

[image: Cover]




Table of Contents


Copyright

Also by Joan Wolf and Untreed Reads Publishing

He hath a kind of honor sets him off

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

About the Author


A Kind of Honor

By Joan Wolf

Copyright 2021 by Joan Wolf

Cover Copyright 2021 by Ginny Glass and Untreed Reads Publishing

Cover Design by Ginny Glass

The author is hereby established as the sole holder of the copyright. Either the publisher (Untreed Reads) or author may enforce copyrights to the fullest extent.

Previously published in 1980, 2016.

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the publisher or author, except in the case of a reviewer, who may quote brief passages embodied in critical articles or in a review. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

This is a work of fiction. The characters, dialogue and events in this book are wholly fictional, and any resemblance to companies and actual persons, living or dead, is coincidental.


Also by Joan Wolf and Untreed Reads Publishing

A Difficult Truce

A Double Deception

A Fashionable Affair

A London Season

Beloved Stranger

Born of the Sun

Change of Heart

Daughter of the Red Deer

Fool's Masquerade

Golden Girl

Highland Sunset

His Lordship's Mistress

Lord Richard's Daughter

Margarita and the Earl

Portrait of a Love

Someday Soon

Summer Storm

The American Duchess

The American Earl

The Arrangement

The Counterfeit Marriage

The Deception

The Edge of Light

The English Bride

The Gamble

The Guardian

The Heiress

The Horsemasters

The Master of Grex

The Portrait

The Pretenders

The Rebel and the Rose

The Rebellious Ward

The Reindeer Hunters

The Reluctant Earl

The Road to Avalon

The Scottish Lord

Wild Irish Rose

www.untreedreads.com


He hath a kind of honor sets him off

More than a mortal seeming.

Cymbeline, I, vi


Prologue

It was raining when Major Lord Stanford reached Burgos to find the English army’s siege was not progressing. The scene before him as he rode in was dismal. The men were living in open huts cobbled together by branches, none of which were capable of protecting them from rain and cold, both of which were unusually severe for a Spanish autumn. Perched high above them, on a steep, impregnable looking rock, stood French-held Burgos Castle. The siege had been in progress for almost a month, and so far only the outworks had been captured.

Stanford found the army’s commander in a gloomy frame of mind, but his face lightened perceptibly upon seeing Adam Todd. Stanford, who was Wellington’s chief intelligence officer, made his report, and when he finished Wellington’s face was even brighter. “That’s some good news, at any rate,” he said. “It means I can safely go ahead with my plans for the spring.”

Lord Wellington, who was often accused of not trusting his subordinates, rarely questioned Stanford’s information. He had once remarked, “Stanford is invaluable to me because he is always accurate.” Wellington’s face darkened, however, when Stanford asked him, “How are things progressing here, sir?”

“They aren’t,” came the terse reply. “I have five engineer officers and eight men. Not only do we lack vital personnel, we don’t even have proper siege guns. Three long eighteen-pounders and a few howitzers are all I have. And we’re short of ammunition.”

Stanford looked up at the sheer heights of Burgos Castle. “Good God, sir,” he said.

“Exactly,” Wellington said gloomily. “The truth is, that equipped as we are, the British army is incapable of carrying out a regular siege.”

As Stanford discovered during the next few days, the army reflected its commander’s gloom. None of the men had any experience in siegework, and they hated it. Wellington was even forced to upbraid his officers for their lack of enthusiasm.

The French inside the castle showed every sign of holding out forever. The English lacked the artillery for a knockout blow, and their assaults were piecemeal and ineffective. Stanford found the whole spectacle appalling and did his best to help the field officers by taking over one of the platoons. Three days later the French swept down on the English trenches and forced a retreat. Stanford managed to evacuate his men and tools, but he was hit as he ran for cover. Two of his men dragged him to safety, but he was bleeding badly from his left leg and shoulder. 

Wellington ordered a last assault on October 18, which was successfully repulsed by the defenders. The commander in chief then ordered the siege lifted, and the English army slipped out of Burgos after dark on October 21. Stanford traveled with the rest of the wounded, in carts with wheels muffled with straw. They reached Salamanca on November 8, and Dr. McGrigor attended to the wounded. Then began the slow retreat to winter quarters at Ciudad Rodrigo.

It rained in torrents. The men marched knee-deep in mud, waded through streams swollen into rivers, and went without food for four days, as the commissary stores had mistakenly been sent ahead.

Stanford was only intermittently conscious in the jolting wagon, his awareness dulled by fever and pain. Finally the army reached Ciudad Rodrigo and transport was arranged to send the severely wounded on to Oporto, where they would be placed on a ship to England.

Wellington came to see Stanford before the wagons left for Oporto. He stood for a long moment looking down at the thin, fine-boned face on the pallet, the black hair in stark contrast to the pallor even a tan could not disguise. He put his hand on Stanford’s arm and spoke his name. A moment later the black lashes lifted, revealing heavy dark blue eyes. “I expect to see you back in a few months, Stanford,” he said authoritatively, and a shadowy smile passed over the young white face below him.

As he turned away from the wagon Wellington’s look of sheer despair prevented anyone from talking to him. Suddenly he turned to the aide beside him. “He was worth a brigade to me,” he said, and walked away.


Chapter One

There was a traitor at the Horse Guards. That was the conclusion come to by Lord Bathhurst, the war minister, and Lord Menteith, the military secretary. It was not a conclusion they were happy to reach, but in the light of the evidence, it was indisputable. For the last six months information had been leaking to Paris at an alarming rate—information of a highly confidential nature. With Wellington’s spring offensive still in the planning stages, secrecy was essential.

“Damme, we can have Boney finished off in a year’s time if all goes according to plan,” Lord Bathurst had said to Menteith at their most recent meeting. “He lost over half a million men in Russia! He’s vulnerable.” Bathurst had slammed his hand down on the table. “We must find out who is sending that information!” He glared at his grim looking military secretary and said, before he turned to exit, “I leave it to you, Menteith.”

So now Lord Menteith sat in his office at the Horse Guards, looking bleakly at the pile of papers on his desk. He was a stocky medium-sized man in his early forties whose brown hair as yet showed no trace of gray. He was intelligent, capable and reliable, but he was damned if he knew how to go about unearthing a traitor. It frightened and humiliated him to think one of the men he knew and trusted could be a traitor.

He opened for the fourth time the file that lay on top of the others on his desk. It contained the records of Adam Todd, Lord Stanford, invalided home from Spain after the aborted siege of Burgos. Menteith didn’t know if Stanford was recovered enough to come to London, but Wellington thought he was the man for the job. “If there’s a traitor at the war office, Stanford will find him,” Wellington had written.

Once again Menteith ran his eyes down the information in the file before him. Adam Todd was the eldest son of the Earl of Seaton, and like many other scions of noble families he had gone out to the Peninsula as a cavalry officer. He had been appointed to Wellington’s staff, but it wasn’t long before his genius for intelligence work was discovered. His ability to penetrate deep behind enemy lines was unrivaled, and he soon became invaluable to Wellington. “He is never wrong,” the commander had written. “Thanks to Stanford I know virtually the whole muster roll of all the opposing forces.”

Menteith’s hope was that the qualities that had made Stanford so effective in the field might be equally valuable in the quandary the Horse Guards now found itself in. That is, if the viscount was healthy enough to come to London.

“I won’t know unless I ask,” Menteith said out loud, and went to the door to summon a messenger to take a message to Trenent Castle in Northumberland, the home of the Earl of Seaton.

*

Adam Todd was standing on top of the old battlements of Trenent Castle, staring out at the frigid and crashing North Sea, when one of his father’s servants braved the cold to bring him a message. When he heard his name called, Stanford turned, black hair blowing in the wind. 

“There is a messenger for you from London, my lord. He is bearing a letter from the Horse Guards.”

Stanford’s blue eyes widened in surprise. He had heard nothing from that quarter since his return home from the hospital. “I’ll come at once,” he said, grasping an elegant black stick in his hand to cross the stone walkway to the door. 

His heart was beating faster than usual as he painfully descended the stairs. The Horseguards! What could they want with him? He was no good to the army any more; he knew that. It had been a bitter pill to swallow, and he still hadn’t quite managed it, which is probably why he was reacting like an old warhorse that hears the blast of the trumpet. 

He was sweating by the time he reached the room where the messenger was waiting. Climbing stairs was always the worst, which was why he climbed them so frequently. He rationalized that, since he couldn’t spend his life avoiding stairs, he might as well get accustomed to them sooner rather than later.

A young lieutenant was standing by the roaring fireplace and Stanford limped forward, switched his stick from his right hand to his left, and extended his hand. “You’ve come a long way, Lieutenant,” he said in his cool, pleasant voice. “I hear you have a message for me.”

“Yes, my lord. From Lord Menteith. I am to bring him a reply.” The young, blond officer extended a sealed paper, which Stanford took. 

“Please sit down, Lieutenant,” Stanford said, gesturing to a chair near the fireplace. Both men seated themselves and Stanford opened the letter in his hands. He sat for a moment, reading, his thick black hair, grown longer since his injury, falling over his forehead. When he looked up his eyes seemed very blue. “You must stay the night, Lieutenant, and I will give you an answer to take back in the morning.”

“Very good, my lord,” the young soldier said. And wondered how long it would be until dinner.

*

Stanford rested for a while in the library before attempting the stairs up to his bedroom. He was lying, fully clothed, on his bed when the door opened to admit his father. Lord Seaton, the eighth earl, was a man nearing sixty, taller and heavier than his son, with blue-gray eyes. 

“What is this I hear about a messenger from the Horse Guards?” he asked abruptly.

Stanford propped himself higher on his pillows and regarded his father peacefully. “They want me to come to London, sir. I’m to send a reply back with the lieutenant in the morning.”

“Why?” Lord Seaton paced about the room in agitation. “Your leg is still hurting damnably. What can you do in London that they can’t find someone else to do?”

“Lord Menteith wasn’t particular. He mentioned only a problem of security.” Stanford’s face became suddenly grim. But I think I know what the problem is.”

“I don’t like it, Adam. If you go to London you’ll overdo it. I know you.”

Stanford shrugged. “The leg is never going to be what it was, Papa. I must learn to live with what I have.”

“Hmmm.” The earl crossed his arms and stared down into the thin, tired face of his son. “I might as well save my breath, I suppose. Nothing I can say will keep you here, will it?”

The blue eyes smiled at him affectionately. “No sir,” Stanford said, “there is nothing you can say.”

*

The ride from Northumberland to London was every bit as bad as Stanford had expected. He was exhausted and in a great deal of pain by the time he reached the Clarendon hotel. There was one set of stairs to his room, and he climbed them with the assistance of his valet, his mouth set grimly against the pain. Once inside he took a rare pain pill and went to bed; he was to visit Lord Menteith the following day.

He slept well, thanks to the pill, and set off the following morning, fortified by a large breakfast. He had decided not to wear his uniform, even though he was still a cavalry officer; instead he wore the London gentleman’s uniform of black superfine coat, beige pantaloons and Hessian boots. 

A deferential lieutenant arrived at the Clarendon the following day with a carriage to take him from the hotel to the Horse Guards. Once there, the lieutenant apologetically told him that the military secretary’s office was up another flight of stairs. He offered to help him, but Adam assured him he could manage on his own, which he did with a great deal of discomfort. 

The lieutenant went ahead to announce his arrival and by the time Adam arrived at the military secretary’s door Menteith was already on his feet. He took one look at Adam, dropped the hand he had been holding out to shake, and asked him to be seated. Adam was more than happy to lower himself into a large leather chair.

“I must thank you for coming so promptly, my lord,” Menteith began. “If the matter were not so urgent, I should not have disturbed your convalescence, I assure you. How are you feeling?”

“Very well, I thank you,” Adam replied.

“Good.” Menteith hesitated, and Adam waited courteously for him to continue. Finally the minister said, “The war is going well. The emperor has just announced to the nation the news of the annihilation of the grand army. He lost half a million men in Russia, Stanford, and he’ll have to begin to recruit once again from Paris.”

“He has over 300,000 men in Spain he cannot touch,” Adam said with satisfaction.

“Precisely. For the first time Napoleon is seriously threatened on two fronts. The fighting this spring is crucial. Wellington must succeed!”

“That is why I am here, I believe. You wrote about a security problem?”

The broad-shouldered man behind the desk winced, then took a deep breath and said baldly, “We have a traitor at the Horse Guards, Stanford. We must discover who it is before he leaks the plans for the spring offensive.

Adam’s mouth tightened. “Are you certain he’s here at the Horse Guards?”

“He must be,” Menteith said in despair. “The importance and the detail of some of the information…” He shook his head. “It could only have come from here.”

“Do you have any suspicions as to who it might be?”

Menteith met his eyes bravely. “No.”

Adam folded his hands loosely on the stick in front of him. “Your news does not come as a great surprise to me, my lord,” he said softly, his eyes on his hands. “It has been obvious for some time that the French are more knowledgeable of our plans than only a few captured dispatches can account for.” There was silence in the room as Adam regarded his hands, his eyes shielded by his long lashes. “You want me to find the man,” he said.

Menteith looked from the strong slender hands lying so quietly on the stick to the still and reserved face above them. “Yes, I do,” he said firmly.

“I shall need your total cooperation.”

“Of course.”

“Good. If it is convenient, we can start right now.”

It was convenient and for the next hour Adam conducted an exhaustive interrogation, which covered every aspect of life at the Horse Guards. It left Lord Menteith limp but relieved; he had turned his problem over to a professional. 

Adam was the one who provided a reason for his presence at the Horse Guards. “You know the difficulty we have been having with the French codes. By the time we decipher them the information is useless. I should like, while I’m here, to train a staff of experts we can send out to Lord Wellington.”

Menteith was delighted. “An excellent idea. Now we have only…”

There was a knock on the door and then it opened. A voice said, “I beg your pardon for disturbing you, Robert, but I am on my way to Hartwell. Do you have any news I should impart to His Majesty?”

“Matthieu.” Menteith rose slowly to his feet. “I have no messages for His Majesty, but I am glad you stopped in. May I present Lord Stanford, who is on leave from the peninsula.” To Stanford he said, “His Grace, the Duc de Gacé.”


Chapter Two

The man entering the room was tall, with a fine, narrow face. He looked to be in his early forties, with fair hair and gray eyes. He nodded to Adam and advanced into the room. 

“I am pleased to meet you Lord Stanford,” he said. “Your name is familiar to anyone who reads the reports from the Peninsula.” He turned to Menteith, his finely arched brows rose lifting in inquiry. “Dare I hope Lord Stanford is going to lend us his talents?”

“Lord Stanford has agreed to take charge of our decoding problems, Gacé,” Menteith replied smoothly.

“I guarantee nothing, Your Grace,” Adam put in, “but I did have some success with codes in the Peninsula.”

Gacé’s pale eyes rested on him speculatively. “Indeed,” he said.

Adam’s leg was aching badly and Gacé had made no motion for them to resume their seats. Adam was damned, however, if he was going to ask this supercilious duc for permission to sit. He set his mouth and prepared to endure.

Fortunately Menteith ignored protocol and resumed his own seat, allowing Adam to do the same. “Gacé, will you join us for a brandy?” Menteith asked pleasantly.

“No, thank you,” Gacé responded in his light, precise voice. He turned his gaze on Adam and inquired, “Where are you staying, Lord Stanford?”

“I’m at the Clarendon at present. My father gave up our London house years ago, so I must look for lodgings, I suppose.”

“Come and stay with us for a bit.” Gacé smiled, and Adam was suddenly conscious of the duc’s considerable charm. “You are not well—wounded, in fact, in a cause we emigres are closely concerned with. I would consider it an honor if you would make my house your home while you are in London.”

Menteith asked with surprise, “Is Nanda back in London, then?”

“Yes. She and the children arrived two days ago from Scotland. There is smallpox in the village near Pennington, so she decided to return to London. Charles came with her. They brought your mother to Fanly for a visit with the Fleetwoods.” The duc turned once more to Adam. “You will be much more comfortable at Gacé House than at a hotel or in lodgings, Lord Stanford. Please do accept my invitation.”

There was a perceptible pause, then Adam said slowly, “You are very kind, Your Grace. I should be honored to be your guest.”

“Excellent,” said the duc. “We will expect you tomorrow morning.”

“Thank you. Are you sure the Duchesse won’t mind?”

“Positive,” returned Matthieu de Vaudobin. “Menteith,” a nod and he was gone.

Adam turned slowly back to Menteith. “Just who is the Duc de Gacé and why is he so eager for me to stay with him?”

Menteith was looking thoughtful. “Gacé is an unofficial attaché to Louis XVIII and the acknowledged émigré leader in England. I have no idea why he invited you to stay with him, though I think it’s a good idea.” He glanced at Adam’s stick. “My own wife is in the country or I would have invited you to stay with us.” He smiled ruefully. “When Helen is away, I virtually live at my club.”

Adam wasn’t pleased by the assumption that he needed to have someone to take care of him, but he let it pass. “You haven’t told me what Gacé has to do with the Horse Guards.”

Menteith sighed and leaned back in his chair. “Gacé is a protégé of Lord Liverpool. He acts as a sort of liaison between the English war effort and the French government in exile. He’s on his way to Hartwell now to see Louis XVIII, and he also corresponds with the Comte de Artois, Louis’ brother.” Menteith’s face took on a sour look. “It is Liverpool’s idea to appear to be working with the French royal family, and Gacé is connected to the Bourbons by marriage. His first wife was the daughter of the Prince de Condé.” Menteith’s mouth twitched. “His second wife is my sister.”

Adam nodded slowly. “So, as well as being Lord Liverpool’s protégé, Gacé is your brother-in-law.”

“His being my brother-in-law had nothing to do with his position at the Horse Guards,” Menteith said grimly. “In my opinion, the marriage was a mistake on the part of my sister.”

Adam let the comment pass unremarked. “All the same, I am a bit intrigued by the sudden invitation.”

“So am I,” Menteith confessed. “Most of the time Gacé goes around with the air of a prince who holds the rest of the world in supreme contempt. To be frank, I’m surprised he even noticed you.”

Adam grinned. “You paint a delightful picture of my prospective visit.”

Menteith raised his eyebrows. “My dear boy, as the guest of my sister Nanda, you will be the envy of every man in London.”

Adam sighed and tried to shift his leg into a more comfortable position. “You had better tell me about it,” he said resignedly.

“It’s not terribly complicated. My sister Nanda is married to Gacé. She is twenty-three years younger than he; she married him when she was eighteen. Gacé has one daughter by his first wife, Virginie, who is now thirteen. And he has one son with Nanda, Marc, who is four.” He shrugged. “It’s not an unusual household for London. Gacé busies himself with government business and Nanda supervises the house and children.”

“If it’s not an unusual house why will every man in London envy me?” Adam asked bluntly.

The older man smiled. “You’ll see for yourself soon enough, Stanford.”

Adam remembered Menteith’s words as he lay on his hotel bed that evening, trying to ignore the pain in his leg. Evidently the Duchessee was a femme fatale, and he was in no state of mind to cope with a femme fatale, but he had sensed an urgency under the duc’s easy invitation that intrigued him. Why on earth would a man like the Duc de Gacé invite an unknown Englishman to be his houseguest?

*

Nanda de Vaudobin wondered the same thing when her husband told her of the invitation over dinner that evening. She looked at him in deep surprise; he regarded her blandly.

“It was a kind thing to do, Matthieu,” she said in her low, husky voice. “I’ve heard stories about Lord Stanford, of course. Robert said Wellington was in despair over losing him. What is he going to do at the Horse Guards?”

“Decoding, according to Menteith. I don’t doubt myself that he will be involved in the planning of the spring offensive.” “That seems likely,” she agreed. “Has he recovered from his wounds then?”

“No, he looked to be in pain, which is why I invited him here. You will take much better care of him, ma belle, than they ever would at the Clarendon. He is to come tomorrow morning.”

Nanda was further surprised by the quickness of the invitation, but she held her tongue, saying instead, “It’s fortunate I am in London.” She couldn’t repress a sigh. “This is the first Christmas we won’t be spending at Pennington.”

“You could hardly have stayed at Pennington with smallpox in the village,” he said dryly.

“No.” She took a bite of her roast lamb, then said carefully, “Well, it was a thoughtful gesture on your part, Matthieu, to invite him to stay with us.”

“Thank you, ma belle.” Then, as she continued to regard him, “My dear Nanda, do not look so astonished. Give me credit for a sincere wish to be of service to someone who has done so much to serve the cause of Royalist France.”

She lowered her lashes. “Of course I do, Matthieu,” she returned gently.

And perhaps that did explain it, she thought later, after she had read Marc his book and kissed Ginny goodnight. She was seated in the drawing room waiting for her brother Charles, who had promised to escort her to a party.

It was difficult for Matthieu, she told herself for perhaps the thousandth time. He had been forced to flee France when he was twenty-one, and in twenty-four years of living first in Germany and then in England he had never reconciled himself to exile. But, compared to many emigres, her husband was fortunate, Nanda thought. His father had been one of the few aristocrats to read the signs of the coming storm; with the result that he had sent most of his money and valuables out of France before it was too late.

Unlike his father, Matthieu had waited in France until his own life was imperiled and then had escaped to Germany disguised as a peasant. By the time he reached Baden his father was dead and he was the Duc de Gacé. But the Chateau de Gacé, which Nanda was familiar with through pictures and Matthieu’s loving descriptions, was in alien hands. Its beauty and its location on the bend where the river Maine met the Loire had saved it from destruction. It had been taken over first by the local mayor, then, in 1806, it passed to the minister of finance, who still held it.

As Nanda well knew, the one aim in her husband’s life was to recover the chateau, property of the de Vaudobins since the fifteenth century. It was an obsession with him. It made him incapable of finding satisfaction in anything else, not in his marriage to the daughter of a royal prince, not in his marriage to her.
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