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description of its 17th century members but, because of
their heroic storming of the Castle of Namur in 1695, they
acquired additionally the more complimentary nickname of
"The Namurs".

The motto of the regiment was: Virtutis Namurcensis
Praemium. [Reward of Virtue at Namur] and its
acquisition was described earlier.

W N e 3
4 Pogtscript

One of your editors was aware that in 1968 the Royal
Irish Rangers had been formed by the amalgamation of
the Royal Inniskilling Fusiliers, the Royal Ulster
Rifles and the Royal Irish Fusiliers but he was more
than a little surprised to read in the D.T. that the Duke of
York, Colonel-in-Chief, the Royal Irish Regiment
presided at a Colonel-in-Chief’s Dining Club held last
night in Dungannon. On referring to the National Army
Museum in Chelsea he was informed that the Royal Irish
Rangers had amalgamated with the Ulster Defence
Regiment to form the Royal Irish Regiment but quite
uniquely in the British Army there was no connection
between this regiment and the " Old Eighteenth".
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In the Time of @ueen Birk
by Cynthia Lydiard-Cannings

4 - Kynaston of Shropshire

Popinjay! barked Richard Neville, Earl of Salisbury,
the Yorkist commander.

No, my lord, returned the squire irrepressibly, you are
thinking of my friend Poyner; he bears a popinjay*. I
am Kynaston. I bear...........

You'll bear yourself out of my sight, sir, upon the instant

Roger Kynaston bowed low in the saddle and, still
grinning, reigned his horse away from the earl’s charger.
Why do you bait him so, Roger? asked his friend, trotting
up beside him. One day you'll go too far.

I like him. And he's worried. The enemy is close and
we're outnumbered. His advisers tell him it's madness to
go on and cowardice to retreat. I give him a rest from it,
that's all.

I don't think he appreciates it. Why aren't you like the
rest of us? A comfortable anonymity is what we strive for
where great lords like Salisbury are concerned. They can
be dangerous, Roger.

Anonimity is fine if you don't need - look, John, this is
just an interlude for you. When this is over you'll go
home to lands and rents that will one day be yours. You
have a future, I have nothing If I want a future I must
earn it.

How? By annoying our lord?

By ensuring he knows who I am. Then, when I cover
myself in glory ....

And how are you going to do that?

Once we meet the Lancastrians, in whatever way I can.
Roger, You're crazy; we've never.......! A few skirmishes,
that's all we know! This is going to be a battle; you'll get
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yourself killed.

Don't panic, John. ['m in no hurry, there'll be other
meetings. He laughed. But my first battle will surely be
the best chance. 1 shall be so bewildered I shall be
unaware of danger. That will make me look very brave
and impress my lord of Salisbury tremendously! And he
laughed again at his friend's anxious expression.
Afterwards , my lord of Salisbury was never sure whether
he found the Lancastrians or whether the Lancastrians
found him. But he was right in one thing; he was
outnumbered.

Kynaston! You're a Shropshire man; what is this place?

I believe Blore Heath, my lord.

Then at Blore Heath I fear our cause will suffer its first
defeat.

Is that certain, my lord?

Aye, certain, boy. We are too few and of that few too
many are already down. Only one thing could
demoralise them now............

Tell me.

Their commander, Lord Audley. Were he to go down -
but he is too well protected and I have lost too many
trying to reach him. I will send no more.

1 will try, my lord.

Fool boy. Would you throw your life away? an
unfledged squire against..... But he was talking to himself.
Eighteen months later, hopes realised, the victorious
Edward of York mounted the throne. Kynaston, whose
hopes had died with his great patron, was surprised to find
himself sent for.

Do you realize how short a time it is, said the king since
all seemed at an end at Wakefield? My father and my
brother killed and my uncle of Salisbury executed. And
yet my father left me the throne and my uncle - he spoke
of you once. He said that in any crowd of boys you were
the one he would recognize; was that a compliment, do
you suppose?

I do not know, Your Grace, I hope so. He was a good
man and a feardome commander. If I may say it without
disrespect, I was fond of him.

He told my father that you won us the fight at Blore
Heath. Is it true?

Kynaston smiled, remembering the old earl, but shook his
head. No, sir. He believed that Lord Audley, their
commander, was the key; that if we could bring him
down we could still win. So, too inexperienced to know
what I did, I charged off to become a hero. He followed,
roaring at me to come back; and our people, thinking he
was mounting a final charge, gathered their last strength
and followed him. The outcome Your Grace knows.

And Audley?

Sir? R

Who killed Audley? C e e e

I did, Your Grace, the Lancastrians, who thought we
were already beaten were taken by surprise and in the
confusion I managed to reach him. I called on him to
fight but he was far more worried about what was
happening behind me where my lord was charging and
bellowing; our people had taken fresh heart and his were
Jfalling back. He thought to dismiss a foolish boy but
even a bay can break through a careless guard. It was he
who was foolish and he paid for it with his life.
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