arched doorway of a snmall tenple that was surnounted by &
' That bastard?' Sharpe said. 'Anything' s possible.'
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"Surely not. He wouldn't betray us,' Lawford said, then shuddered. 'Wat happened, for
Sharpe told himof the night's events and how cl ose he had cone to naking a cl ean brez
'"He coul d have m sunderstood you,' Lawford said.

"Not him'

'But what happens if he does betray us?' Lawford asked.

Then we join your uncle in the bloody cells,' Sharpe said gloomly. 'You should have
"Don't be a fool!' Lawford snapped. 'You're still in the arny, Sharpe. So am|.' He sL
* iy 2"

'Because if we can't get the news out, then maybe he can!' Lawford said angrily. Hs &
"How? W& can't ask in the streets for him'

"Then find Ms Bickerstaff,' Lawford said urgently. 'Find her, Sharpe!' He | owered his
"l outrank you,' Sharpe said.

Lawford turned on himfuriously. 'Wat did you say?

"I"'ma corporal now, Private.' Sharpe grinned.

"This is not a joke, Sharpe!' Lawford snapped. There was a sudden authority in his vo
"We've done it bloody well so far,' Sharpe said defensively.

'"No, we haven't,' Lawford said firmy. 'Because we haven't got the news out, have we?
Sharpe felt the conforting weight of the haideri in his tunic pocket. He thought about
So he went to spend his gold.

The 33rd marched unhappily back to the encanpnent. The wounded were carried or |inped
The Grenadi er and Light Conpani es had taken the casualties. Men were nissing and Wl | e

firing a shot. The two sepoy battalions could easily have turned the night's disaster into a \
It was that |lack of professionalismthat galled Wellesley. He had failed. The northerr
"We' Il clear the tope in the norning,' Harris tried to console Wl lesley.
"My nen will do it,' Wellesley prom sed quickly.
"No, no. They won't be rested,' Harris said. 'Better if we use fresh troops.'
"My fellows will be quite ready.' Baird spoke for the first tinme. He snmled at Wlles
"I request permi ssion to command the attack, sir,' Wllesley said very stiffly, ignori

I"'msure, I"'msure,' Harris said vaguely, neither granting nor denying Wellesley's re
A whi ppersnapper,' Baird said loudly enough for the retreating Colonel to hear him '
He's very efficient,' Harris said mldly.

"My nother was efficient, God rest her soul,' Baird retorted vigorously, 'but you woul
'So you have,' Harris agreed, 'so you have.'

"And let ne take the dammed tope in the norning. God, nman, | could do it with a corpor
"Wellesley will still be officer of the day tonorrow norning, Baird,' Harris said, the

"You know how to spell Wellesley's name for the despatch, Harris?' Baird asked. 'Three
'"Good night,' Harris said firmy
At dawn the Scotch Brigade and two Indian battalions paraded east of the encanpnent, v

tests at the violence that had once again disturbed their nests.
Maj or General Baird waited in front of the Scotch Brigade. He itched to take his count
"He ain't up,' Baird said. 'He's sleeping it off. If you wait for himto wake up it'l]I
'"Gve himfive mnutes,' Harris insisted. 'l sent an aide to wake him'
Baird had intercepted the aide to nake certain Wellesley did not wake in tine, but jus
"You're ready, Wellesley?
"I ndeed, sir.'
' Then you know what to do,' Harris said curdy.
'Look after ny Scots boys!' Baird called to Wellesley, and received, as he expected, r
The Scots col ours were unfurled, the drunmer boys sounded the advance, the pipers bege

Harris waited, then a galloper came fromthe northern stretch of the aqueduct, which t
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"I''"ll hear the butcher's bill first, sir, if you don't mind," Baird answered, but ther
And now, with the approach ground west of the city in Harris's hands, the siege proper

It did not prove difficult to find Mary. Shaipe nerely asked Gudin and, after the nigt
' Your wonman, Sharpe?' Qudin teased. 'You becone a corporal and all you want is your wc
"I just want to see her, sir.'

'She's in Appah Rao's household. 1'lIl have a word with the General, but first you're t
"Me, sir?" Sharpe felt an instant pang of alarm fearing that Hakeswi |l had betrayed t

'To get an award, Sharpe,' Qudin reassured him 'But don't worry, |['lIl be there to ste
"Yes, sir.' Sharpe grinned. He liked Gudin, and he could not help contrasting the Kkinc
'"He's a good soldier, Sharpe. Very good. What he really wants is a French arny, not a
'What does he want a French arny for, sir?

'"To beat you British out of India.'

"But then he'd just be stuck with you French instead,' Sharpe pointed out.

"But he likes the French, Sharpe. You find that strange?

"I find everything in India strange, sir. Haven't had a proper neal since | got here.'
Qudi n | aughed. 'And a proper neal is what?

"Bit of beef, sir, with sone potatoes and a gravy thick enough to choke a rat.'

Qudi n shuddered. 'La cuisine anglaise!’

"Sir?

'Never mind, Sharpe, never mnd.'

A hal f-dozen nmen waited to be presented to the Tippoo,

all of them soldiers who had sonehow di stingui shed thenselves in the defence of the tope the r
"I''"ll let you stroke it, sir. WIld horses wouldn't get ne near a beast like that.'
The tiger liked being scratched. It closed its yeEow eyes and for a few seconds Shar pe
Shar pe gaped at them They were both huge; tall and nuscled like prizefighters. Their

'"God al mighty!' Sharpe said in wondernment as he watched the man's head being wung ik
Then, one by one, the night's heroes were led up to the tiger-striped canopy and to tt
At last it was Sharpe's turn. 'You know what to do,' Qudin said encouragingly.

Sharpe did. He disliked going on his knees to any man, let alone this plunp little nor
Qudin had cone forward with Sharpe and now spoke to the Tippoo's interpreter in Frenct

tale of high heroics for the Ti ppoo kept giving Sharpe appreciative glances. Sharpe stared bac
"Does that mean |'Il have to be circunvented, sir?' Sharpe asked.
"It neans you are extraordinarily grateful to Hs Majesty, as | shall nowtell him' C

al nrost swore as he did so, for the thing was not nmade of brass at all, but of heavy gold.
'Back away,' Qudin nuttered
Shar pe bowed to the Ti ppoo and backed clunsily to his place in the Iine. The Ti ppoo st
"You are now officially a hero of Mysore,' GQudin said drily, 'one of the Tippoo's belc
"Don't deserve to be, sir,' Sharpe said, peering at the nedallion. One side was patter
"It says, Sharpe, "Assad Allah al-ghalib", which is Arabic and it nmeans "The Lion of C
"Lion, not tiger?
"It's a verse fromthe Koran, Sharpe, the MuslimBible, and | suspect the holy book dc
"Funny, isn't it?" Sharpe said, peering at the heavy gold nedallion
"What is?
"The British beast is the lion, sir.' Sharpe chuckled, then hefted the gold in his har
"As rich as can be,' Qudin said drily.
"And those are real stones? That ruby in his hat and the dianond in his dagger?
"Both worth a king's ransom Sharpe, but be careful. The dianond is called the Monstc
"I wasn't thinking of thieving it, sir,' Sharpe said, though he had been thinking exac
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"OfF course you do. Though | might say you only received it because | sonmewhat exaggerse
Shar pe unl ooped the nedallion. 'You can have it, sir.' He pushed the heavy gold towarc
Qudi n backed away and held up his hands in horror. 'If the Ti ppoo discovered you had ¢
"No, sir.'

'"Go to the north side of the big Hindu tenple,' the Colonel said, 'and keep wal ki ng. Y
"Way do they put cows over the gates, sir?

'For the sanme reason we put inmages of a tortured man in our churches. Religion. You as
It was not hard to find the snall tenple that |lay opposite an old gateway that |ed thr

itself, flanked by two snaller green flags that showed a silver device. The wind |ifted one of
He went into the tenple, but Mary had not yet arrived. Sharpe found a patch of shade
"Brother!' Mary called aloud, and then, alnost in a panic, she repeated the word. 'Brc
Shar pe grinned, disguising his confusion. Then he saw there were tears in Mary's eyes

Tmvery well,' she said deliberately, and then, in an even nore stilted voice, 'Brothe
Shar pe gl anced at the Indian soldier and saw that the nan had a fiercely protective Ic
"No. It's Kunwar Singh,' Mary said, and she turned and gestured towards the soldier ar
' Does he speak English?' Sharpe asked, and then, with a grin, 'sister?

Mary threw hima |l ook of pure relief. 'Sone,' she said. 'How are you? How s your back?
"Mending all right, it is. That Indian doctor does nagic, he does. | still feel it nov
Mary fingered the gold, then | ooked up at Sharpe. Tmsorry, Richard,' she whispered.
"There's nothing to be sorry for, lass,' Sharpe said, and he spoke truthfully, for eve
Mary gave a tiny nod.

' Good for you!' Sharpe called to the Indian and gave hima snile. 'Good girl, my siste
"Hal f-sister,' Mary hissed.

' Make up your bl oody mind, |ass.'

"And |'ve taken an Indian nane,' she said. 'Aruna.'

' Sounds good. Aruna.' Sharpe smiled. 'I like it.'

"It was ny nother's nane,' Mary explained, then fell into

an awkward silence. She glanced at the man with the white stripe on his head, then tentatively
For a second neither Sharpe nor Mary had anything to say. 'I've been watching that nak
"It's one way to worship,' Mary said sofdy.
' Bl oody odd t hough. The whole thing's odd.' Sharpe gestured around the decorated shrir
Mary nodded. Tmsorry, Richard. Truly.'
"I't happens, lass,' Sharpe said. 'But you don't want himto know about you and ne, is
She nodded and agai n | ooked fearful. 'Please?" she begged him Sharpe paused, not to k
He | ooked back to her. 'I want you to do sonething for ne,' he said.
She | ooked wary, but nodded. 'OF course. If | can.'
"There's a fellowin this city called Ravi Shekhar. Got the name? He's a nerchant, Goc
"Yes.'
' Then you get out, lass, and find this Ravi Shekhar and

tell himto get a nmessage to the British. And the nessage is this. They nustn't attack the wes
Mary |icked her lips, then nodded. 'And you won't tell Kunwar about us?
"I wouldn't have told himanyway,' Sharpe said. 'O course | wouldn't. | w sh you joy
"I''ll do it for you. | promse.'
"You're a good lass.' He stood. 'Do brothers kiss sisters in India?
Mary half smiled. T think they do, yes.'
Shar pe gave her a very respectable kiss on the cheek, snelling her perfune. 'You | ook
"You're a good nman, Richard.'
'"That won't get me very far in this world, will it?" He backed away from Mary then gri
He had turned back towards the barracks where Gudin's battalion was quartered. He was
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about how graceful, even unapproachable, she had | ooked, and he was hardly | ooking where he we
And Sharpe instinctively knew sonething was aniss. He stood watchi ng and suspected he
Then he was through the gate and he saw that it was not a passage out of the city at &

had been wall ed shut to |leave this gloony tunnel that was now stacked with barrels. They had t
An officer saw himand shouted angrily. Sharpe played the innocent. 'Colonel Gudin?' I
The Indian officer ran towards himand, as he cane, he drew a pistol, but then, in the
Sharpe snmiled eagerly. "He's ny officer, sahib. I've got a nessage for him'
The Indian did not understand, but he did know the significance of the nedal and it we
"'@udi n?' Sharpe insisted.
The man shook his head and Sharpe, with a grin, left the tunnel
He had forgotten Mary now for he knew he was on the verge of understandi ng what was be

where the big guns waited and, when he reached the firestep, he understood everything.or there

stones onto any troops who mght survive the terrible blast. 'Bloody hell,' Sharpe said, and t

CHAPTER 8

The si ege works advanced steadily, hanpered only by the Tippoo's guns and by a shortac
Baird broke the brief silence that followed Gent's words. 'They can't surely garrison
' The Ti ppoo has no shortage of nmen,' Wellesley pointed out. 'Thirty or forty thousand,
Baird i gnored the young Colonel, while Harris, unconfortably aware of the bad feeling

hooked them over his ears as he peered down at the nap.
Harris sighed. 'l still think it has to be the west,' he said, 'despite this new wall.
' The north?' Wellesley asked.
"According to our farner fellow,' Gent answered, 'the new inner wall goes all the way
Harris wished to God that MCandl ess was still with the army. That subtle Scotsnman woL
"W could cross the Arrakerry Ford,' Baird suggested, 'then blast our way in fromthe
Harris lifted the hemof his wig and scratched at his old scal p wound. 'W discussed &

and pound of powder will have to be carried across the river.'
"And one good rainfall will nmake the ford inpassable,' Gent put in gloomly, 'not to r
'So wherever we attack,' Wellesley asked, 'we have to pierce two walls?
"That's what the nan said,' Baird grow ed.
"This new inner wall,' Wellesley asked Gent, ignoring Baird, 'what do we know of it?
"Mud,' Gent said, 'red nud bricks. Just |ike Devon nud.'
"Mud will crunble,' Wellesley pointed out.

"If it's dry, it will,' Gent agreed, 'but the core of the wall won't be dry. Thorough

"But it will yield? Harris asked anxiously.

"Ch, it'll yield, sir, it'll yield, I can warrant you that, but how nuch tinme do we he
God only knows what'll be waiting on the other side. Nothing good, | dare say.'

"But we can breach this outer wall quickly enough?' Harris asked, tapping the place or
"Aye, sir. It's nostly nud again, but it's older so the centre will be drier. Once we
Harris stared down at the nmap, unconsciously scratching beneath his wig. 'Ladders,' he
Baird | ooked al arned. 'You're not thinking of an escal ade, God save us?

"W've no tinber!' Gent protested.

"Banboo scaling |ladders,' Harris said, 'just a few.' He sniled as he | eaned back in hi
There was silence in the tent as the diree officers considered Harris's suggestion. Cc
"Two Forlorn Hopes,' Harris said, thinking aloud and ignoring Gent's gl oony conments,
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south. That way they don't need to go between the walls.'
"It'll be a desperate business,' Gent said flatly.
"Assaults always are,' Baird said stoutly. 'That's why we enploy Forlorn Hopes.' The F
Harris snmled. 'Ganted, David.' He spoke gently, using Baird's Christian name for the
'"God be with the damed Ti ppoo,' Baird said, hiding his delight. 'He's the one who'l
O | send you to your death, Harris thought, but kept the sentinent silent. He rolled
The troops went on digging, zigzagging their way across the fertile fields between the

sepoys, and behind all the troops, in the sprawling encanpnents, nore than a hundred thousand
Harris had nmen enough for the siege and assault, but not enough to ring the city entir
The trenches made ground daily, but one last fornidable obstacle prevented their apprc

Lion of God would be felled, but whenever skirnmi shers went close to the fort to discover if ar
The fort had to be taken. Harris ordered a dusk attack that was | ed by Indian and Scot
The bonbardnent suddenly ceased and the Ti ppoo's nen

came scranbling out of the mll's danp cellars to take their places at their fire-scorched rar
The snoke of the carcasses at last died and drifted away, its remants touched red by

turned into a nassacre and the officers nowtried to calmthe attackers down as they pierced e
Next norning the first eighteen-pounders were already enplaced in the mll. The range

acconpani ed the Bengalis and the Highlanders in their assault on the old mlIl now seened to se
While inside the city, watching his precious cannon bei ng destroyed, the Tippoo funed.
It was tine, the Tippoo decided, to show his soldiers that these red-coated eneni es we
A hal f-hour's wal k east of the city, just outside the enbrasured wall that protected t

The Daria Dow at had not been built to inpress, but rather for confort. Only two store
The Daria Dow at's garden was a wide | awn dotted with pools, trees, shrubs and fl owers
The Ti ppoo had ordered entertai nnent for his troops. There were dancers fromthe city,

grow did not carry very far, any nore than did the pathetic cry of the tiger's victim but tF
The Tippoo arrived in a palanquin just after m dday. None of his European advisers acc
The Tippoo let his soldiers enjoy the tiger for a few nonents |onger, then he cl apped
Then a goatskin drum sounded and the jettis, obedient to its strokes, went back to the shadows

the forecourt. There were thirteen prisoners, all in red coats, all of themnen of the 33rd wh
The thirteen nmen stood uncertainly anmdst the ring of their enem es. The sun beat dowr
Quards surrounded the prisoners and pushed them back to the pal ace, |eaving just one r
Two jettis wal ked towards him They were big nen, fornidably bearded, tall and with tt

like a rabbit cuffing at a wolf. The watchi ng sol di ers | aughed again, though there was a nervc
The jetti drew the soldier in to his body, then hugged himin a terrible | ast enbrace.
The prisoner's dying screamwas choked off in an instant. For a second his head starec
A second redcoat was driven to the jettis, and this man was forced to kneel. He did nc
The jettis saved the Sergeant till last. The watching soldiers

were in a fine nood now. They had been nervous at first, apprehensive of col d-bl coded death or
A jetti caught the Sergeant from behind and forced himto his knees.
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'Get these black bastards off ne!' the Sergeant screaned. 'Listen, Your Honour, | knov

Hakeswi | | spat the norsel out. 'Listen, Your Gace! | know what the bastards are up tc
"Wait,' the Tippoo called.
The jetti paused, still holding Hakeswill's head at an unnatural angl e.

"What did he say?' the Tippoo asked one of his officers who spoke sone English and whc
The Ti ppoo waved one of his small delicate hands and the aggrieved jetti let go of Hak
The of ficer who spoke English called down fromthe verandah. 'Wio did you see?" he ask

"I told you, Your Honour, didn't I?

"No, you didn't. Gve us a nane.'

Hakeswi | |'s face twitched. 'lil tell you,' he wheedled, '"if you promise to let nme |live

The officer translated for the Tippoo who, at |ast, nodded and so pronpted the officer

"Word of honour?' Hakeswill asked.

" Upon ny honour.'

'Cross your heart and hope to die? Like it says in the scriptures?

"You will livel' the officer snapped. 'So long as you tell us the truth.'

"I always do that, sir. Honest Hakeswill, that's nmy name, sir. | sawhim didn't |? Li

The of ficer had not understood everything that Hakeswi ||l had said, but he had understc
"Course he is! In ny bleeding conpany, what's nore. And they said he'd gone back to N

The officer seened sceptical. 'The only Englishnmen we have here, Sergeant, are prisone
Hakeswi | | spat on the gravel that was soaked with the blood fromthe decapitated prisc

off hone to Mumry. | tell you, sir, he's an officer! And the other one's a right bastard! Fl oc
The mention of the flogging woke a nenory in the Tippoo. 'Wen was he fl ogged?' The of
Just before he ran, sir. Raw, he nust have been, but not raw enough.'’
"And you say the General sent for hin?' The officer sounded di shelieving.
"Harris, sir, the bugger what lost a lunp out of his skull in Arerica. He sent our Co
The Tippoo listened to the translation, then stepped back fromthe railing. He turned
"None that |'ve ever heard of, Your Mjesty,' Appah Rao said, glad that the shadows of
The Ti ppoo nodded down to the kneeling Hakeswill. 'Put that wetch back in the cells,’
Quards dragged Hakeswi |l back to the city. 'And he had a bib hi with him' Hakeswi || s
The twel ve dead nen were hidden in a nakeshift grave

The troops nmarched back to their encanpnent while the Tippoo, being carried to the Inr

"You think Ms Bickerstaff has gone over to the eneny?' Lawford asked Sharpe for the t
'She's gone to his bed,' Sharpe said bleakly, 'but |I reckon she'll still help us.' She
' Suppose she betrays us?' Lawford asked.

"Then we're in trouble,' Sharpe said brutally. 'But she won't. Mary's a good | ass.'
Lawford shrugged. 'She jilted you.'

' Easy cone, easy go,' Sharpe said, then belted the tunic. Like nost of the Tippoo's sc

we run |ike buggery. You reckon that nusket's ready for inspection?
"It's clean,' Lawford said defensively, hefting his big French firel ock
"Christ, you'd be on a charge for that nusket back in the proper arny. Gve it here.'
Sergeant Rothiere's daily inspection was not for another half-hour, and after that the
"I already had Wazzy clean that,' Lawford said, nodding at the nusket in Sharpe's hanc
"If you want a job done properly,' Sharpe said, 'you do it yourself. Hell!' He swore &

"Do you cl ean your own nusket |ike that?' Lawford asked, inpressed that Sharpe had uns
"Course | do! Not that Hakeswill ever cares. He only | ooks at the outside.' Sharpe gr
'"He changed it?'" Lawford seened shocked.
' Bl oody snake, that Obadi ah. How nuch did you pay Wazzy?
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"An anna.'

'He robbed you. You want to pass ne that oil bottle?

Lawford obliged, then settled back against the stone water trough in which Sharpe had
"Lieutenant?' a voice called respectfully across the yard. 'Lieutenant Lawford?

"Sir?'" Lawford responded without thinking, turning towards the voice and rising to his

Shar pe swore

no parti

wil |

Col onel @udin wal ked slowWy across the yard, rubbing his | ong face as he approached t¥t
Lawford sai d not hi ng.

Qudi n shrugged. 'O ficers are supposedly nen of honour, Lieutenant. Are you going to c
"No, sir,' Lawford said.

Qudin sighed. 'So are you a conmi ssioned officer or not?

"I am sir.' Lawford sounded ashaned, though whether it was because he had been accuse
"And you, Coporal Sharpe?' Qudin asked sadly.

"I ain't an officer, Colonel.'

"No,' @Qudin said, T did not think you were. But are you a true deserter?

"COF course | am sir!' Sharpe lied

Qudin sniled at Sharpe's confident tone. 'And you, Lieutenant,' he asked Lawford, 'are
"No, sir,' Lawford admtted. '"Nor is Private Sharpe, sir.'

Qudi n nodded. 'That is what the Sergeant said.'

"The Sergeant, sir?" Lawford asked.

Qudin grimaced. 'I fear the Ti ppoo executed the prisoners taken the other night. He st
' The bastard!' Sharpe said, throwi ng the nusket down in disgust. Bloody Hakeswill! He
"Sir?' Lawford said to Gudin, ignoring Sharpe's anger

'Li eutenant ?' Qudin responded courteously.

We were captured by the Tippoo's nen while wearing our red coats, sir. That neans we s

Qudi n shook his head. 'It neans nothing of the sort, Lieutenant, for you |lied about yc
"l suppose not, but | warn you that the Tippoo will want to know.' QGudin snmiled at She
"Sorry, sir,' Sharpe said, noticing the Colonel's distaste and dropping his tunic's he
Tmsorry to be losing you, Sharpe,' Qudin went on. 'I'mafraid there is an escort wait
'She had nothing to do with this, sir,' Sharpe said hurriedly as he pulled on the trot

"Twi ce unlucky, Sharpe. Bad in a soldier, that.' @udin smled and reached out a hand.
Shar pe handed over both guns. 'Sir?

"Private Sharpe?

Shar pe reddened and becane awkward. 'It was an honour to serve you, sir. | nean that.

' Thank you, Sharpe,' Qudin gravely acknow edged the conplinment. 'O course,' he added,
Lawford stiffened as this offer was nmade to Sharpe. Sharpe hesitated, then shook his t
Qudi n had expected the reply. 'Good for you, Sharpe. And by the way, Private, you m gt
"Yes, sir.' Sharpe retrieved the gold fromhis trouser pocket where he had optimstice
Qudi n stood and gestured towards the barracks room 'This way, gentlenen.'

That was the end of the pleasantries.

And Shar pe suspected it would be the last pleasantry for a very long tine.

For now they were the Tippoo's prisoners.

Appah Rao had Mary fetched to a roomoff the courtyard of his house. Kunwar Singh was

cul ar reason to expect bad news, but she was ever wary, and sonethi ng about Appah Rao'
"My hal f-brother, sir,' Mary whispered.

"If you say so,' Appah Rao conceded. Kunwar Singh spoke a little English, though not €
"I don't know, sir.'

Appah Rao took a pistol fromhis belt and began loading it. Both Mary and Kunwar Singt

want to know two things. First, why they cane here, and, second, whether they were told
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"Yes, sir.'

The General placed the bullet in the barrel, then pulled out the pistol's short ranroc
"No, sir,' Mary whispered.

Appah Rao slotted the short ranrod back in its hoops. He prinmed the gun, but did not c
Mary stared at the pistol in the General's hand. It was a beautiful weapon with a butt
It was the answer Rao had feared. 'And did they?

"No, sir.'

'"So what did they find out?" Rao asked, laying the pistol down on the table. 'Wat dic
"Private Sharpe told ne that the British shouldn't attack in the west, sir,' Mary saic
"All?" Rao asked. 'Surely not. Wiy would he tell you that? Did he think you could get
Mary stared down at the pistol. T was to find a man, sir,' she said at |ast.

" Who?'

She | ooked up at the CGeneral, fear in her eyes. 'A nerchant, sir, called Ravi Shekhar
" Anyone el se?

"No, sir! Truly.'

Rao believed her, and felt a wash of relief. H's greatest fear was that Sharpe and Lav
Mary | ooked astoni shed. 'The pistol, sir?

"Take it! Now listen, girl. Ravi Shekhar is dead and his body was fed to the tigers.

that placing it in your nouth and pointing it slightly upwards is the nost effective.' Mary st
Kunwar Si ngh bowed his head.
Mary went back to the wonen's quarters while Appah Rao nade an offering at his househc

The Ti ppoo hinself cane to the courtyard where the tigers had been restored to their long cha
The of ficer was a suave young Mislimwho spoke good English. 'Hs Majesty,' he said w
Lawford stiffened. "I am an officer in Hs Britannic

Maj esty's ...' he began, but the Indian cut himoff with a gesture.
"Quiet!' the officer said wearily. 'You are nothing except what we nake you. So why ar
"Way do you think?' Sharpe said.
The officer looked at him 'l think,' he said judiciously, 'that you cane here to spy.
'So now you know,' Sharpe said defiantly.
The officer smled. 'But nmaybe you were given the name of a man who might help you ins
Shar pe shook his head. 'Didn't give us any nanes. Not one.'
' Maybe,' the officer said, then nodded at the two jettis who seized hold of Sharpe, tt
The sudden pain was every bit as bad as the flogging. It stabbed up and down Sharpe's

the officer told Lawford nmildly, 'and when he is dead we shall beat you until you are dead.'
The jetti struck down again, and this tine Sharpe rolled onto his side, but the seconc
"You can't do this!' Lawford protested.
"OF course we can!' the officer answered. 'W shall start splintering his bones now, &
"A nerchant!' Lawford blurted out.
The of ficer held up h|s hand to stop the beating. 'A nerchant, Lieutenant? The city is
'"He deals in netals,' Lawford said. 'I don't know nore than that.
"OF course you do,' the officer said, then nodded at the jetti who raised the ranrod t
"Ravi Shekhar!' Lawford shouted. The Lieutenant was bitterly ashanmed for giving the ne
"Ravi Shekhar,' the officer said, checking thejettfs stroke. 'And how did you find hir
"W didn't,' Lawford said. 'W didn't know howl W were waiting till we spoke sone of your |ar
Shar pe groaned. Blood trickled down his sides and dripped onto the stones. One of the tigers s

The officer, who was wearing one of the prized gold tiger nedallions about his neck, t
"And what, Lieutenant,' the officer translated, 'would you have told Ravi Shekhar?
"Everything we'd di scovered about the defences,' Lawford said nmiserably. 'That's why v
"And what did you di scover?
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rel ease

CHAPTER

' How nmany nmen you have, how many guns, how nany rockets.'

"That's all?'

"It's enough, isn't it?" Lawford retorted.

The officer translated the answers. The Ti ppoo shrugged, gl anced at Lawford, then took
"Who el se would you have told in the city? the officer asked.

'There was no one el se!' Lawford pleaded. 'In the nane of God, there was no one el se.

The Ti ppoo believed him Lawford's chagrin was so clear and his shanme so pal pabl e t hat
' Never.'

"You're looking at himnow,' the officer said, gesturing at the tigers. 'H's body was
'"Ch, God,' Lawford said, and he closed his eyes as he realized just what an utter fai

For a second the Tippoo hesitated, wondering whether to

the tigers onto the two nen. Then he turned away. 'Take themto the cells,' he orderec
The sacrifice of prisoners had yielded up the traitors and turned the Tippoo's |uck. T

9

The dungeons lay in one of the palace's northern courtyards, hard under the city's inr
The dungeon guards did not carry nuskets, but instead had coiled whips in their belts

bars that were as thick as a man's wist. The turnkey indicated that they should wait while he
More straw stirred in the first cell on the left, close by where Sharpe and Lawford were stanc

wounds,

as he'd

'Be quiet, Sergeant,' Lawford snapped.

"Yes, sir, Mster Lieutenant Lawford, sir, quiet it is, sir.'" Hakeswill clung to the &
"Bastard,' Sharpe nuttered.

"Quiet! Both of you,' Lawford insisted and then, with his innate politeness, the Lieut

"Wllie,' atired voice said fromthe shadows of the cell, 'how very good of you to vi
"You too, sir. You've net Private Sharpe, | think.'

McCandl ess gave Sharpe a grimlook. 'I have a question for you, young man.'

"I't wasn't gunpowder, sir,' Sharpe said, renenbering his first confrontation with the
"Aye, it didn't look like powder,' the Scotsman said. 'It was blowing in the wind |iKke
"I'"d have shot you, sir,' Sharpe said, 'begging your pardon, sir.'

Sharpe!' Lawford renonstrated

"Quite right, man,' MCandl ess said. 'The wetched fell ow was testing you, wasn't he?
'Bastards cracked a rib, sir, and |'"'mbleeding a bit. Do you mind if |I sit? Sharpe g

t hough there was not hing he could do to hel p t hem nend.

"You won't get fresh air here,' MCandless said. 'You snell the sewage?

"You can't miss that snell, Uncle,' Lawford said.

"It's the newinner wall,' MCandl ess explained. 'Wien they built it they cut the city
McCandl ess wanted news, not only of what had brought Lawford and Sharpe into Seringape
"Yes, sir.'

"Straight into the Tippoo's loving arnms.' The Scotsnman sat quietly for a nonent, sonet
"It's near finished, sir.' Sharpe delivered yet nore bad news. 'I sawit.'

"Aye, it would be. He's an efficient man, the Ti ppoo,' MCandl ess said, 'efficient anc
"What will he do with us?" Lawford asked

"That | cannot say,' Col onel MCandl ess replied. Tt depends, probably, on his dreans.

like us to think, for he still believes in sone older magic and he sets great store by

"W heard,' Lawford said.

"Murdered to anuse the Tippoo's troops!' MCandl ess said disapprovingly. 'And there we

'"He survived, sir,' Sharpe said vengefully, 'because he betrayed us.'

It's alie, sir!" Hakeswill, who had been avidly listening to Sharpe and Lawford's te
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McCandl ess turned to gaze at the Sergeant. ' Then why were you spared?' he asked coldly
' Touched by God, sir. Always have been, sir. Can't be killed, sir.'

"Mad,' McCandl ess said quietly.

"You can be killed, Obadiah,' Sharpe said. '"Christ, if it wasn't for you, you bastard,

"Lies, sir! Mre lies,' Hakeswi Il insisted.
"Quiet, both of you,' MCandless said. 'And Private Sharpe?
"Sir?

"I'd be grateful if you did not blasphene. Renenber that "Thou shalt not take the nane
"Amen, sir,' Hakeswill called, 'and praise the Lord, sir.'
"Sorry, sir,' Sharpe nuttered.

"You do know your Ten Commandnents, don't you, Sharpe?' MCandl ess asked.

"No, sir.'

'"Not one of then?' MCandl ess asked, shocked.

" Thou shalt not be found out, sir? Is that one of thenf?' Sharpe asked guil el essly.
McCandl ess stared at himin horror. 'Do you have any religion, Sharpe?

"No, sir. Never found a need for it.'

"You were born with a hunger for it, man.' The Col onel spoke with sone of his old ener
"And for a fewthings else, sir.'

McCandl ess shivered under his nmantle of straw. 'If God spares ne, Sharpe, | nmay atteng
"They took it fromne, sir,' Lawmford said. 'But | did nanage to save one page.' He toc
"Gve it here, man,' MCandl ess said fiercely, 'and |l et us see what the good Lord has
"Not very cheerful, sir,' Sharpe ventured.

"It is the nost cheerful thing | can contenplate in this place, Private. A promse frc
"Me, sir? No, sir. Never taught, sir.'

"He's stupid, sir, heis, sir,'" Hakeswill offered fromacross the corridor. 'A ways we
"W nust teach you your letters,' MCandl ess said, ignhoring the Sergeant's comments.
'"Mster Lawmford was going to do that, sir,' Sharpe said.

" Then | suggest he begins now,' MCandless said firny

Lawford sniled diffidently. '"It's difficult to know where to begin, Uncle.'

"Way not with T for tiger? MCandl ess suggested.

The beast growl ed, then settled in its straw. And Sharpe, sone years late, began his

The si ege works advanced fast. Redcoats and sepoys worked day and ni ght, sapping forwe

know t he exact stretch of wall that the eneny engi neers had chosen, and it suited General Harr
But the Ti ppoo was ganbling that he al ready knew where the British would choose to nak
He did not put all his faith in the single nmassive nine. That mine could well kill or

with men when the tinme cane, and those nen woul d each have at |east three | oaded nuskets, and
The skies might be clear, but every other onmen was good. The ill luck that had led to

south, and fromthe Coromandel Coast to the seas off Malabar. Al that glory was foretold by t
But then, one dawn, it seened the auguries might be deceiving, for the British sudden
The balls were not ained where the Ti ppoo had hoped, at the vul nerable part of the wal
Next day nore of the siege guns opened fire, but these new weapons were ained at the ¢

guns had fallen silent. The Ti ppoo's troops rushed to the walls, their nuskets and rockets rez
A brave man of the Tippoo's arny ventured up the nound of rubble that had been the nor
The Ti ppoo inspected the danage to his western defences. The guns were gone fromthe s
Col onel Qudin agreed. For a tine, like the Tippoo, he had been worried that the Britis
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Ti ppoo could mount high guns to plunge their fire onto the flanks of the storm ng troops. The
The man who had planted the flag on the crest of the fallen bastion was brought to the
"No, Your Majesty.'
The Ti ppoo suddenly turned and gazed up into the tall Appah Rao's face. He was frownir
'Yes, Your Majesty.'
"And didn't she go to your house?' the Tippoo charged Appah Rao.
' She did, Hi ghness, but she died.' Appah Rao told the Iie snoothly.
The Ti ppoo was intrigued. 'Di ed?
'She was a drab sick creature,' Appah Rao said carelessly, 'and just died. As should t
'Those two will die,' the Tippoo prom sed grimy, his query about Mary apparently forg

silver steps of his tiger throne, the throne he had sworn never to use until his enemes were
The nmuezzin's call echoed across the city, sunmmoning the faithful to prayer. The sounc

"T-1-K,' Sharpe said, scratching the letters in the dust of the cell's floor where he
"Pickl ock,' Lawford said. 'Very good, but you've left out two CV

"But |'ve got the picklock, sir,' Sharpe said, and produced it fromhis coat pocket.
"Way didn't they find it?" Lawford asked. Both nen had been searched when they had bee

their arrest, and though the guards had | eft the page of the Bible in Lawford' s pocket, they I
"I had it sonewhere it couldn't be found, sir,' Sharpe said. 'Colonel Gudin thought I
"I'd rather not know,' Lawford said prinmy
" A good picklock like that can take care of those old padl ocks in seconds, sir,' Sharg
"And get a bellyful of |ead?" Lawford suggest ed.
"When the assault cones,' Sharpe said, 'the guards will like as not be at the top of t
'"When the assault cones, Sharpe,' Col onel MCandl ess intervened, 'our guards are nore
"Hadn't thought of that, sir.' Sharpe sounded di sappoi nted.
"I don't think even you can rush a tiger,' MCandl ess said.
"No, sir. | don't suppose | can,' Sharpe adm tted. Each night, at dusk, the guards | ef

the heat of the day until its tine for guard duty came again. It was a huge and nangy beast, r
By day, when the tiger twitched in its sleep, the guards would watch the cells. Soneti
At first the learning was hard and it was nade no easier by Hakeswill's constant scoff

It ain't natural, ain't right. A private soldier should know his place, says so in the scriptt
"It says nothing of the sort, Sergeant!' MCandl ess woul d al ways snap after such an as
And al ways, every daylight hour of every day, there was the sound of the besiegers' gL

"Worki ng hard, them gunners!' Hakeswi |l would say. 'Doing a proper job, like real solc
"Quiet, Sergeant,' MCandl ess would grow .
"Yes, sir. | shall be quiet, sir. Like a church nouse, sir.' But a few nonents later t

Hakeswi | | even tal ked at night. Sharpe would wake to hear the Sergeant talking in a |c

just like ne.' The Sergeant reached a tentative hand through the bars and gave the beast's bac
The Col onel's fever was growi ng worse, though he tried hard not to conpl ain. Sharpe, ¢
"That's kind of you, Sharpe, kind.'
The Col onel drank, then propped his back agai nst the

stone wall at the back of the cell. 'W had a rainstormlast nonth,' he said, 'not a severe or
'"No chance of us still being here then, is there, sir?
"It depends, Sharpe, whether we take the city or not.'
"W will, sir,' Sharpe said
' Maybe.' The Col onel sniled at Sharpe's serene confidence. 'But the Tippoo night decic
"Nothing to understand, sir. He's just an evil bastard, sir.'
"No, he's not that,' the Colonel said severely. 'He's actually rather a good ruler. Be
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'"So why the hell are we fighting him sir?
McCandl ess sniled. 'Because we want to be here, and he doesn't want us to be here. Tw

Sharpe grinmaced. 'It seenms a funny thing to be fighting about, sir.'

"Does it?" MCandl ess seened surprised. 'Not to ne, Sharpe. Wthout trade there's no v
Shar pe | aughed softly. 'Trade never did 'owt for ne, sir.'

"Did it not?" MCandl ess asked gently. The Colonel snmiled. 'So what do you think is w
"Friends, sir. And pride. W have to show that we're better bastards than the other s
"You don't fight for King or country?

T ve never net the King, sir. Never even seen him'

"He's not nmuch to |l ook at, but he's a decent enough man when he's not mad.' MCandl ess
"I think so, sir.'

' Poor soul .

He's evil, too,' Sharpe said, speaking too softly for Hakeswill to hear him ' Takes ¢
And you' ve done none of those things?

Never raped, sir, and as for the others, only when | had to.'

"Then | pray God you'll never have to again,' MCandl ess said fervently, and with that
Shar pe wat ched the dawn |ight seep into the dungeon pit. The last bats of the night w
The openi ng shot of the day was ained at the low nud wall that plugged the gap in the
One by one the other siege guns woke and had their throats blasted clear. The first fe
This nmorning the British guns seened erratic. Every battery was at work, but their fir

were hot now, they would fire true, and soon they woul d concentrate a dreadful intensity of ir

He trained his glass on the nearest battery which was scarce four hundred yards fromt
Qudi n knew that the serious business of making the breach was about to begin and he a

unnasked a gun and the great brute belched a jet of snoke fifty yards in front of its enbrasur

scatteri

agai nst

The British had swall owed the bait. They were coning straight for the trap

The rest of the breaching guns now opened fire. For a nonent a runbling thunder fillec
The guns scarcely paused, only now they raised their aimvery slightly so nat the bal
Al'l day long they fired, and all day long the old wall crunbled. The shots were kept |
By nightfall the wall still stood, but at its base there was a crunbling, dusty caverr

ng cani ster or grapeshot in an attenpt to stop the Tippoo's nen fromrepairing the cav
It crunpled slowy, jetting a cloud of dust into the air, a cloud so thick that at fir
Yet still the guns fired. Now the gunners were trying to flatten the sl ope of the bres

A half-nmle away fromQudin, in the British lines, General Harris and General Baird st
"Let's pray it's unfinished,' Baird grow ed.

"But still | think it's better to ignore it,' Harris decreed. 'Capture the outer wall

Baird turned to stare at sone clouds that lay heavy and | ow on the western horizon. He
Harris collapsed his glass. 'Tonorrow,' he said firmy, and scratched beneath the edge
That night a handful of British officers crept out fromthe | eading trenches with snma
And all through that night the assault troops filed down the long trenches. Harris was

the defenders on the inner wall. Two Forlorn Hopes woul d go ahead of the columms, eact
'God knows,' Harris said that night at supper, 'but | can think of nothing I eft undone
"No, sir, | can't,' Baird said. "Upon ny soul, | can't.' He was trying to sound cheerf

Col onel Gent, who as well as being Harris's chief engineer, had taken on hinself the c
"There are always such runours,' Baird said curtly.
"Abit late to tell us, surely? Harris renonstrated mldly.

47



"Only heard of it today, sir,' Gent said defensively. 'One of their cavalry fellows de
**x M SSI NG PAGE ??77? ***

woul d regard the appointnment as a slight, yet in truth Baird' s hatred of all things Indian dis
"This tine tonorrow,' Meer Allumsaid in his odd English accent, 'we shall all dine ir
"I pray that we do,' Harris said, '"and | pray we nmanage it w thout grievous loss.' He
The officers were still sonbre when the neal ended. Harris bade them a good night, then stood
Bugl es greeted the dawn. The storm cl ouds had thickened in the west, but there was no

The Ti ppoo had spent the night in a small sentry shelter on the north walls. He woke €
Not hi ng had changed. Beyond the gently flowi ng South Cauvery the sun baked the ground
' They want another day to w den the breach,' an officer opined.

Col onel @udi n shook his head. 'They'll cone today,' he insisted.

The Ti ppoo grunted. He was standing just north of the

breach from where he watched the eneny trenches through a spyglass. Sone of the British round
'They want us to think that,' Gudin protested, '"to lull us. But they will cone today.
The Ti ppoo stepped back fromthe renmains of the parapet. Was his | uck changed? He had
The walls, already thick with troops, now becane crowded with defenders. One conpany c
O hers of the Tippoo's finest troops were posted on the outer wall above the edges of

to defend the shoulders of the breach, for the Tippoo was determned to funnel the attackers

The Ti ppoo had decided to lead the fight on the wall north of the breach. Colonel Gudin's batt
The Ti ppoo assured hinself that all had been done that could be done. The city was rec
The British guns fired on. In the nosque sone nen prayed, but all of themwere old ner
M dday cane. The city baked in the heat. It seened strangely silent, for the fire of t

On the walls a horde of men crouched behind their firesteps, while in the trenches acr
The Ti ppoo had a prayer mat brought to the walls and there, facing towards the eneny,
"Al'l of them Your Mjesty? the aide asked.

"Not the Sergeant,' the Tippoo said. 'Not the one who twitches. The others. Tell the j

CHAPTER 10

Appah Rao was an able nman, otherwi se he would not have been pronoted to the command of
Now, ordered to take his nen to the walls of Seringapatam and there fight to preserve

be wapped in reed nmats and buried in an unmarked grave.
But if the Tippoo lost then the British would rule in Mysore. True, if they kept their
He stood above the southern gate, waiting for an unseen eneny to erupt fromtheir trer
"At the house, Lord.' Kunwar Singh was a soldier, but not in any of the Ti ppoo's cushc
' Take six men,' the General said, 'and nake sure they are not dressed in ny livery. Tt

do get into the city then McCandl ess will protect our wonen.' Appah Rao added this | ast assure
"Lord,' Kunwar Singh said, then stepped back, turned and was gone. Appah Rao watched F
It took only a minute for Kunwar Singh to reach the General's house. He ordered six of
Mary came to the courtyard and demanded to know what

was happeni ng. There was a strange stillness in the city, and the tenpo of the British guns, v
"W think the British are conmng,' Kunwar Singh told her, then blurted out that she w
"What about ny brother?' Mary asked.
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t owar ds

Kunwar Singh shrugged. 'I have no orders for him'

"Then | shall conme with you,' Mary decl ared.

"You can't!' Kunwar Singh insisted. He was often shocked by Mary's defiance, though he
"You can stop ne,' she said, 'by shooting ne. O you can let ne cone. Make up your mr
"I can't let your brother conme back here,' he warned Mary when she cane back to the cc
"W can free him' Mry insisted, 'and after that he can | ook after hinself. He's gooc
The streets of the city were oddly deserted. Mst of the Tippoo's soldiers were on the

ve mnutes to reach the conplex of snmall courtyards that lay to the north of the Inner
The difficulty, Kunwar Singh had anticipated, would lie in persuading the guards to ur
But when he reached the cells he found there were no guards. The space within the oute
Kunwar Si ngh acknowl edged the nman, then rattled the gate, vainly hoping that the padlc
Kunwar Singh instinctively stepped back. The sol dier above himlost interest and went
"W can't get inside? Mary asked.

"No. Not without attracting the guards.' He gestured

the pal ace. The thought of the tiger had nade hi m nervous and he was wonderi ng whet her
Then Mary stepped to the bars. 'Richard?" she called. 'Richard!'

There was a nonentary pause. 'Lass?' The answer cane at |ast.

Kunwar Singh's nervousness increased. There were a dozen soldiers on the inner wall in
"W can't get inside!' Mary called to Sharpe.

'Have you got a gun, lass?' Sharpe called back. Mary could not see him for the outer

"Yes.'

" Chuck it down here, lass. Chuck it as close to the bottomof the steps as you can. M
Kunwar Singh rattled the gate again. The sound of the clangorous iron pronpted a grow
"Throw us a gun, love!' Sharpe shouted.

Mary groped inside the folds of her sari to find the ivory-inlaid pistol that Appah Rs

gauge how nmuch effort would be needed to toss the gun into the pit, but not too far fromthe

k
"Here, Richard!' she called, and she tossed the gun underarm It was a clunsy throw, &
Sharpe cursed, for the pistol had | odged three steps up. 'Have you got another one?' t
"G ve ne your pistol,' Mary said to Kunwar Si ngh

"No! W can't get in.' Kunwar Singh was close to panic now and his six nmen had been ir
"Mary!' Sharpe call ed.

"I"'msorry, Richard.'

Not to worry, lass,' Sharpe said, staring at the pistol. He did not doubt he could pi
' Shar pe!' McCandl ess chi ded hi m

"I was praying, sir. Because this is a right bugger-up, sir, a right bugger-up.' Sharg
'Go on, boy, good boy,' Hakeswill said. 'Get us out of here, boy.'

' Shut your ugly face, Obadiah,' Sharpe nuttered. He had noved one |ever, now only the

face. He was working half blind, unable to pull the padlock to an angle where he coul d see the

shaki ng

And just as he swore the tiger twisted and sprang. It attacked with appalling speed, ¢
' Sergeant Hakeswi | |,' Sharpe hissed. 'Get the beast over on your side.'

"Nothing | can do!' Hakeswill protested, his face twitching. The tiger was watching St
"You say that one nore tine,' MCandl ess roared in sudden and unexpected fury, 'and [’
Hakeswi | | was taken aback by the Colonel's anger. 'Sir,' he said weakly.

'"So do as Private Sharpe says,' Colonel MCandless ordered. 'And do it now.'

Hakeswi | | beat his hands against the bars. The tiger turned its head and Sharpe i nmedi

the bars of his cell with its violence, and Hakeswi || backed hurriedly away.
' Keep provoking it, man!' MCandl ess ordered Hakeswill, and the Sergeant spat at the t

Shar pe worked on the |l ock. He had the hook against the |lever again. The tiger, roused to a pet

"That was the easy part,' he said grimy. He folded the picklock and put it back in hi
"What do you need her for?' Colonel MCandl ess asked.
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"I don't even know if the bloody gun's |loaded, sir. | never asked her.'

"Assunme it is,' MCandl ess said.

'"Easy for you, sir,' Sharpe said respectfully, 'being as you ain't the one who's got t
"I''ll doit," Lawford offered

Sharpe grinned. 'It's either you or me, sir,' he said, 'and being honest, sir, who do
"You,' Lawford admitted.

"Which is what | reckoned, sir. But one thing, sir. How do you shoot a tiger? In the t
' Between the eyes,' MCandl ess said, 'but not too high up. Just below the eyes.'

"Bl oody hell,' Sharpe said. He had eased the padl ock out of its hasp and he coul d now
The tiger saw the notion, twi sted away from Hakeswil|l's cage and sprang towards the cc
Shar pe had slipped through the door, turned to the steps and snatched up the pistol. F
"Don't shoot nowl' MCandless called softly. 'Get close!’

"Yes, sir,' Sharpe said. He kept his eyes on the tiger's eyes as he slowy, slowy cl

the nmuzzle ainmed at a patch of black fur just beneath the aninal's eyes. Fifteen feet away, tv
"Kill the bugger, Sharpie!'" Hakeswi || urged.
"Careful, man!' MCandl ess hissed. ' Make sure of your shot. Careful now'
Shar pe edged forward. H s eyes were still fixed on the tiger's eyes. He was willing tF
And the tiger sprang. It cane fromthe ground so fast that it was al nbst on top of She
Lawford gasped. The echo of the pistol shot was hugely loud in the confines of the dur

wi th the sul phurous snell of powder snoke. Hakeswi Il was crouching in a corner of his cell, sc
But the tiger was dying. The bullet had struck the back of the tiger's nouth. It was c
There was sil ence.
The first flies came down to explore the blood spilling fromthe tiger's mouth. 'Ch, s
McCandl ess did not reprove him The Col onel knew a prayer when he heard one.
Sharpe fetched his torn jacket, pulled the cell door wi de open, then gingerly sidled r
'"Leave him' MCandl ess ordered.
"I was planning on it, sir,' Sharpe said. He found his picklock again and reached for
'"To ground, nan,' MCandl ess said. The sudden freedom seened to have lifted the Col one

Shar pe pushed the gate outwards, then saw Mary gazing at himfroma doorway across the
Three jettis were crossing the courtyard towards the dungeon cage. Three nonsters. Thr
"Can you |l ock us in again?' MCandl ess asked.

' Those buggers are strong enough to tear the padl ocks clean away, sir. W have to kil
Mary snat ched a nusket from one of Kunwar Singh's nen and, before the astoni shed nan c

desperately for breath, but the |ong spears were turning towards Sharpe who, with the whip sti
Two of the bastards were down. The soldiers on the inner ranparts' battery were watchi
Lawford had noved to hel p Sharpe, but his uncle held himback. 'Let himbe, Wllie,' N
The third jetti lunbered at Sharpe with his spear. He advanced warily, confused by the
Sharpe snmiled at the third jetti, shoul dered the nusket, pulled back the cock, and fir
The bullet drummed into ihejettfs chest, nmaking all his huge nuscles shudder with the
Shar pe uncoiled the whip fromhis neck, picked up one of the clunsy spears, and finist

breat he, and both now had their throats cut. Fromthe wi ndows of the |ow buildings around the
"Don't just stand there!' Sharpe snarled at Lawford. 'Sir,' he added hastily.
Lawford and McCandl ess cane through the gate, while Kunwar Singh, as if rel eased from
'Never better, lass,' he said. In truth he was shaking as he picked up his red coat ar
Lawford crossed to Sharpe. 'W think the assault is about to come, Sharpe,' the Lieute
Sharpe glanced up into the Lieutenant's eyes. T'"mnot going with him sir, 1'"mgoing t
' Sharpe!' Lawford reproved him
"There's a bloody great mine, sir!' Sharpe raised his voice angrily. '"Just waiting to

50



cartridges that he shoved into a pocket. Kunwar Singh nade no nove to stop him Indeed, everyc

century.

McCandl ess had overheard Sharpe talking to Lawford. 'If | can help, Private . ..' the

"You're weak, sir, begging your pardon, sir. But Mster Lawford will help ne.'

Lawford said nothing for a nonent, then nodded. 'Yes, of course | wll.'

"What will you do?' MCandl ess asked. He spoke to Sharpe, not Lawford.

"Bl ow the bloody nine, sir, blowit to kingdom cone.'

' God bl ess you, Sharpe. And keep you.'

' Save your prayers for the bloody eneny, sir,' Sharpe said curtly. He ranmed a bull et

Maj or General Baird hauled a huge watch fromhis fob pocket, sprang open the lid, and
It woul d be good, he thought, to go hone and see the new

Maybe the ei ghteen hundreds would bring a different world, even a better one, but he
He peered between two sandbags that forned the forward Iip of the trench. The South Cs
Bai rd pushed through the waiting men to find Sergeant Graham G aham would | ead one of

"Whenever you say, sir.' Graham poured the water over his bare head, then pulled on hi

the breach with a nusket in one hand and a British flag in the other

' Whenever the guns give their farewell volley, Sergeant.' Baird clicked open the watct
'"W're ready, sir,' Gaham said.

Tmsure you're ready,' Baird said, 'but wait for ny order."'

"Of course, sir.'

Baird | ooked at the volunteers, a nmix of British and sepoys. They grinned back at him

"Is there food in the city, sir? one of the volunteers asked.

"Plenty, boys, plenty.' Baird, like the rest of the arny, was on half-rations.
"And sone bi bbi, sir?" another man asked.
Baird rolled his eyes. 'Running over with it, lads, and all of themjust panting for vy

They | aughed. General Harris had given strict orders that

the inhabitants were not to be nolested, but Baird knew that the terrible savagery of an assal

He edged his way through the crush of nmen to a point nmidway between the two Forlorn Hc
He drew his claynore, a brutal Scottish blade that had none of the finesse of nbre noc
In the batteries behind Baird the gunners blew on their linstocks to keep the fire bur

Ti ppop might die, but the inportant thing was to gain Mysore's friendship and Wl lesley was de

The Forlorn Hopes, their nuskets | oaded and tipped with steel, crouched in the trenche

'Coat off,' Sharpe said to Lawford, instinctively lapsing back into the relationship t
'Soon renedy that,' Sharpe said confidently. 'Cone on now.'
Sharpe led, plunging into the intricate maze of small streets that surrounded the palz

He hurried past a shuttered goldsmith's shop and half glinpsed, deep in its shadowed entrance,

Lawford, then slung the nusket on his shoul der and doubl ed back. He pushed a wanderi ng
Lamﬁord opened the nusket's pan to check that it was |oaded. 'Just what do you plan tc

"Don't know, sir. Wwn't know till we get there.'
"You're going to the mne?
"Aye, sir.'
"There'll be guards.'

'Li ke as not.'
"And only two of us.'

"I can count, sir.' Sharpe grinned. 'It's reading | find hard. But ny letters are com
"You're reading well,' Lawford said. Probably, the Lieutenant thought, as well as nost
I'd like that, sir,' Sharpe said, then ran across a street junction. The fear of an
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presence. 'There, sir, there's our bloody answer,' Sharpe said. He had run froma street into
' There are guards.'
'"Cf course there are.'
"I mean on the rocket carts, Sharpe.'
"They're nothing,' Sharpe said scornfully. 'If those fell ows were any good they'd be L
Lawford | ooked into his conpanion's face. 'You're enjoying this, aren't you, Sharpe?
"Aye, sir. Aren't you?
Tm scared as hell,' Lawford adnmitted.
Sharpe smiled. 'You won't be when we're through, sir. W're going to be all right. Yo
Shar pe brazenly wal ked into the sunlight, his nusket slung on his shoul der, and Lawf or
"COF course not, sir. You think I'mnot scared nysel f? Jesus, | alnost foul ed ny breect

Hey, you! Are you in charge?" Sharpe shouted inperiously at a man who squatted beside
The man sprang asi de as Sharpe jerked up the handl es. There nust have been fifty rocke
' Shout at the buggers, sir. You're an officer!’

"Back!' Lawford shouted. 'To your duties! Go on! Now Do as | say, dam your eyes! Go!
"Works with us, sir, should work with them' Sharpe said. He turned a corner and saw t
"W can't do anything if there isn't an attack,' Lawford said.

"I know that, sir.'

'So what do we do if there isn't an assault?

"Hide, sir.'
"Wiere, for God's sake?
"Lali will take us in, sir. You renenber Lali, don't you, sir?

Lawford blushed at the nenory of his introduction to Seringapatam s brothels. 'You ree
'She thinks you're sweet, sir.' Sharpe grinned. T ve seen her a couple of times since
' Good God, Sharpe, you won't tell anyone?

"Me, sir?" Sharpe pretended to be shocked. 'Not a word, sir.'
Then, very suddenly, and far off, nuffled by distance so that it was thin and waveri nc
And every gun in creation seened to fire at once.

Baird cl anbered up the trench wall, clinbed over the sandbags and turned to face his n
The Forlorn Hopes were already on their way. The nonment Baird had clinbed out of the t
"Fire!" the Tippoo shouted, and the walls of the city were rimmed with flane and snoke

'Conme on!' Sergeant Grahamroared as he stunbled over the remamins of the nud wall that
Graham reached the breach's sunmmit. H's real goal was the wall to his left, but the st
It was just then that the Ti ppoo's own vol unteers struck. Sixty nmen swarmed up from be

and carved a way to the foot of the wall where it clinbed up fromthe breach to the northern r
Baird was still west of the river. H's job was not to die with the Forlorn Hopes, but
"Forward!' Baird shouted, and |led the twin colums towards the river. The ground aheac
Hel | had conme to Seringapatamand Baird hurried towards it.

Jesus Christ!' Sharpe swore, for he could hear the sudden sound of battle swelling jus
He stopped at a corner of the alley which Ied to the ancient gateway that had been fi

round the corner and saw Sergeant Rothiere and two Frenchnen from Gudin's battalion. Al three
The rockets were stacked nose first on the cart so that their |Iong banboo tails stuck
Lawford said nothing, but just watched as Sharpe tore the fuse paper fromone of the r
Shar pe dropped the nusket and began lighting the fuses of the topnost row of rockets.
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m ssiles were pointing straight dowmn the alley. He crouched beside it, sheltered fromthe nen
The first rocket shuddered, then streaked away. The second went an instant later, ther
Lawford charged with him At least four nmen were still on their feet, while another he

standi ng nen and sent themreeling. Sharpe stanped on the head of one and kicked the other in
"That's far enough, Sharpe.' It was Col onel Gudin who spoke. He was behi nd Sharpe. The
Sharpe had turned with the nusket at his hip. The Col onel was only three or four paces

A slight ook of regret crossed the Colonel's face as he straightened his armto take
"Best to | eave the mine alone, | think, Sharpe. Qur nmen m ght be too close.'

Sharpe still held the burning tube. 'Just you and ne, sir, eh?

"You and ne, Sharpe?' Lawford asked, puzzled.

"In five mnutes, sir, when the Ti ppoo wonders why his fireworks aren't going of f? Anc
Lawford hesitated. 'l don't know,' he said uncertainly.

"I do, sir,' Sharpe said, and he pushed the burning rocket onto the fuse and i nmedi at €
' Broken shoul der, Sharpe.' Qudin |ooked close to tears, not

because of his wound, but because he had failed in his duty. 'lI've no doubt Doctor Venkatesh v
"Killed a tiger, sir, and sone nore of those jetti buggers.'
Qudin sniled sadly. 'The Ti ppoo shoul d have killed you when he had the chance.'
"W all nake nistakes, sir,' Sharpe said as he watched the fire burn through the stone
"I reckon you've just made Sergeant, Sharpe,' Lawford said.
Sharpe smiled. 'l reckon | have, sir.'
"Wl | done, Sergeant Sharpe.' Lawford held out a hand. 'A good day's work.'
Shar pe shook his officer's hand. 'But the day's work ain't done yet, sir.'
"It isn't? Lawford asked. 'For God's sake, nman, what el se are you pl anni ng?'
But Lawford never heard what Sergeant Sharpe answered, for at that nonent the mne ble

CHAPTER 11

The Ti ppoo's engi neers had done their work well. Not all the nmine's force was directec
To Sharpe, peering round the doorway, it at first |ooked as though the whol e squat gat
The noi se seened to go on for ever. First there was the swelling bang of the powder ex

devils in streets a quarter of a mle away fromthe expl osion
The nmen on the walls nearest the gatehouse saw nothing, unless it was the flash that e
The noise slowy faded. The ringing in Sharpe's ears di mnished until he could hear a
North of the breach, where the lick of flanme and bl ast had been | essened by di stance,
In the breach itself there was a vast veil of swirling dust. A huge boiling pyre of sn

of the breach were either dead or so shocked as to be unable to respond, while the nen on the
"Now, boys, now' a nan shouted on the breach, and the survivors of the Forlorn Hopes
Baird had still been west of the river when the explosion occurred and he had felt a n

him The dust obscuring the breach shifted as a snatch of wind caught and whirled it northwarc
Behind Baird the twin colums of redcoats splashed through the river. Each col um had

And there the fight changed. Now, on the narrow firestep of the outer wall, the col unr
The breach had been taken, but the city had not fallen yet. The sepoys and the redcoat

deliberately, exultantly defending his city and his dream agai nst the barbari ans who had cone
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The fight on the walls intensified as nore nen cane to the threatened ranparts. The ne
Where the vultures flew, scenting death.

Shar pe scooped up three fallen nuskets fromthe end of the alley where they had been t
Lawf ord col oured. 'Lali?

'Look after her, sir. | prom sed the |lass she'd conme to no harm'

"You did?" Lawford asked with a trace of indignation. He was wondering just how well £
"Got a job to do, sir,' Sharpe answered vaguely. 'And, sir? Can | thank you, sir? | cc
Lawford felt absurdly pleased. He knew he shoul d have stopped Sharpe from |l eaving, for

his arns through the sleeves. Qudin, beside him waved away a fly and wondered why the dust ar
"They'll treat you well, sir, I'"'msure. They'll probably send you back to France.'
"I'd like that,' GQudin said and suddenly realized that was all he really did want. 'Yc
' Sergeant Sharpe now, sir.'
" Your Sergeant Sharpe, then. He's a good man, Lieutenant.'
"Yes, sir,' Lawford said, 'he is.'
"If he lives, he'll go far.'
"If he lives, sir, yes.'" And if the arny lets himlive, Lawford thought.
'Look after him Lieutenant,' Gudin said. '"An arny isn't made of its officers, you knc
"Yes, sir,' Lawford said dutifully. The first fugitives fromthe walls were visible at
Sharpe lived so far. He had thought about putting on his red coat, then decided there

he could also hear the roar of naddened nen going into a brutal fight. In a few mnutes that f
He pushed through a crowd of fearful wonen, passed the cheetah cages and so went back
"Sharpie!' Hakeswill came to the bars. 'You cane back, lad! | knew you would. So what'
Sharpe turned the nuzzle away from Hakeswill and ained it at the padl ock. He did not v
' Knew you woul d, Sharpie, knew you would.' Hakeswill's face twi tched. 'Knew you woul dr
'So cone on out,' Sharpe said.

Hakeswi | | hung back. 'No hard feelings, |ad?

T mnot a lad, hadiah. |I'ma sergeant |like you are. |'ve

got Colonel Wellesley's promise, | have. I'ma sergeant now, just l|ike you.'
'So you are, so you are, and so you should be.' Hakeswill's face twitched again. 'I| sz
Sharpe snmiled. 'So cone on out here, Cbadiah.'
Hakeswi | | backed all the way to the cell's rear wall. 'Better to stay here, Sharpie,"’
Sharpe crossed the cell in two strides and gripped Hakeswill's collar. 'You conme with
'No, Sharpie, no!' Hakeswill screaned as Sharpe dragged himout of the cell, across tt
"Not hi ng!* Sharpe turned furiously on Hakeswill. "You had nme flogged, you bastard, anc

"I never did! Cross ny heart and hope to die, Sharpie!’

Shar pe spun Hakeswi || up agai nst the bars of the dungeon's outer cage, slamr ng him ac
"I didn't do nothing,' Hakeswill said through his |aboured breathing. 'On ny nother's
"You'll still be telling Iies when you go dirough the gates of hell, Obadiah,' Sharpe

collar again. 'Now cone on, you bastard.' He pulled Hakeswi |l through the dungeon's outer gate
"Where are you taking ne, Sharpie? Hakeswi |l panted.
"You'l | find out.'
Two nore guards were stationed at the inner courtyard gate and they too pointed their
Sharpe lifted the gate's latch and dragged it open. The six tigers, already disturbed
Shar pe dragged the struggling Hakeswill into the courtyard. 'You reckon you can't die,
"No, Sharpie! No!' This last word was a yelp of despair as Sharpe pulled Hakeswi |l int

was unbal anced and out of control. He staggered and flailed his arns, but nothing could stop t
' Goodbye, vadi ah,' Sharpe said, 'you bastard.'
"I cannot die!' Hakeswi |l screanmed, then his cry was cut off as a great yellow eyed be
' They' ve got an early supper,' Sharpe told the benused guards on the gate. 'Hope they
The guards, not understanding a word, grinned back. Sharpe took one | ook behind, spat,
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For atine it seened as if the Tippoo could hold his city. He fought like a tiger hins
He did not know what was happening on the southern stretch of the walls, except that t

at his side. Those gaudy stones made hima target for every redcoat and sepoy, yet he insistec
The attackers suffered even worse danage fromthe nen on the inner wall. That wall hac
Bai rd, heading south fromthe breach, encountered simlar resistance, but Baird was ir

trenches, the redcoats and sepoys had becone gods of war. They gave death with inpunity as the
Appah Rao's cushoons defended the south-western corner of the city and Appah Rao wat ct
But to die for what? he wondered. The city was gone and the Ti ppoo's dynasty was doone
The officer frowned, puzzled by the question, but at |ast nanaged an answer. 'Three nt
"Tell themthere will be a pay parade this afternoon.'
' Sahi b?' The second-i n-conmand gaped up at Appah Rao.
The General raised his voice so that as nany of his nmen as possible could hear him '

wal | 's guards, suddenly saw that the city was his. He howed again, this time in victory. Hs
The Tippoo still fought and still thought he could win, but on the northern wall, just
The Tippoo's nmen on the outer wall cheered and edged forward to drive the eneny away f
The Light Conpany of the Ring's iath reginent followed the sepoys. Captain Goodall, their conr

with defenders, but it was also a bridge to victory. 'Death or glory!' Goodall shouted the cl
The Ti ppoo saw the eneny revive. They were |ike a beast that had been wounded, but not
The Tippoo retreated fast and his bodyguard went with him They left other nen to defe

the bullets hissing through the sky, bowed low to the Tippoo and invited His Majesty to take |
Above the Tippoo the city's |last defenders retreated slowy. The city was falling to t
The pal anquin was carried by eight nmen, two to each of its four |ong gilded handles. \
He coul d sense a panic inside the city now It had been quiet until a few nonents ago,

in the streets, their bare feet pattering on the dried nud as they ran towards the Bangal ore C
The chanberlains | ed the palanquin towards the Water Gate of the inner wall. The gate
Shar pe paused inside the tunnel while the pal anquin went on ahead. The tunnel's fl oor

agai nst the curved wall and pulled the jacket right side out and then shoved his arns into the
And saw t he Ti ppoo.
He saw the small gaudy man cone running down the ranp fromthe outer walls. The Ti ppoc
"Bl oody hell,' Sharpe cursed. The whol e dammed | ot were coming for him and he backed
The aide ran into the tunnel, shouting for the gate to be opened. Then he saw Sharpe
The Ti ppoo's bodyguard ran towards the tunnel. Sharpe fired his second nusket. He knev

to the space between the walls, and those troops were now attacking towards the Water Gate. Tt
A cheer sounded to Sharpe's left. Mre nuskets fired, then suddenly there were two rec
The man, wild-eyed and with his right cheek pitted by powder burns fromthe | ock of hi
' Haver cakes. You?
'"The A d Dozen.' The nman fired, and i medi ately sidled back to begin rel oadi ng the nus

The dyi ng redcoat shuddered. Hi s conpanion fired, then swore. 'Bastards!' He hesitatec
Musket balls thunped into the teak doors behind him He fired his | ast nusket, then re
The bodyguard had still not conme into the tunnel. Sharpe, in his fear, had not heard t
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fire had forced the Tippoo's bodyguard to crouch cl ose about their nonarch, and Sharpe had bee
But the Ti ppoo was once again fighting off the encroaching infidels. Allah had given himthis
And as those new eneni es appeared, the Tippoo's charmed luck turned. One bull et struck
A shot crashed out of the Water Gate's snoky gl oom and the nman | eadi ng the Ti ppoo's es

end of the tunnel the fine droplets of blood | ooked |ike powdered rubies. The man fell, screar
'Go, Your Majesty!' A wounded aide thrust arifle into the Tippoo's hands, then dared
'Open the gate!' the aide shouted, then he saw the shadow within the shadow at the enc
Shar pe stood and grinned at the Tippoo. 'Bastard,’ he said, seeing the glint of I|ight

hel net. 'Bastard,' he said again. He had one | oaded nusket |eft. The Ti ppoo was holding a rifl
The Ti ppoo recogni zed the hard, bloody face in the gloom He sniled. Fate was nost str
'Bastard,' Sharpe said again. He wanted to be close when he killed the Tippoo, close €
Behi nd the Ti ppoo the bright daylight was dulled by the swirling gunsnoke where dyi ng nen gasg
Sharpe did not understand the Ti ppoo any nore than the Tippoo understood Sharpe. ' You'
The Tippoo just smled. H's helnmet had been dipped in the fountain of life, but it hac

But no bodyguard appeared and the Ti ppoo turned back to face Sharpe. '|I dreanmed of des
Sharpe fired. The bullet went higher than he intended. He had thought to put it throug
The booni ng echo of the nusket shot still battered Sharpe's ears so he was not aware t

proper. Lake a proper soldier.' He stood up and then, awkwardly, because of his burden of jewe
The Ti ppoo's eyes closed and he thought of the prayer that he had copied into his note
Sharpe felt a pang of sorrow for the dying man. He m ght have been a nurderous eneny,
"Just a fat little fellow dying,' Sharpe said as he clinbed over the barrier of the de
'"Did he have any loot?

"Not hi ng,' Sharpe said, 'nothing worth the trouble. Place is full of shit, too.'

The Sergeant frowned at Sharpe's unkenpt dress and unpowdered hair. 'Wat regiment are
"Not yours,' Sharpe said curtly, and wal ked away t hrough the crowds of cel ebrating rec
Sergeant Richard Sharpe slung the nusket and wal ked around the base of the inner wall,

Next day it rained. It was not the nonsoon, though it could have been, for the rain fe
But there was no Tippoo in Seringapatam only the Rajah, who had been restored to his

fromthe ravages of the assaulting troops, was now being stripped bare by the victorious offic
The Tippoo's father, the great Hyder Ali, lay in a nmausol eumeast of the city and, whe
Sharpe, with three bright white stripes newy sewn onto his faded red sleeve, waited c
' Some | ucky bastard, sir.'
"Arich one by now, no doubt,' the Col onel said.
"Good for him sir,' Sharpe said, 'whoever he is.'
"He'd only waste the plunder,' MCandl ess said severely. "He'll fritter it on wonen ar
'"Don't sound like a waste to ne, sir.'
McCandl ess grinmaced at the Sergeant's levity. 'That ruby al one was worth ten years of
"A shane it's vanished, sir,' Sharpe said guilelessly.
"Isn't it, Sharpe?' MCandl ess agreed. 'But | hear you were at the Water Gate?

"Me, sir? No, sir. Not me, sir. | stayed with Mster Lawford, sir.'
The Col onel gave Sharpe a fierce glance. 'A sergeant of the Od Dozen reports he saw ¢
'He was probably confused by the battle, sir. Lost his wits, | wouldn't doubt.'
'So who put Sergeant Hakeswill in with the tigers? MCandl ess denmanded.
"Only the good Lord knows, sir, and He ain't saying.'
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The Col onel, scenting bl aspheny, frowned. 'Hakeswill says it was you,' he accused Shar
"Hakeswill's nmad, sir, and you can't trust a thing he says,' Sharpe said. And Hakeswi |

"Hakeswill's a lucky nman,' MCandl ess said drily, abandoning any further attenpt to dr
"But not devil-caters, sir. One whiff of Hakeswi H and t hey nust have gone right off tt
"He still swears it was you who threw himto the tigers,' MCandless said. 'I've no dc
"I'"ve no doubt either, sir, but I'lIl be ready for him' And next tine, Sharpe thought,
McCandl ess turned as the slow funeral procession appeared at the end of the | ong road
The nmuffl ed drunbeat cane nearer and the red-coated honour guard stiffened to attentic
Tm sure we have, sir.'

The Col onel gl anced at Sharpe. He saw a young nman, hard as flint, and the restless anc

Shar pe seened surprised. 'l thought you were going hone, sir. To Scotland.'

McCandl ess shrugged. ' There's work undone here, Sharpe, work undone. And what will | €
"And 1'd be privileged to help you, sir, so | would,' Sharpe said, then he snatched of
The coffin was carried slowy past Sharpe. The nen bearing the Ti ppoo were dressed in
It was Sharpe's tiger.

H storical Note

The siege and fall of Seringapatam (now Sriringapatna) in May 1799 ended decades of we
The novel's description of the city's fall is nostly accurate. Two Forl orn Hopes, one

opposi tion, nost probably caused by the Tippoo's own | eadershi p. Many eyew t nesses, from both
| did take one great liberty with the historical facts of the assault. There was no d
There were a few French troops in Seringapatam but Nelson's victory at the Nile had e

appoi nted the younger man to be the Governor of Seringapatam after the siege, although, given
The Ti ppoo Sultan, of course, existed. His defeat was celebrated in Britain where the
But nmuch of the Tippoo's grandeur can still be seen. The Inner Pal ace of Seringapatam

exquisite little palace while he governed Mysore. It is now a nuseum The Ti ppoo's nobsque sti
The Ti ppoo revered the tiger, and used tiger notifs wherever he could. H s fabul ous ti
Sriringapatna's outer wall still stands. The town, which has fewer inhabitants now the
The so-call ed dungeons are beneath the Sultan Battery, and while it is quite possible

forty-four nonths) they were not so enployed in 1799. By then the inner wall had been built (i
A plaque marks the Water Gate through the outer wall as the site of the Tippoo's deatt

seens a pity to abandon the present Water Gate as the place where the Tippoo was shot, for its
The Ti ppoo's body was treated with honour, and next day, as the novel describes, he we
Today the Tippoo is a hero to many Indians who regard himas a proto-independence figt

I would Iike to thank Elizabeth Cartnal e- Freedman who ransacked the files of London's
Sriringapatna is still donminated by the Tippoo's nenory. He was an efficient ruler whc

Sharpe's Tri unph
Ber nard Cor nwel |

The magni ficent new novel in the bestselling series, available in hardback from Har per
India, 1803. It is four years since Richard Sharpe earned his sergeant's stripes at tt
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Sharpe is ordered to join the hunt for the renegade Englishnman, a hunt that will take
The paths of treachery all lead to the snall village of Assaye where Sir Arthur Vel es
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