
We learn from the application for a place at the School for Phoebus Hardcastle that her father had 

been a police constable in Lincolnshire and had been shot in the course of his duties. Clearly such a 

serious case was reported in the newspapers of the time and the Staffordshire Advertiser 05 March 

1853 gives the story. 

 

But this, it turns out, was not the only time Stephen Hardcastle made the news.  

In the Stamford Mercury 17 February 1854 is a lengthy report about the case of a poacher whom 

Stephen and his brother George (also a policeman) were sent to arrest. The poacher had already 

escaped from arrest, even though in handcuffs and despite having bite wounds from the keepers’ 

dogs. A doctor called to treat these wounds and on the 11th February (some two weeks after his first 

capture) another warrant for his arrest was issued. Stephen Hardcastle asked the doctor if the man 

was fit to be moved and was told that he could be moved with care. Consequently the warrant was 

read to the prisoner and they attempted to remove him from the premises to the county jail. The 

Hardcastles, Stephen, in particular, seemed to believe that the poacher was hamming up his state of 

health and not co-operating in his own arrest, particularly since he asked for beer and tobacco, 

requested a specific prison and dressed himself. Witnesses gave conflicting stories about the event. 

The two policemen first sought transport to take the prisoner to jail to await trial and tried to hire a 

sedan chair.  

 



But another policeman (Pask) who had accompanied Stephen in his quest for transport “denied that 

Hardcastle used any ill language at all, or uttered an oath.”  The price of the sedan chair being 

regarded as extortionate, a spring cart was acquired but by the time they had got the prisoner down 

the three flights of stairs to the cart, a crowd had gathered. Naturally they all disagreed about what 

happened next: whether the man had died in the street, or in the process of getting into the cart, or 

after having been ‘flung’ into it by the policemen. 

 

Only one thing was certain and that is that the prisoner had died the coroner stating that “Death was 

from sudden cessation of the heart.” He went on to state that the man’s heart was in a poor 

condition because of a dissipated lifestyle.  

On the other hand “Most of the witnesses stated that the treatment was violent, cruel, and 

unnecessary.” Claims were made that Hardcastle had roughly shaken the prisoner or that in 

throwing him into the cart, his head hit the boards and so on, none of which ‘rough treatment’ 

caused any bruising apparently although this did not shake the bystander’s belief in their 

statements. Even the medical men could not agree at what point the prisoner had died, one saying 

that he thought it likely the man was already dead when he was put into the cart, or that the cold 

temperature would have killed him and another saying the cart journey would have finished him off. 

Nevertheless, the law meant that Stephen Hardcastle, as the arresting officer, was sent for trial for 

manslaughter. At that point, both Hardcastles left the area, to keep out of the way as feelings were 

obviously running high. They declared that they would return for the trial. However, it would appear 

that by virtue of his being a policeman at all, Hardcastle earned the enmity of those he dealt with 

and he does not appear to have received a favourable press. One newspaper report (Lincolnshire 

Chronicle) stated:  

 

It went on to say that the City police also bore a grudge against Hardcastle because he was 

(seemingly) so good at his job that he deprived them of their fees. The report then stated:  

“constables are divided into two classes – the one is bustling and overacts its part, the other is fat 

sleepy and useless.” (!!)  

As the date for the trial approached, rumours circulated that the Hardcastles had returned and were 

at home and were about to be at home and would be ‘surrendering’: 



 

The newspaper made very clear its opinion of the ineptitude of the city police in allowing a mob to 

gather and in leaving the city undefended whilst they celebrated jubilantly the apprehension of 

Hardcastle.  

After all the excitement, it seems almost an anti-climax to read in the Leeds Intelligencer of 25 March 

1854 that: 

 

Clearly, the public were divided into pro- and anti-Hardcastilians. In the Lincolnshire Chronicle 05 

May 1854 appeared the following: 



 

Some £52 was raised as a result, a not inconsiderable sum for the time. 

It is clear from subsequent newspapers reports over the following five years or so that Hardcastle 

remained active in his duties as a policeman. In 1859, however, old memories were stirred up again. 

The Louth and North Lincolnshire Advertiser 05 March 1859 reported a meeting of the Watch 

Committee called to elect new police constables.  

 

Anson is possibly the former police constable described as ‘fat, sleepy and useless’ and, presumably, 

they wanted rid of him and this seemed the way to do it. However, they wanted to retain others so a 

couple of them were put forward for re-election, one being Stephen Hardcastle. As the report 

stated: “A storm hereupon ensued …” with the Mayor refusing to put either the motion or an 

amendment. The article went on to describe the farce that ensued: 



 

The outcome of this furore?  Stephen Hardcastle was elected Sergeant! However, by 1860, he 

appears to have resigned and in the 1861 census we find his occupation given as drill master. Clearly, 

it had been a somewhat excitable decade for him and he must have decided he’d had enough. 

Just to finish the story off – shortly after 1861, the family Hardcastle moved to London. In 1864, 

Stephen’s wife, Phoebe, died and was buried in the same graveyard as their daughter subsequently 

was. Stephen married Ann Humphreys in 1865 where he still declares himself a Drill Master but his 

occupational decline continued in that, in 1871, he is a boot setter maker. In 1881 he died himself 

and joined his first wife and daughter in the cemetery of St Mary’s, Battersea. 

 


