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PREFACE.

ArL phases of life and incident relating to the building up
and consolidation of our Empire, ought to be of supreme interest
to those who regard themselves as Britain’s sons. Fortunately
the arts of peace, and the respect for justice and individual
right, have had much to do with the growth of the greatest
empire in the world’s history.

At the same time, unfortunate though the case may be, the
ordinance of battle has had no small share in the extension of
the country’s interests. In ackmowledging this unfortunate
fact, it is so far consoling to realise that many of these conflicts
have been thrust upon us, and were not sought on our part, in
the interests of self-aggrandisement. It likewise is a matter
for congratulation, that this battle feature in the future history
of our country, is likely to prove much less than in the pust.
All wise and good men will strive towards this end. Even
those who look on the appeal to arms as unavoidabie in inter-
national controversies, concur in thinking it a deplorable
necessity, only to be resorted to when all peacefui modes of
arrangement have been vainly tried. And also, when the law
of self-defence or of .the defence of national interest justifies
a state, like an individual, in using force to protect itself from
imminent and serious injury.

The battles, however, form a large and integral part of our
past national history. And, so far as they are in the cause of

right, we may well be proud of them. Our soldiers and
2



6 PREFACE

generals wmay compare favourably with those of any other
nationality. For bravery, indomitable pluck, and perseverance
they never have been surpassed in the whole annals of history.
A fearful and wonderful interest is attached to these scenes of
bloodshed. The intense love of country and honour, and the
undeniable greatness of disciplined courage, which make soldiers
confront death and destruction, excite our profoﬁnd admiration.
The powers also of the human intellect are rarely more strongly
displayed than they are in the capable commander who regulates,
arrays, and wields at his will the armed masses under him,
and who, cool in the midst of fearful peril, is ready with fresh
resources as the varying vicissitudes of battle require. Seeing
that these splendid feats of arms and acts of patriotism, are the
performances of our own fathers and brothers, intense interest
in, and knowledge of their details, ought to be universal through-
out the land.

In the present volume will be found separate and popularly
written narratives of all the principal engagements that have
been fought by our soldiers during the last hundred years.
They ~a,re arranged in chronological order, so that, in a sense,
the volume comprises a popular military history for that
lengthened period. Giving the battles by thewmselves, apart
from the intervening transactions of lesser interest, and also
the omission of political affairs, will no doubt prove a conveni-

ence 1o many,



CONTENTS.

CHAPTER 1. ¢ riox
THE BATTLE OF ALEXANDRIA-1801 - - 13

CHAPTER IL
THE BATTLE OF ASSAYE—1803 . .« .« . 24

CHAPTER III
CAPTURE OF THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE-1806 30

CHAPTER 1V.
THE BATTLE OF MAIDA-—1806 . . . . 35

CHAPTER V. ,
THE BATTLE OF ROLICA--1808 . .« . . 39

CHAPTER VI,
THE BATTLE OF VIMIERO-—-1808 - O 1R 43

CHAPTER VII.

THE BATTLE OF OCORUNNA-—1809 - - 3 47
CHAPTER VIIL ,

THE BATTLE OF TALAVERA—1809 . X 4 60
CHAPTER IX.

THE BATTLE OF BUSACO—1810 A Y 73
CHAPTER X,

THE BATTLE OF BAROSA—1811 . R R
CHAPTER XI.

THE BATTLE OF FUENTAS D'ONORO--1811 . 88

OCHAPTER XII
THE BATTLE OF ALBUERA4--1811 . - . 92






CONTENTS

CHAPTER XXV.
THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO—1816 - . .

CHAPTER XXVI.
THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO (Continued)—1815 -

CHAPTER XXVII
THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO (Continued)—1815 -

CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE BATTLE OF KEMMENDINE-1824 . .

CHAPTER XXIX,
THE BATTLE OF MELLOONE—1825 . . .

CHAPTER XXX,
ZLHE BATTLE OF PAGAHM-MEW -1820 . .

CHAPTER XXXI.
THE AFGHANISTAN DISASTERS--1838-39 . -

WO

CHAPTER XXXII.
THE DEFEAT OF THE BILUOHIS—1842 - .
N e T . e g S

OHAPTER XXXIII. ) ’
THE BATTLE OF MOODEKEE-—1845 + » =

CHAPTER XXXIV,
THE BATTLE OF FEROZEPORE—1845 . -

CHAPTER XXXV,
THE BATTLES OF ALIWAL -AND SOBRAON—1846

CHAPTER XXXVIL
THE BATTLE OF MARTABAN-—-1852

CHAPTER XXXVII,
THE BATTLE OF PEGRU--1852 - - - .

(2=

PAGR

177

180

187

193

201

206 -












THE BATTLES

OF THE

BRITISH ARMY

CHAPTER I.

THE BATTLE OF ALEXANDRIA.
1801.

In 1800, an attempt on Cadiz was planned and abandoned;
and an army, the corps élite of Britain, was kept idly aflcat in
transports at an enormous expense, suffering from tempestuous
weather, and losing their energies and discipline, while one
scheme was proposed after another, only to be considered and
rejected. By turms Italy and South America were named as
countries where they might be successfully employed—but to
both designs, on mature deliberation, strong objections were
found; and on the 25th of October final orders were received
from England, directing the fleet and army forthwith to rendez-
vous at Malta, and thence proceed to Egypt.

The troops on reaching the island were partially disem-
barked while the ships were refitting; and the fresh provisions
aad salubrious air of Valetta soon restored many who had
suffered from long confinement and salt rations. Five hundred
Maltese were enlisted to serve as pioneers. Water-casks were
replenished, stores laid in, the troops re-embarked; and on the
20th of December, the first division got under weigh, followed by
the second on the succeeding day.

Instead of sailing direct for their destination, the fleet pro-
ceeded to the Bay of Macri. Finding that roadstead too open,
the admiral shaped his course for the coast of Caramania. There
he was overtaken by a gale of wind—and though close to the
magnificent harbour of Marmorrice, its existence appears to have
been known, out of a fleet of two hundred vessels, only to the
captain of a brig of war. As the fleet were caught in a heavy
gale on a lee shore, the result might have been most disastrous
to the transports, who could not carry sufficient canvas to work
off the land. Fortunately, Marmorrice proved a haven of
refuge; and the surprise and pleasure of the seldiers can scarcely

3



14 THE BATTLES OF THE BRITISH ARMY

be described, when they found themselves in smooth water, and
surrounded by the grandest scenery imaginable, “ though, the
instant before, the fleet was labouring in a heavy gale, and rolling
in a tremendous sea.”

Another landing of the troops took place, and no advantages
resulted from it to compensate the loss of time which allowed the
French to obtain strong reinforcements. Goat’s flesh was
abundant, and poultry plentiful; but the Turks had probably
been apprised beforehand of the munificence of the British, as
every article was advanced on the arrival of the fleet. four hundred
per cent. in price.

The remount of the cavalry formed an ostensible, almost an
only reason, for the expedition visiting Asia Minor, and con-
suming time that might have been so successfully employed.
The horses arrived, but from their wretched quality and con-
dition they proved a sorry equivalent for the expense and trouble
their acquisition cost.

While the expedition was in the harbour of Marmorrice, an
awful tempest came suddenly on, and raged with unintermitting
fury for two days. It thundered violently—hailstones fell as
large as walnuts—deluges of water rushed from the mountains,
sweeping everything away. The horses broke loose—the ships
drove from their anchors—the Swiftsure, a seventy-four, was
struck with lightning—and many others lost masts, spars, and
were otherwise disabled. Amid this elemental war, signal-guns
fired from vessels in distress, and the howling of wolves and
other wild animals in the woods, added to the uproar.

After a protracted delay in waiting for the Turkish arma-
ment, which was expected to have been in perfect readiness,
the expedition left the harbour without it on the 23rd of
February. The sight, when the fleet got under weigh, was most
imposing ; the men-of-war, transports, and store-ships amounting
to one hundred and seventy-five sail.

The British army was composed of the whole or portions of
twenty-seven regiments, exclusive of artillery and pioneers.* Its
total strength in rank and file, including one thousand sick and

* EFFECTIVE STRENGTH OF THE EGYPTIAN ARMY.

Guards—Major-General Ludlow.

1st, or Royals, 2nd battalions 54th and 92nd—Major-General Coote.
8th, 18th, 90th—Major-General Craddock.

2nd, or Queen’s, 50th, 79th—Major-General Liord Craven.

18th, 80th, 44th, 89th—Brigadier-General Doyle.

Minorea, De Rolde’s, Dillon’s—Major-General Stuart,

RESERVE.
40th, Flank Company, 23rd, 28th, 42nd, 58th, Corsican Rangers—Major-General

Moore,
_ Detachment 11th Dragoons, 13th Dragoons, 26th Dragoons—Brigadier-General

Fiach.
Artillery and Prince’s—Brigadier-General Lawson.
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five hundred Maltese, was fifteen thousand three hundred and
thirty men. In this number all the affachés of the army were
reckoned—and consequently the entire force that could have been
combatant in the field would not exceed twelve thousand bayonets
and sabres. This was certainly a small army with which to
attack an enemy in possession of the country, holding fortified
posts, with a powerful artillery, a numerous cavalry, and having
a perfect acquaintance with the only places on the coast where it
was practicable to disembark in safety.

On the 1st of March the Arab’s tower was in sight, and next
morning the whole fleet entered Aboukir Bay.* On the follow-
ing morning a French frigate was seen running into Alexandria,
having entered the bay in company with the British fleet.

The weather was unfavourable for attempting a landing of the
troops.  This was a serious disappointment, and an accidental
occurrence added te the inconvenience it would have otherwise
caused. Two engineer officers, engaged in reconnoitring the
coast, advanced too far into the bay through an over-zealous
anxiety to mark out a landing-place. = They were seen and over-
taken by a French gunboat, who fired into the cutter, killing one
of the engineers and making the other prisoner. The survivor
was brought ashore, and forwarded to Cairo to General Menou;
and thus, had the British descent been before doubtful, this
unfortunate discovery would have confirmed the certainty of an
intended landing, and allowed ample time for preparations being
made to oppose it.

The weather moderated in the morning of the 7th, and the
signal was made by the flag-ship “ to prepare for landing.” But
the sea was still so much up that the attempt was postponed,
and with the exception of an affair between the boats of the
Fendroyant and a party of the enemy, whom they drove from a
block-house, that day passed quietly over.

The 8th was more moderate—the swell had abated—and
preparations for the landing commenced. At two o’clock the
first division were in the boats, amounting to five thousand five
hundred men, under General Coote; while the ships, on board of
which the remainder of the army still remained, were anchored
as near the shore as possible, to allow the landing brigades their
immediate support. The right and left flanks of the boats were
protected by launches and gun-brigs; three sloops of war, with
springs from their cables, had laid their broadsides towards the
beach; and the Fury and Tartarus had taken a position to cover
the troops with the fire of their mortars.

The French were drawn up on a ridge of sandhills, with an

* The men-of-war brought up exactly in the place where the Battle of the Ni'e
was fought, the Foudroyant chafing her cables on the wreck of the French Admiral’s
ship. The anchor of the L’Orient was crept for and recovered. 0
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elevated hillock in their centre, and twelve pieces of artillery in
position along their line. The moment was one of absorbing
interest—and many a heart beat fast as, in half-companies, the
soldiers stood under arms in the launches, impatiently waiting for
the signal to advance.

A gun was fired; off sprang the boats, while the men-of-war
opened their batteries, and the bomb-vessels commenced throwing
shells. The cannonade from the shipping was promptly returned
by the French lines and Castle of Aboukir; while on swept the
regiments towards the beach, under a furious discharge of shot
and shells, and a torrent of grape and musketry, that ploughed
the surface of the water, or carried death into the dense masses
of men crowded in the launches. But nothing could exceed the
glorious rivalry displayed by both services in advancing; while
shot was hailing on the water, the sailors as the spray flashed
from their oar-blades, nobly emulated each other in trying who
should first beach his boat. Each cheered the other forward,
while the soldiers caught the enthusiastic spirit and answered
them with loud huzzas. The beach was gained, the 23rd and
40th jumped into the surf, reached the shore, formed as they
cleared the water, and rushed boldly up the sandhills, never
attempting to draw a trigger, but leaving all to be decided by
the bayonet. The French regiments that confronted them were
driven from the heights; while pressing on, the Nole hills in the
rear, with three pieces of artillery, were captured.

The 42nd were equally successful ; they formed with beautiful
regularity in the face of a Freach battalion protected by two
guns, and after defeating a charge of two hundred cavalry,
stormed and occupied the heights.

While these brilliant attacks had been in progress, the Guards
were charged by the French dragoons in the very act of landing,
and a temporary disorder ensued. The 58th had formed on the
right, and, by a well-directed fire, repulsed the cavalry with loss.
The Guards corrected their line, and instantly showed front,
while the French, unable to shake the formation of the British,
retired behind the sandhills.

The transport boats had been outstripped by those of the
men-of-war—and consequently, the Royals and 54th only touched
the shore as the dragoons rode off.  Their landing was, however,
admirably timed; for a French column, under cover of the sand-
hills, was advancing with fixed bayonets on the left flank of the
Guards. On perceiving these newly-landed regiments, its
courace failed; it halted, delivered a volley, and then hastily
retreated.

The British had now possession of the heights; the brigade of
Guards was formed and advancing, and the boats returning to
¢he ships for the remainder of the army. Observing this, the
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enemy abandoned their position on the ridge, and, retiring behind
the sandhills in the rear, for some time kept up a scattered fire.
But on the British moving forward they deserted thé ground
entirely, leaving three hundred killed and wounded, eight pieces
of cannon, and a number of horses to the victors. The
remainder of the brigades were safely disembarked, Sir Ralph
Abercrombie landed, and a position taken up, the right upon the
sea, and the left on Lake Maadie.

A landing in the face of an enemy, prepared and in position
like the French, under a heavy cannonade, and effected on a
dangerous beach, would naturally occasion a severe loss of life;
and several promising officers, and nearly five hundred men,
were killed, wounded, and missing. The only surprise is, that
the casualties were not greater. The mode in which an army is
debarked exposes it unavoidably to fire, and troops, packed by
fifties in a launch, afford a striking mark for an artillerist. Guns,
already in position on the shore, enable those who work them to
obtain the range of an approaching object with great precision;
and the effect of a well-directed shot upon a boat crowded with
troops is necessarily most destructive.

After the army had been united, it advanced by slow marches,
some trifling skirmishing daily occurring between the advanced
posts.  The British bivouac was at the town of Mandora, and
Sir Ralph moved forward to attack the enemy, who were posted
on a ridge of heights.

The French, reinforced by two half brigades of infantry, a
regiment of cavalry from Cairo, and a corps from Rosetta,
mustered about five thousand five hundred of that arm, with
five hundred horse, and five-and-twenty pieces of artillery. Their
position was well chosen, as it stood on a bold eminence having
an extensive glaeis in its front, which would allow full sweep for
the fire of its numerous and well-appointed artillery. The
British attack was directed against the right wing, and in two
lines the brigades advanced in columns of regiments, the reserve
covering the movements, and marching parallel with the first.

Immediately on debouching from a date-wood, the enemy
descended from the heights, and the 92nd—the leading regiment
on the left—was attacked by a furious discharge of grape and
musketry ; while the French cavalry charged down the hill, and
threw themselves upon the 90th, which led the right column.
Though the charge was most gallantly made, Latour Maubourg
leading the dragoons at a gallop, a close and shattering volley
from the 90th obliged them to turn along the front of the
regiment, and retreat with a heavy loss. A few of the leading
files, however, had actually reached the line, and were bayoneted
in a desperate effort to break it. The attempt failed, and in
executing his duty gloriously, their gallant leader was desperately
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wounded. The British pushed the reserve into action on the
right ; the Guards, in the rear, to support the centre, and Doyle’s
brigade, in column, behind the left. The French were on every
point forced from their pesition—but, covered by the fire of their
numerous guns and the fusilade of their voltigeurs, they retreated
across the plain, and occupied their own lines on the heights of
Alexandria.

Dillon’s regiment during this movement made a brilliant
bayonet charge, captured two guns, and turned them instantly on
the enemy. Wishing to follow up this success, Sir Ralph
attempted to carry the position by a coup de main ; and advanc-
ing across the plain, he directed the brigades of Moore and
Hutchinson to assault the flanks of the French position simul-
taneously. To attempt dislodging a force posted as the enemy
were, could only end in certain discomfiture.  The troops could
make no way—a murderous fire of artillery mowed them down;
“the French, no longer in danger, had only to load and fire:
aim was unnecessary, the bullets could not but do their office
and plunge into the lines.”  For several hours the British
remained, suffering this exterminating fire patiently; and at
sunset, the order being given to fall back, the army retired and
took up a position for the night.

The British loss, its strength considered, was immense.
Eleven hundred men were killed and wounded ; while that of the
enemy amounted barely to a third, with four field-pieces, which
they were obliged to abandon.

A strong position was now taken by Sir Ralph; the right
reached the sea, resting on the ruins of a Roman palace, and
projecting a quarter of a mile over heights in front.  This pro-
montory of sandhills and ruins was some three hundred yards
across, sloping gradually to a valley, which divided it from the
hills which formed the rest of the lines. = The extreme left
appuied on two batteries, and Lake Maadie protected the rear—
and the whole, from sea to lake, extended about a mile. In
front of the right, the ground was uneven; but that before the
centre would admit cavalry to act. The whole space had once
been a Roman colony—and, on its ruined site, a hard-fought day
was now about to be decided.

The French position was still stronger than the British lines,
as it stretched along a ridge of lofty hills, extending from the
sea on one side to the canal of Alexandria on the other. A
tongue of land in the advance of their right, ran nearly for a mile
parallel with the canal, and had obliged the British posts to be
thrown considerably back, and thus obliqued their line. 1In a
classic and military view, nothing could be more imposing than
the ground on which Menou’s army were encamped. In the
centre stoed Fort Cretin; on the left, Fort Caffarelli; Pompey’s
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Pillar showed boldly on the right ; Cleopatra’s Needle on the left ;
while Alexandria appeared in the background, with its walls
extending to the sea; and at the extremity of a long low neck of
land, the ancient Pharos was visible. ~ Wherever the eye ranged,
objects of no common interest met it; some of the “ wonders of
the world ” were contiguous ; and “ the very ruins under foot were
sacred from their antiquity.”

The British army had little leisure, and probably as little
inclination, to indulge in classic recollections. The men were
busily engaged in fortifying the position, bringing up guns for
the batteries, and collecting ammunition and stores. The
magazines were inconveniently situated; and to roll weighty
spirit-casks through the deep sands was a most laborious task,
and it principally devolved upon the seamen. The fuel was
particularly bad, the billets being obtained from the date-tree,
which it is almost impossible to ignite, and whose smoke, when
kindling, pains, by its pungency, the eyes of all within its
influence. ~ Water was abundant, but of indifferent quality; and
as Menou, with a most unjustifiable severity, inflicted death'upon
the Arabs who should be found bringing sheep to the camp, the
price of fresh provisions was high, and the supply precarious.

On the 10th, an affair took place between an enemy’s patrol
and a detachment of British cavalry, under Colonel Archdale.
It was a very gallant, but very imprudent, encounter—a. third
of the men, and half the officers, being killed or taken. Another
casualty occurred also, to the great regret of all.  Colonel Brice,
of the Guards, in going his rounds, was.deceived by a mirage;
and coming unexpectedly on an enemy’s post, received a wound
of which he died the third day, a prisoner.

Menou was reported to be advancing; and an Arab chief
apprised Sir Sydney Smith, that the French intended an attack
upon the British camp next morning. The information was dis-
credited ; but the result proved that it was authentic.

On the 21st of March, the army, at three o’clock, as usual,
stood to their arms, and for half an hour all was undisturbed.
Suddenly, a solitary musket was fired, a cannon-shot succeeded
it, and a spattering fusilade, broken momentarily with the heavier
booming of a gun, announced that an attack was being made.
The feebleness of the fire rendered it doubtful against what point
the real effort of the French would be directed. All looked im-
patiently for daybreak, which, though faintly visible in the east,
seemed to break more tardily the more its assistance was desired.

On the right, a noise was heard; all listened in breathless
expectation ; shouts and a discharge of musketry succeeded; the
roar increased ; momentarily it became louder—there indeed the
ener{izd were in force—and there the British line was seriously
assailed.
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Favoured by broken ground, and covered by the haze of
morning, the French had partially surprised the videts, attacked
the pickets, and following them quickly, drove them back upon
the line.  One column advanced upon the ruin held by the 58th,
their drums beating the pas de charge, and the officers cheering
the men forward.  Colonel Houston, who commanded the regi-
ment, fearing lest his own pickets might have been retiring in
front of the enemy’s column, reserved his fire until the glazed
hats of the French were distinguishable in the doubtful light.
The 58th lined a wall partly dilapidated, but which in some places
afforded them an excellent breastwork ; and the twilight allowed
the French column to be only distinctly seen when within thirty
yards of the post. As the regiment occupied detached portions
of the wall, where its greater ruin exposed it to attack, an
irregular but well-sustained fusilade was kept up, until the
enemy’s column, unable to bear the quick and well-directed
musketry of the British, retired into a hollow for shelter. There
they reformed, and wheeling to the right endeavoured to turn the
left of the redoubt, while another column marched against the
battery occupied by the 28th.  On the front attack the regiment
opened a heavy fire, but part of the enemy had gained the rear,
and another body penetrated through the ruined wall.  Thus
assailed on every side, the 58th wheeled back two companies,
who, after delivering three effective volleys, rushed forward with
the bayonet. ~The 23rd now came to support the 58th, while
the 42nd moved round the exterior of the ruins, cutting off the
French retreat; and of the enemy, all who entered the redoubt
were killed or taken.

The situation of the 28th and 58th was, for a time, as extra-
ordinary as it was dangerous, for at the same moment they were
actually repelling three separate attacks, and were assailed
simultaneously on their front, flanks, and rear.

The 42nd, in relieving the 28th, was exposed to a serious
charge of French cavalry. Nearly unperceived, the dragoons
wheeled suddenly round the left of the redoubt, and though the
ground was full of holes, rode furiously over tents and baggage,
and, charging en masse, completely overthrew the Highlanders.
In this desperate emergency, the 42nd, with broken ranks, and
in that unavoidable confusion which, when it occurs, renders
cavalry so irresistible, fouzht furiously hand to hand, and
opposed their bayonets fearlessly to the sabres of the French.
The flank companies of the 40th, immediately beside them, dared
not, for a time, deliver their fire, the combatants were so inter-
mingled in the mélée. At this moment General Stuart brought
up the foreign brigade in beautiful order, and their heavy and
well-sustained fusilade decided the fate of the day. “ Nothing
could withstand it, and the enemy fled or perished.”
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During this charge of cavalry, Sir Ralph Abercrombie, who
had ridden to the right on finding it seriously engaged, advanced
to the ruins where the contest was raging, after having
despatched his aide-decamp* with orders to the more distant
brigades. He was quite alone, and some French dragoons having
penetrated to the spot, one, remarking that he was a superior
officer, charged and overthrew the veteran commander. In an
attempt to cut him down, the old man, nerved with a momentary
strength, seized the uplifted sword, and wrested it from his
assailant, while a Highland soldier transfixed the Frenchman with
his bayonet.  Unconscious that he was wounded in the thigh,
Sir Ralph complained only of a pain in his breast, occasioned, as
he supposed, by a blow from the pommel of the sword during his
recent struggle with the dragoon. The first officer that came
up was Sir Sydney Smith, who, having broken the blade of his
sabre, received from Sir Ralph the weapon of which he had
despoiled the French hussar.

The cavalry being completely repulsed, Sir Ralph walked
firmly to the redoubt on the right of the Guards, from which a
commanding view of the entire battlefield could be obtained.
The French, though driven from the camp, still maintained the
battle on the right, and charging with their reserve cavalry,
attacked the foreign brigade. Here, too, they were resolutely
repulsed; and their infantry finding their efforts everywhere
unsuccessful, changed their formation and acted en tirailleur
with the exception of one battalion, which still held a fléche in
front of the redoubt, on either flank of which the Republican
colours were planted.

At this time the ammunition of the British was totally
exhausted ; some regiments, particularly the reserve, had not a
single cartridge; and in the battery the supply for the guns was
reduced to a single round. In consequence, the British fire on
the right had nearly ceased, but in the centre the engagement
still continued.

There the attack had commenced at daybreak; a column of
grenadiers, supported by a heavy line of infantry, furiously
assailing the Guards, and driving in the flankers which had been
thrown. out to check their advance.  Observing the echelon
formation of the British, the French general instantly attempted
to turn their left; but the officer commanding on that flank as
promptly prevented it, by throwing some companies sharply
back, while Coote’s brigade having come up, ard opening its

* A curious incilent ocourred immediately afterwsrds. An aide-de-camp of General
Craddock, in carrying orders, had his horse killed, and bLegged permission of Sir
Sydney Smith to mount a horse belonging to his orderiy dragocn. As Sir Sydney
was turning round to give the order to dismount, a cannon-shot took off the poor
teliow's head. ' This,"” said the Admiral, * settles the question ; Major, the horse
is at your serving.”
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musketry, obliged the enemy to give way and retire.  Finding
the attack in column fail, the French broke into extended order
and opened a scattered fusilade, while every gun that could be
brought to bear by their artillery was turned on the British
position.  But all was vain; though suffering heavily from this
murderous fire, the formation of the Guards was coolly corrected
when disturbed by the cannonade, while the fine and imposing
attitude of these regiments removed all hope that they could be
shaken, and prevented any renewal of attack.

The British left had never been seriously attempted, conse-
quently its casualties were very few, and occasioned by a distant
fire from the French guns, and a trifling interchange of musketry.

While the British right was, from want of ammunition, nearly
hors de combat, the French approached the redoubt once more.
They, too, had expended their cartridges, and both the assailants
and assailed actually pelted the other with stones, of which
missiles there was a very abundant supply upon the ground. A
sergeant of the 28th had his skull beaten in by a blow, and died
upon the spot.  The grenadiers of the 40th, however, not relish-
ing this novel mode of attack and defence, moved out to end the
business with the bayonet. Instantly the assailants ran, the
sharpshooters abandoned the hollows, and the battalion, following
their example, evacuated the fleche, leaving the battle ground in
front unoccupied by any save the dead and dying.

Menou’s attempts had all been signally defeated. He per-
ceived that the British lines had sustained no impression that
would justify a continuation of the attack, and he determined to
retreat.  His brigades accordingly moved off under the heights
of their position in excellent order ; and though, for a considerable
distance, they were forced to retire within an easy range of
cannon shot, the total want of ammunition obliged the British
batteries to remain silent, and permit the French march to be
effected with trifling molestation. The cannon on the British
left, and the guns of some men-of-war cutters, which had anchored
close in with the land upon the right, kept up a galling fire, their
shots plunging frequently into the French ranks, and particularly
into those of a corps of cavalry posted on a bridge over the canal
of Alexandria to observe any movement the British left might
threaten.

At ten o’clock the action had ended.  Sir Ralph Abercrombie
previously refused to quit the field, and remained exposed to the
heavy cannonade directed on the battery where he stood, until
perfectly assured that the French defeat had been decisive.
From what proved a fatal wound he appeared at first to feel but
little inconvenience, complaining only of the contusion en his
breast. When, however, the day was won, and exertion no
longer necessary, nature yielded, and in an exhausted state he was
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carried in a hammock off the field, accompanied by the tears and
blessings of the soldiery. In the evening he was removed, for
better care, on board the flag-ship, where he continued until his
death. ;

Immediate attention was bestowed upon the wounded, who,
from the confined nature of the ground on which the grand
struggles of the day had occurred, were lying in fearful numbers
all around. Many of the sufferers had been wounded by grape-
shot, others mangled by the sabres, or trodden down by the horses
of the cavalry. Death had been busily employed. Of the
British, two hundred and forty were dead, including six officers;
eleven hundred and ninety men and sixty officers wounded; and
thirty privates and three officers missing.  Other casualties had
occurred. The tents had been shred to pieces by the French
guns, and many of the wounded and sick, who were lying there,
were killed. No wonder could be expressed that the loss of life
had been so terrible, for thousands of brass cannon-balls were
lying loosely about, and glistening on the sands.

The French loss had been most severe.  One thousand and
fifty bodies were buried on the field of batue, and nearly seven
hundred wounded were found mingled with the dead. The total
loss sustained by Menou's army could not have been much under
four thousand; and in this the greater portion of his principal
officers must be included. General Roiz was found dead in the
rear of the redoubt, and the French order of battle discovered in
his pocket. Near the same place two guns had been abandoned,
and these, with a stand of colours, fell, as trophies of their
victory, to the conquerors.

No army could have behaved more gallantly than the British.
Surrounded, partially broken, and even without a cartridge left,
the contest was continued and a victory won. That the French
fought bravely, that their attacks were vigorously made, and,
after discomfiture, as boldly repeated, must be admitted; and
that, in becoming the assailant, Menou conferred an immense
advantage on the British, is equally true. There Menou
betrayed want of judgment; for had he but waited forty-eight
hours the British must have attacked him. Indeed, the assault
was already planned; and, as it was to have beer. made im the
night, considering the strength of their position, and the fine
matériel of the Republican troops, a more precarious trial could
never have been hazarded. But the case was desperate; the
successes of the 8th and 13th—and dearly bought, though glori-
ously achieved, they were—must have been rendered nugatory,
unless forward operations could have been continued. In short,
Menou fought Abercrombie’s battle, and he who must have been
assailed, became himself the assailant.

Military criticism, like political disquisitions, comes not

’
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within the design of a work merely intehded to describe the
action of the battle, or the immediate events that preceded or
resulted ; but, if the truth were told, during these brief operations,
from the landing to the evening of the 21st, mistakes were made
on both sides. The military character of Britain had been sadly
lowered by mismanagement at home, and still more ridiculously
undervalued abroad, and it remained for future fields and a future
conqueror to re-establish for Britain a reputation in arms, and
prove that the island-spirit wanted only a field for its display.

After lingering a few days, the French Generals Lannuse and
Bodet died of their wounds ; and on the evening of the 28th March
the British army had to lament the decease of their gallant and
beloved commander. An attempt to extract the ball, attended
with great pain, was unsuccessful.  Mortification ensued, Sir
Ralph sank rapidly, and while his country and his army engrossed
his every thought, he expired, full of years and honour, uni-
versally and most justly lamented.

The eulogy of his successor in command thus concludes:—
“ Were it permitted for a soldier to regret any one who has fallen
in the service of his country, I might be excused for lamenting
him more than any other person; but it is some consolation to
those who tenderly loved him, that as his life was honourable so
was his death glorious. His memory will be recorded in the
annals of his-country, will be sacred to every British soldier, and
embalmed in the recollection of a grateful posterity.”

CHAPTER II

THE BATTLE OF ASSAYE.
1803.

TaE death of Tippoo Saib, and the fall of Seringapatam, were
astounding tidings for the native chiefs. ~ Their delusory notions
regarding their individual importance were ended, and a striking
proof had been given of what little reliance could be placed on
Indian mercenaries and places of strength, when Britain went
forth in wrath and sent her armies to the field.

As the fear of Britain became confirmed, so did the hatred
of the native princes to everything connected with her name.
A power that had proved herself so formidable was to be dreaded,
fixed as she was in the very heart of India; and, as the difficulty
increased, so did the desire of freeing themselves from that thrall,
which daily appeared to press upon them more heavily.

Affairs again began to assume a threateming look. The
Mahratta chiefs exhibited an unfriendly attitude; and to cement
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an alliance with the Peishwah, and thus tranquillize the country,
a portion of Tippoo’s territory was offered and rejected. Scindia,
with his army, was at Poona, and his influence directed every act
of that dependent court.

A misunderstanding between Scindia and Holkar brought on
a war between those chiefs.  Holkar advanced on Poona, com-
pelling Scindia to accept battle, in which he was defeated, the
Peishwah deserting his-ally in the hour of need, and concluding a
treaty with the British. To effectuate this, Wellesley, now a
major-general, took the field, with orders to drive Holkar from
Peona, and secure the Peishwah’s return to his capital; and
learning that the Mahrattas intended to plunder Poona, the
general saved it by an extraordinary forced march, accomplishing
sixty miles in thirty hours—a nsrvellous exertion indeed to be
made under an Indian sun.

All for a short time was quiet; but those restless chiefs again
assumed a hostile position. Scindia and the Rajah of Berar
moved towards the Nizam’s frontier; while the former was
negotiating with Holkar, his late enemy, to arrange their differ-
ences, and make common cause against the British.

To prepare for the threatened attack, the Marquis Wellesley
invested the officers commanding the armies of Hindoostan and
the Deccan with full powers; and to General Wellesley a special
authority was given to make peace, or commence hostilities, as
his own judgment should determine. In accordance with this
power, a demand was made on Scindia that he should separate
from the Rajah of Berar, and re-cross the Nerbuddah. To this
demand an evasive reply was returned, and Eastern cunning was
employed to obtain such delay as should permit the chieftains’
plans to be matured, and enable them to take the field in force.
This shuffling policy was, however, quite apparent; and on the
first information that his political agent had quitted Scindia’s
camp, Wellesley suddenly broke up his cantonments, and
marched directly on Ahmednuggur.

This ancient town was defended in the Eastern fashion with a
high wall, flanked at its bends and angles by a tower, and gar-
risoned by some of Scindia’s infantry and an auxiliary force of
Arabs, while a body of the chieftain’s cavalry occupied the space
between the pettah and the fort.  Wellesley, without delay,
assaulted the town, and carried it by escalade. On the 10th
September, the British cannon opened on the fort, the keeladar in
command proposed terms, and the British general expressed a
readiness to listen to his propositions, but the guns continued
working. Indian diplomacy has no chance when batteries are
open; and, on the 12th, a garrison of fourteen hundred marched
out, and the place was delivered up.  This fortress, from its
locality, was valuable; it secured the communications with Poona,
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made a safe depot for military stores, and was centrically placed
in a district whose revenue was above 600,000 rupees.

With a short delay, Wellesley moved on Aurungabad, and
entered that splendid city on the 29th. * The enemy moved in a
south-easterly direction, threatening Hyderabad, while the
British, marching by the left bank of the Godaverey, secured
their convoys from Moodgul, and obliged Scindia to retire north-
wards. As yet the Mahratta chiefs were moving a cavalry force
north, with but a few matchlock men ; but they were joined now
by their whole artillery and sixteen battalions of infantry,
officered chiefly by Frenchmen.

On the 21st September, at a conference at Budnapoor, General
Wellesley and Colonel Stevenson arranged a combined attack for
the 24th. They were to move east and west, pass the defiles
on the same day, and thus prevent any movement of the enemy
southward. A mistake, in distance, brought General Wellesley
much sooner to his halting-place than had been calculated; and
learning that the Mahratta army were already breaking up to
retire, he sent orders to Colonel Stevenson to advance; and
announcing his immediate march on Scindia, begged his colleague
to hurry forward to his assistance.

The cavalry consisted of the 19th Light Dragoons, and three
native regiments, under the command of Colonel Maxwell, a bold
and skilful officer.  General Wellesley accompanied the horse,
the infantry following in light marching order.  After passing a
league and half of ground, the advance reached an eminence;
and on the right, and covering an immense extent of country,
the Mahratta army appeared.

In brilliant sunshine, nothing could be more picturesque than
Scindia’s encampment. The varied colours of the tents, each
disposed around its own chieftain’s banner without order or
regularity, with “ streets crossing and winding in every direction,
displayed a variety of merchandise, as in a great fair. Jewellers,
smiths, and mechanics were all attending as minutely to their
occupations, and all as busily employed, as if they were at Poona
and in peace.”

In this enormous camp, fifty thousand men were collected—
the river Kaitna running in their front, the Suah in their rear.
These rivers united their waters at some distance beyond the left
of the camp, forming a flat peninsula of considerable extent. The
native infantry and all the guns were in position on the left,
retired upon the Suah, and appuied on the village of Assaye—the
cavalry were entirely on the right.  The position was naturally
strong; for the banks of the Kaitna are steep and broken, and
the front very difficult to attack.

As the British cavalry formed line on the heights, it pre-
sented a strange but glorious contrast to the countless multitude
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of Mahratta horsemen, who were seen in endless array below.
The British brigade, scarcely numbering three thousand sabres,
took its position with all the boldness of a body having an equal
force opposed. In number Scindia’s cavalry were fully ten to
one; as it was ascertained that, with his allies, the horsemen
actually on the field exceeded thirty thousand. Having made a
careful reconnaissance, General Wellesley determined to attack,
and when the infantry came up it was instantly executed.

While examining the position, immense masses of Scindia’s
cavalry moved forward, and threw out skirmishers, which wera
directly driven in. Wellesley having discovered a neglected ford,
decided on crossing over, and, by attacking the intantry and guns,
embarrass the immense cavalry force of Scindia, and oblige it to
manceuvre to disadvantage, and act on the confined space the ill-
selected ground afforded.

The infantry had now come up, and, in column, they were
directed on the river. A fire from the Mahratta guns immedi-
ately opened, but the range was far too distant to permit the
cannonade to be effective, or check the forward movement of the
columns. The whole were now across the river; the infantry
formed into two brigades, and the cavalry in reserve behind them,
ready to rush on any part of the battleground where advantage
could be gained, or support should be required. = The Mysore
horse and the contingent of the Peishwah were merely left in
observation of the enemy’s right.

This flank attack obliged Scindia to change his front. He
did so with less confusion than was expected; and by his new
disposition rested his right upon the Kaitna, and his left upon
the Suah and Assaye. His whole front: bristled with cannon,
and the ground immediately around the village seemed, from the
number of guns, like one great battery.

The fire from this powerful artillery was of course destruc-
tive, and the British guns were completely overpowered, and in
a very few minutes silenced'entirely. = This was the crisis; and
on the determination of a moment hung the fortune of a very
doubtful day. Without hesitation Wellesley abandoned his guns,
and advanced with the bayonet. The charge was gallantly made,
the enemy’s right forced back, and his guns captured.

While this movement was being executed, the 74th and light
infantry pickets in front of Assaye, were severely cut up by the
fire from that place.  Perceiving the murderous effect of the
fusilade, a strong body of the Mahratta horse moved swiftly round
the village, and made a furious onset on the 74th. Maxwell
had watched the progress of the battle, and now was his moment
of action. The word was given, the British cavalry charged
home, down went the Mahrattas in hundreds beneath the fiery
assault of the brave 19th, and their gallant supporters the sepoys,
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while, unchecked by a tremendous storm of grape and musketry,
Maxwell pressed his advantage, and cut through Scindia’s left.
The 74th and the light infantry reformed, and, pushing boldly
on, completed the disorder of the enemy, preventing any effective
attempt to recew a battle, the doubtful result of which was thus
in a few minutes decided by the promptitude of the general.

Some of Scindia’s troops fought bravely, and the desperate
obstinacy with which his gunners stood to the cannon, was alinost
incredible.  They remained to the last—and were bayoueted
around the guns, which they refused, even in certain defeat, to
abandon.

The British charge was, indeed, resistless; but in the enthu-
siasm of success, at times there is a lack of prudence. The
sepoys rushed wildly on—their elated ardour was uncontrollable;
while a mass of the Malratta horse arrayed upon the hill were
ready to rush upon ranks disordered by their own success.

But Wellesley foresaw, and guarded against the evil con-
sequences that a too excited courage might produce. ~The 78th
were kept in hand; and cool, steady, and with a perfect forma-
tion, they offered an imposing front, that the Mahratta cavalry
perceived was unassailable.

A strong column of the eneniy, however, that had been only
partially engaged, now rallied and renewed the battle, joined by
a number of Scindia’s gunners and infantry, who had flung them-
selves as dead upon the ground, and thus escaped the sabres of
the British cavalry. Maxwell’s brigade, who had re-formed their
ranks and breathed their horses, dashed into the still disordered
ranks of these half-rallied troops—a desperate slaughter ensued,
and the Mahrattas were totally routed; but the British lost their
chivalrous leader, and in the moment of victory, Maxwell died in
front of the battle, “ and, fighting foremost, fell.”

The last. effort of the day was made by a part of the artillery
who were in position near the village of Assaye—and in person
Wellesley led on the 78th Highlanders and the 7th native cavalry.
In the attack the general’s horse was killed under him; but the
enemy declined the charge, broke, fled, and left a field cumbered
with their dead, and crowded with cannon, bullocks, caissons, and
all the matériel of an Eastern army, to the conquerors.

The evening had fallen before the last struggle at Assaye was
over, but the British victory was complete. =~ Twelve hundred of
Scindia’s dead were found upon the field; while, of his wounded,
scarcely an estimate could be hazarded, for all the villages and
adjacent country were crowded with his disabled soldiery.  The
British loss was of necessity severe, and it might be estimated
that one-third of the entire army was hors de combat.

In comparison with Assaye, all fighting that had hitherto
taken place in India was child’s play. To call it a brilliant
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victory is only using a term simply descriptive of what it was.
It was a magnificent display of skill, moral courage, and perfect
discipline, against native bravery and an immense numerical
superiority.  But it was not a mass of men, rudely collected,
ignorant of military tactics, and unused to combinations, that
Wellesley overthrew. Scindia’s army was respectable in every
arm, his cavalry excellent of their kind, and his artillery well
served. His infantry were for a long time under the training of
French officers ; and the ease and precision with which he changed
his front when the British crossed the Kaitna to assail his flank,
showed that the lessons of the French disciplinarians had not
been given in vain. 1

The total déroute of Assaye was followed by a tide of con-
quest.  Fortress after fortress was reduced, and Scindia sought
and obtained a truce. The British arms were next turned
against the Rajah of Berar—General Wellesley marched against
him—for the truce was ended suddenly, and Scindia joined his
colleague with all his disposable force.

On the plains of Argaum, Wellesley found the confederated
chiefs drawn up in order of battle.  Scindia’s immense cavalry
formed the right, on the left were the Berar infantry and guns,
flanked by the Rajah’s cavalry, while a cloud of Pindaries were
observed on the extreme right of the whole array.

The British moved down and formed line, the infantry in
front, and the cavalry in reserve. The battle was short and
decisive. The Berar’s Persian infantry attacked the 74th and
78th regiments, and were literally annihilated; while Scindia’s
cavalry charge failed totally, the 26th native regiment repulsing
it most gloriously. = The British now rushed forward, and the
Mahrattas broke and fled in every direction, abandoning their
entire park of over one hundred pieces of artillery, and thirty-
eight were captured at Argaum; while the cavalry pursued by
moonlight the scattered host, and captured an immense number
of elephants and beasts of burden, the entire baggage, and stores
and arms of every description. X

The fall of some places of strength, and the total defeat of
their armies in the field, humbled Scindia and his ally, the Rajah,
and obliged them to sue and obtain a peace. The brilliant
career of General Wellesley had gained him a name in arms
which future victories were to immortalise. ~To commemorate
the battle of Assaye, a monument was erected in Calcutta, a
sword presented to the victor by the citizens, and a gold vasa
by the officers he commanded. He was also made a Knight
Companion of the Bath, and honoured by the thanks of Parlia-
ment. Even from the inhabitants of Seringapatam he received
an address, remarkable for its simplicity and affection, commit-
ting him to the care of “ the God of all castes,” and invoking for

4
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hi “ health, glory, and happiness.” In 1805 he returned to
Kis native land, “ with war’s red honours on his crest,” bearing
with him from the scene of glory the high estimation and affec-
tionate wishes of every caste and colour.

CHAPTER III

CAPTURE OF THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE.
1806

In 1805, the British Government, having ascertained that the
Cape of Good Hope had only a force under two thousand regular
troops for its protection, and that the militia and inhabitants
were well inclined to assist a British army, in case a landing
should be made, determined to attempt the reduction of that
colony, by the employment of a body of troops cantoned in the
neighbourhood of Cork, assisted by some regiments already on
board the India ships at Falmouth.

The expedition was to be a secret one, and the troops
embarked at Cork were ostensibly intended for service in the
Mediterranean. It was supposed that this report would prevent
suspicion, particularly as the Company’s fleet sailed alone, as if
its destination was really Madras direct.  Sealed orders were,
however, given to the commanders to be opened in a.certain
latitude, and in these they were ordered to rendezvous at Madeira.

The troops composing the expedition were placed under the
command of General Baird. They comprised the 24th, 38th,
59th, 71st, 72nd, 83rd, and 98th, part of the 20th light dragoons,
with artillery, artificers, and recruits, making a total force of six
thousand six hundred and fifty rank and file.

It was at first suspected that some troops which had left
Rochfort in two line-of-battle ships and escaped the vigilance of
our cruisers, might have been intended to reinforce the garrison
at the Cape, and General Baird conceived the corps intrusted to
him not sufficiently strong to achieve the objects of the expedi-
tion. He asked, under this impression, for an additional force,
and stated the grounds on which the request was made; but, in
the meantime, it was ascertained that the French troops had
proceeded to the West Indies: and that, therefore, the Cape of
Good Hope had received no increase to its military establishment.

After another application to obtain an increase to the corps
already under his orders, by having the 8th regiment added to
the force, the expedition sailed, stopping at Madeira and St.
Salvador to obtain water and provisions. Nothing of moment
occurred in the voyage to South America; the passage was
tedious, and an Indimman and transport ran on a low sandy
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island, called the Roceas, and were totally lost. Fortunately,
the men on board and twelve chests of dollars were saved from
the wreck.  Only three individuals perished; of these, General
Yorke, in command of the artillery, was one, and Major Spicer,
the next in seniority, succeeded him. While staying at St.
Salvador, the regiments were landed and inspected, a remount of
fifty horses obtained for the cavalry, and, all arrangements being
completed, the expedition sailed for its final destination on the
28th of November, and made the African coast, a little to the
northward of the Cape, on the 4th of January, 1806.

Table Bay, on the shore, and almost in the centre of which
Cape Town stands, receives its name from that extraordinary
eminence called Table Mountain, which rises about three thou-
sand six hundred and eighty-seven feet above the level of the sea,
and which terminates in a perfectly flat surface at that height,
where the face of the rock on the side of Cape Town descends
almost perpendicularly.  To the eastward of the mountain,
separated from it by a chasm, is Charles’s Mount, more generally
called the Devil’s Tower; and on the westward, a round hill rises
on the right hand of the bay, called the Lion’s Head, from which
a ridge of high land, terminating in another smaller hill, called
the Lion’s Rump, stretches towards the sea.

The town itself is handsome and extensive; and the streets,
intersecting each other at right angles, are broad and airy,
generally built with stone, and with terraces in front.  The
Company’s gardens, walks, parade, and castle, all add to tho
beauty of the place, and render it superior to any colonial city in
the possession of Great Britain.

The coast is everywhere dangerous—Ilanding, excepting in the
bays, and that, too, in favourable weather, almost impracticable
—and hence, a very inferior force on shore, if the surf were at
all up, might successfully resist any attempt at the disembark-
ation of an army.

The troops in garrison consisted of a detachment of Batavian
artillery, the 22nd Dutch .regiment of the line, a German regi-
ment of Waldecks, and a native corps, which acted as light
infantry.  To these, an auxiliary battalion, formed from the
seamen and marines of a frigate and corvette which had been
wrecked upon the coast, were added; while a number of irregu-
lars, mounted and dismounted, comprised of the boors, and
armed with guns of enormous length of barrel, completed the
force of General Janssens, who was then commandant at the
Cape.

The governor:had a high reputation, both as a soldier and a
civilian, and from the excellence of his measures since his arrival
at the Cape, was held most deservedly in great estimation by the
colonists.  On the appearance of the British fleet, although his
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numerical superiority was greater than that of his enemy, he
wisely considered that the materiel of the invaders was far more
efficient than his own; and leaving a garrison in Cape Town, he
determined to fall back on the interior with the remainder of his
troops, and carry on a desultory war, until the arrival of a French
or Dutch fleet from Europe should enable him to resort to active
measures and save the colony.  This plan, though ruinous to the
inhabitants, if carried out, would have rendered the subjugation
of the Cape a very difficult and tedious undertaking for the
British, and in this posture of affairs the expedition made the
coast, and came to anchor just out of range of the batteries in
Table Bay.

The weather was fortunately calm, but the day was too far
advanced to admit a landing of the troops, but all was prepared
for effecting it on the morrow. The coast was sounded, the
approaches to the town reconnoitred, and a small inlet, sixteen
miles north-east of the town, called Leopard’s Bay, was selected
as the point on which the troops should be disembarked. The
transports accordingly weighed and took their stations, while the
men-of-war got into a position to cover the landing, in case of
opposition, with their guns.

During the night the surf had risen so prodigiously, that at
daylight it was declared unsafe for boats to attempt the beach,
and a landing at Saldana Bay was proposed.  There it could be
easily effected, but it would carry the army a distance from the
town, separate it on its march from the fleet, oblige it to depend
for its supplies on what provisions it could carry, or any which
by accidental circumstances it could obtain on its route; it would
also entail a harassing march of seventy miles on soldiers so long
cooped up on shipboard; and that, too, in the hot season of the
vear, over a heavy sand, where water was not procurable.  Still,
the uncertainty of the weather, and the necessity of an immedi-
ate attack, overcame all other objections; and on the evening of
the bth, General Beresford, with the 38th regiment and the 20th
light dragoons, sailed for Saldana, with an understanding that
the remainder of the army should proceed thither on the follow-
ing morning.

But dayhght on the 6th January broke with happier promxse,
the surf had gone down considerably; and it was at once decided
that the troops should be landed without farther loss of time.
The Hichland brigade was instantly transferred from the trans-
ports to the boats, and the Tlst, 72nd, and 93rd, effected a
landing with but a single casualty, and that arising from the
swamping of a launch, by which five-and-thirty nghlanders were
drowned.

No other loss attended the operation—the light company of
the 93rd cleared the brushwood of a few skirmishers that had



CAPTURE OF THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE 33

been thrown out by the enemy, and the remainder of the troops
debarked without any opposition.

The artillery, consisting of four six-pounders and a couple of
howitzers, were landed on the 7Tth; and the whole of the force
being now safely on shore, the British general commenced his
march direct on Cape Town, the guns being dragged through the
sands by fatigue parties furnished from the fleet.

The advance was unopposed until the British army had
approached a line of heights, some four miles distant from the
landing place.  The Blawberg, as one of these eminences is
called, was occupied by burgher cavalry, and the videts announced
that General Janssens was in position on the other side of the
high grounds, and his whole disposable force drawn up in order
of battle.  The march was steadily continued, and when the
Blawberg was crowned by the advance guard, the Batavian army,

“formed in two lines, with twenty-five pieces of artillery and a
large corps of irregular cavalry, was discovered.

General Baird formed his corps into two columns of brigades;
the right, comprising the 24th, 59th, and 83rd, under Lieutenant-
Colonel Baird, commanding in the absence of General Beresford ;
and the left, consisting of the Highland regiments, under General
Fergusson.  While deploying into line, the Batavian guns
opened, and their cavalry, by a left extension, threatened the
right of the British.  Baird’s brigade refused its right, checking
the burgher horse with its musketry; and the Highland regi-
ments on the left made a rapid movement under a heavy
cannonade, and advanced to the charge. The right wing of the
Batavian army broke without waiting an assault, the left followed
the example, and the field was totally abandoned by the enemy,
with a considerable loss in killed and wounded.

Without cavalry it was impossible to complete the déroute.
The guns were, therefore, carried off; and quitting the road to
Cape Town, Janssens, in pursuance of his previous plan, marched
eastward, and moved towards Hottentot Holland, with a hope of
protracting a war in the interior.  Of course the capital was the
object of the conqueror.  The fleet was in an exposed anchorage,
and to equip his army for ulterior operations, and secure his
communication with the sea, it was necessary to possess Cape
Town. i

The advance was very distressing, and the troops suffered
much. The badness of the roads, the heat of the weather, and
worse still, the scarcity of water, was severely felt before the
brigades, at a late hour, reached their bivouacs in Reit Valley,
a farming establishment belonging to the Dutch Government.
Here some salt provisions, which had been floated through the
surf, were brought up by the marines and partitioned among the
soldiers; while the few and scanty springs attached to the farm
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afforded them an indifferent supply of water. An immediate
movement on the capital was imperative; and the next day the
British reached a position beside the Salt River—an inlet some
short distance from the strong lines which cover Cape Town.

These defences are formed of a chain of redoubts, with a
connecting parapet, furnished with banquettes and a dry ditch.
They extend about eight hundred yards, and unite the Devil's
Berg with the sea. These lines were very formidable, as they
had been considerably strengthened by the British during their
possession of the colony. One hundred and fifty guns and
howitzers were mounted on the works; and several batteries had
been erected on the escarpe of the mountain, that would have
exposed assailing troops to a flanking fire, and, in storming the
lines, occasioned a severe loss of life.  One battery and block-
house were placed on a shoulder of the hill, thirteen hundred feet
above the level of the plain. , But this was probably the least
effective of the defences; as, in modern warfare, a plunging fire
is not regarded much. A mile behind the lines the castle of
Good Hope is situated at the entrance of the town. It is a
pentagon, with outworks strong enough to require a regular
approach ; and that side of the city which overlooks the bay is
secured alike by the fire of the castle, and a number of batteries
mounted with guns of heavy calibre.

To carry works so extensive, and so formidable in their
defences, with a small corps like Baird’s, unprovided with any
artillery but the light field-pieces they had brought through the
sands, was not to be attempted ; and it was determined to obtain
some heavy guns, and a reinforcement of seamen and marines
from the fleet. But these were not required; the enemy sent
out a flag of truce, and an armistice was agreed upon, which
terminated ultimately in a capitulation. The town and its
defences were given up to the British army, and without a shot,
works were surrendered to a force of not four thousand men, on
which were mounted four hundred and fifty-six guns and mortars,
most of them of the heaviest calibre.

Janssens, after his defeat, retired towards the interior; and
having disbanded the militia and burgher cavalry, which had
accompanied him, he took a position at Kloof, with twelve hun-
dred regular troops, @nd some five-and-twenty guns.  General
Baird, anxious to effect the tranquillity of the colony and ter-
minate hostilities at once, despatched General Beresford to make
overtures to the Dutch governor, and induce him to capitulate.
A long and doubtful negotiation took place between the British
and Batavian commanders, which eventually ended in the whole
of the colony of the Cape of Good Hope and its dependencies, with
all the rights and privileges held and exercised by the Dutch
(Government, being formally transferred to his Britannic Majesty.



THE BATTLE OF MAIDA 35

Although the capture of the Cape was effected with trifling
foss, and the opposition given to the British troops was far less
formidable than might have been anticipated, still the operations
which were so deservedly crowned with success, were boldly
planned and bravely executed.  Janssens exhibited no military
talent, and in a country abounding in strong positions, to offer
battle in an open plain, and oppose an irregular force to a well-
disciplined army, was a strange decision of the Batavian com-
mander, and could only terminate in defeat. In an engagement
in which the Dutch army was so easily routed, and the ulterior
operations which followed, there was nothing of that brilliancy
which marked other victories achieved by British bravery, but no
conquest was attended with more advantages and permanent
results. A noble colony was obtained for Great Britain with
little loss of life, and the only portion of Africa worth her occupa-
tion was secured to the “ Mistress of the Seas.”

CHAPTER IV.

THE BATTLE OF MAIDA.
1806.

It has been remarked with great justice, that until the Penin-
sular war had been for some time in progress, the military
enterprises of Great Britain invariably failed from the blind
policy of those who planned them. Instead of condensing the
power of the ewmpire into one grand and sustained effort, its
strength was frittered away in paltry and unprofitable expedi-
tions. An army, imposing in its full integrity, if subdivided
into corps, and employed on detached.services, and in different
countries, can achieve nothing beyond a partial success, for soon
after its divided brigades are landed on their scenes of action,
their weakness produces their discomfiture, and they retire neces-
sarily before a superior force. In the first moment of dis-
embarkation it may create a temporary alarm; but beyond this
no object can be gained, and the result ends in an idle demon-
stration.

Political details are generally unconnected with the actual
occurrences on the battle-field ; and it will be enough to remark,
that Sicily should have at this period commanded more attention
from Britain than she did. Naturally defensible, with a well-
affected population of nearly a million and a half, she had been
taught to place but little reliance on her allies.  One British
corps held Messina, but a French force was moving to the
extremity of Calabria, avowedly to drive it from the island.
Though well-affected, the Sicilians were distrustful; they feared
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that they should be abandoned to the vengeance of those troops
who had already overrun Naples, and they believed that the
British regiment waited only until the French army should make
its descent, when they would embark for Malta, and leave the
Sicilians to their fate.

At this time, Sir John Stuart succeeded Sir James Craig, a
man best described by terming him an “ old-school commander.”
Under him the army had been totally inactive; and eight
thousand excellent troops were permitted to occupy their quarters
idly, when so much depended upon a bold, even though not a very
fortunate, display of energy in the British.  Stuart at once per-
ceived the mischievous consequences this indolence of his pre-
decessor had occasioned ; and he determined by active operations
to redeem the British army from the apathetic character it had
too justly obtained among the Sicilian people.

The British corps, amounting to eight thousand men, was
concentrated at Messina. In Calabria the French were consider-
ably detached; and though numerically stronger, with three
thousand in the South, four thousand in Upper Calabria, and the
remainder occupying numerous posts, it was quite practicable to
take them in detail, effect a landing between the two corps,
engage them separately, and clear the country from St. Euphemia
to the Castle of Scylla. = To insure success, despatch and secrecy
were required.  The first rested with Stuart, and every arrange-
ment necessary on his part was effected; the latter depended on
the Sicilian court, and by it the secrecy of the intended expedition
was undoubtedly betrayed.

On the 28th of June, at Melazso, the embarkation of five
thousand men was quietly accomplished, and on the third morn-
ing they landed on the beach of St. Euphemia. During the 2nd
and 3rd stores and supplies were disembarked; and moving
forward, on that evening the pickets of the rival armies con-
fronted each other. The enemy’s force was at first supposed to
be merely the division of Upper Calabria; but that of the South
had formed a junction; and Reynier had now seven thousand
infantry, and a few troops of cavalry amounting to three hundred
and fifty sabres.

The British in numbers were greatly inferior.  Five thou-
sand infantry, six six-pounders and eight mountain guns formed
their whole strength.  Reynier was also in position—his army
being posted on some heights which overlooked the march of the
British as they moved through a low country, at first partially
wooded, but opening into a spacious plain, and of course permit-
ting their numbers and dispositions to be correctly ascertained by
their enemy during the advance.

: This, as the result proved, was an unfortunate advantage for
the French General. —Whether reckoning too much on his
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opponent’s inferiority of force, or undervaluing the character of
his soldiers, Reynier, supposing that Stuart, having advanced in
error, would retire on discovering his mistake, abandoned the
heights, passed a river in his front, and offered battle on the
plain.  As his columns approached, General Stuart at once per-
ceived, from the ground they covered, that Reynier’s force was
much larger than he had expected, and that he had united his
detached brigades; but, with the just confidence of a British
leader he trusted to the bravery of his troops; and in that safe
reliance boldly stood “ the hazard of the die.”

The battle commenced (6th July) about nine o’clock, and
there was no manceuvring on either side. ~The ground was level,
and both armies, under cover of their light troops, advanced
steadily and deployed into line. The enemy’s left was composed
of voltigeurs, and the right of the British that opposed them
(Kempt’s brigade) was formed of a light infantry battalion and
the Corsican Rangers. After an interchange of three volleys, the
French were ordered to advance; at the same time the British
lowered their bayonets, and both pressed boldly forward. The
front ranks were now within six paces of each other—the French
advancing, cheered by the “ En avant, mes enfans!” of their
officers.  The British needed no encouragement; on they came,
with that imposing steadiness which told what the result must
be, when bayonets crossed, and “steel met steel.” The volti-
geurs had not firmness to abide the shock ; they broke and turned,
but too late for flicht to save them. Their front rank was
bayonetted and trodden down, while the rear endeavoured to
escape by a disorderly rush from the field, exposed to severe
loss from the British artillery.

Kempt’s gallant and successful charge was ably seconded by
Ackland’s brigade, which held the right centre. ~ They advanced
against the demi-brigade opposed to them, forced it back across
the Amato, and never allowed the routed wing one moment to
rally. The pursuit was so ardently continued that for a mile
the French were followed by the victors, suffering heavily in
killed and wounded, and losing a number of prisoners.

This success, though brilliant, was far from being decisive.
The ardour of the right wing had carried it away, leaving the left
totally unsupported, and open to Reynier’s undivided efforts.
From the superiority of his force, he showed a larger front, and
availing himself of this advantage, endeavoured to turn the
British left, and in this attempt his cavalry had nearly succeeded.
After a feint upon the centre, they wheeled sharply to the right,
making a flank movement, while their infantry threatened the
British line with a charge. This was the crisis of the action.
The French advanced, Stuart refusing his flank, and obliquing his
line from the centre. Reynier’s cavalry were about to charge,
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when, fortunately, the 20th regiment, under Colonel Ross, which
had landed after the march of the army, came up.

The attack was already made, the cavalry advancing, when
Ross, under cover of some underwood, deployed in double-quick.
Within a short distance, a close and murderous volley was thrown
in, and the cavalry completely broken. The British line cheered
and moved forward, the French gave way, and a complete
deroute succeeded. No victory, considering the numbers
opposed, could have been more decisive. Seven hundred killed,
a thousand prisoners, and a large proportion of wounded, were
the estimated loss of the enemy, while this was achieved by an
amount of casualties greatly disproportioned, the victors having
but one officer and forty-four men killed, and eleven officers and
two hiundred and seventy-one men wounded.

For that night the British army bivouacked on the battle-
ground, and having received supplies from the shipping, advanced
on the 6th to overtake the enemy’s rear; while a brigade under
Colonel Oswald marched on the French depot at Montelione, of
which it took possession, making six hundred prisoners. Tha
whole of the commissariat stores, with the entire baggage, auu
the military chest, were captured; and the remnant of the French
army was saved only by abandoning arms and accoutrements,
and retiring with all the confusion attendant upon a signal defeat.

Nothing could exceed the enthusiasm with which the victors
were received. The defended places along the coast, turned on
the land side by the army, of course surrendered unconditionally.
The whole of the Peninsula was rapidly crossed, and on the 11th
of July, the leading British brigade invested the Castle of Scylla.

This place, so deeply associated with ancient recollections,
stands on a sheer rock, commanding the eastern point of the
entrance of the Straits of Messina.  The difficulties experienced
by navigators occasionally in this confined channel, almost realise
the old-world legends of its dangers.  Once caught in the
currents, when passing Cape Pelorus with light or contrary winds,
a vessel must run for the anchorage, which lies directly beneath
the batteries of the castle; and hence the possession of the place,
especially to a maritime nation, was an object of paramount
importance.

For some days the efforts of the English were confined to
firing on the castle with the field guns.  Of course, artillery of
a light calibre could effect nothing but annoyance; until, on the
19th, when some heavy cannon were obtained from Messina.
On the 21st they were placed in battery and opened with great
effect; and on the same evening, as the guns were breaching
rapidly, the commandant accepted terms, and surrendered the
oastle to the besiegers.

Although military achievements, on a minor scale, have been
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eclipsed by the more brilliant conquests obtained by British
armies in subsequent campaigns, still Maida was not only a glori-
ous, but, in its results, a most important victory. Independently
of humbling a presumptuous enemy, raising the depressed repu-
tation of the British army, and converting the distrusting
population of Sicily into grateful admirers, the positive results of
Sir John Stuart’s expedition were the destruction of all the
military and naval resources of Calabria, and the occupation of a
post which for eighteen months secured the navigation of the
Straits of Messina, and, in a great degree, occasioned the
meditated descent on Sicily to fail.

CHAPTER V.

THE BATTLE OF ROLICA.
1808.

Spaiy and Portugal having been overrun by the French
armies, Britain determined to make an effort in the cause of
freedom, and come to the assistance of the oppressed.

The force destined for the relief of Portugal was sent partly
from Ireland, and partly from Gibraltar. Nine thousand men
from Cork, under Sir Arthur Wellesley, landed in Mondego bay
ou the 6th of August, and these were joined, two days afterwards,
by Spencer’s division of five thousand, making thus a total force
of about fourteen thousand, in which two hundred of the 20th
light dragoons and eighteen pieces of artillery were included.

A combined movement with a Portuguese corps under Ber-
nardine Friere having been arranged, it was determined to move
at once upon the capital; and on the morning of the 9th the
British advanced guard, consisting of a part of the 60th and
95th rifles, commenced the march, supported by the brigades of
Generals Hill and Ferguson.  On the next day the remainder of
the army followed—the men provided with sixty rounds of cart-
ridges, provisions for three days, and attended by a number of
mules, loaded with stores of various descriptions. “No troops
ever took the field in higher spirits, or in a state of more perfect
discipline.  Confident in their leader likewise, and no less con-
fident in themselves, they desired nething more ardently than to
behold their enemy.”

On the 12th, Friere’s corps joined at Leiria, but, under differ-
ent, pretexts, the Portuguese commander declined co-operating as
he had promised, and limited his assistance to one weck brigade
of infantry and two hundred and fifty horse. =~ Undaunted by this
e«arly disclosure of imbecility and bad faith, Sir Arthur deter-
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mined to push on, and endeavour to engage the Duke of Abrantes
before he could unite himself with Loison.

On receiving intelligence of the descent of the British, Junot,
adding the brigade of Thomieres to that of Delaborde, despatched
the latter towards Mondego, to observe the enemy closely, and
use every means to retard their advance.  Delaborde, accord-
ingly moving to the coast, found himself on the eve of an affair
with the British, and he fell back leisurely as they advanced.
His rear-guard quitted Caldas the evening before Sir Arthur
entered it; and on the following morning, and for the first time
on the Peninsula, the rival armies of France and Britain found
themselves in each other’s presence.

On the 15th, a trifling affair of outposts produced a few
casualties, and on the 16th, Delaborde’s position was reconnoitred
and dispositions made to attack it.

This, in a European command, was to be Wellington’s maiden
field. In the numbers engaged, Rolica bore no proportion to the
masses cormbatant in future battles, but if was a well-contested
and sanguinary encounter, and worthy to be the name first
engraven on the long scroll of victories of which it gave such
glorious promise.

The French position, in natural strength and romantic beauty,
was unequalled; and when Delaborde had made up his mind to
risk a battle, he displayed consummate judgment in selecting

. the ground on which the trial of strength should be decided.

The villages of Rolica and Caldas stand at either extremity
of an extensive valley, opening to the west. In the centre,
Obidos, with its ruined castle and splendid aqueduct, recalls the
days of Moorish glory. The village of Rolica stands on a bold
beight, surrounded by vineyards and olive groves, and a sandy
plain extends in front, thickly studded with shrubs and dwari
wood.  The eminence on which the village is placed, and where
the French general formed his line of battle, had one flank resting
on a rugged height, and the other on a mountain impassable to
any but a goatherd. Behind, lay a number of passes through
the ridges in his rear, affording Delaborde a means of retreat; or,
if he chose to contest them, a formidable succession of mountain
posts.

All the arrangements for attack having been completed on
the preceding evening, at dawn the British got under arms. A
sweeter morning never broke—the mountain mists dispersed, the
sun shone gloriously out, a thousand birds were singing, and
myriads of wild flowers shed their fragrance around.  Nature
seemed everywhere in quiet and repose, presenting a strange con-
trast to the roar of battle which immediately succeeded, and the
booming of artillery, as, repeated by a thousand echoes, it
reverberated among the lately peaceful hills.
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In three columns, the allied brigades left their bivouacs. The
right (Portuguese), consisting of twelve hundred infantry and
fifty dragoons, were directed to make a considerable detour, turn
the enemy’s left flank, and bear down upon his rear.  The left,
two brigades of infantry, three companies of rifles, a brigade of
light artillery, and forty horse, were to ascend the hills of
Obidos, drive in Delaborde’s posts, and turn his right at Rolica.
Ferguson, who commanded, was also to watch lest Loison should
move from Rio Mayor, and, if he came up, engage him, and pre-
vent a junction with Delaborde. The centre, composed of four
brigades—those of Hill, Crawford, Nightingale, and Fane—two
brigades of guns, the remainder of the cavalry, and four hundred
l’ortuvuese light infantry, were directed to advance up the
helghts and attack the enemy in front.

To traverse the distance between the British bivouac a.nd
French outposts (three leagues), consumed a good portion of the
morning ; and the march to the battle-ground, whether viewed
with relevance to the beauty of its scenery, or the order of its
execution, was most imposing.

When sudden irregularities of the surface disturbed the order
of a column, it halted until the distances were corrected, and then
marched silently on with the coolness of a review. Presently the
light troops became engaged, the centre broke into columns of
regiments, while the left pressed forward rapidly, and the rifles,
on the right, bore down on the tirailleurs. Delaborde’s position
was now critical, for Ferguson, topping the heights, threatened
his rear.  But the French general acted promptly—he aban-
doned the plain, and falling back upon the passes of the Sierra,
took up a new position less assailable than the former one; and,
from the difficult nature of the mountain surface, requiring, on
Sir Arthur’s part, a new disposition of attack.

Five separate columns were now fof’med, and to each a differ-
ent pass was allotted. The openings in the heights were so
narrow and difficult, that only a portion of the columns could
come into fire. The pass on the extreme right was attacked by
the Portuguese; the light troops of Hill’s brigade and the bth
regiment advanced against the second; the centre was to be
carried by the 9th and 29th, the fourth by the 45th, and the fifth
by the 82nd.

Unfortunately the front attack was made either too soon, or
difficulties had delayed the flanking corps—and, in consequence,
the passes were all stormed, before Delaborde had been even
aware that he was endangered on his flank and rear. Regardless
of the ground, than which nothing could be more formidable, the
assailants mounted the ravines.  Serious obstacles met them ab
every step—rocks and groves overhung the gorges in the hills—
and where the ground was tolerably open for a space from rocks,
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it was covered thickly with brushwood and wild myrtle.  Thus
the order of the column was deranged; while a broken surfate
concealed the enemy, and suffered the French to keep up a
withering fusilade on troops who had not leisure to return it.

The centre pass, on which the 29th and 9th were directed to
advance, was particularly difficult. The 29th led, and the 9th
supported it.  Entering the gorge undauntedly, the leading
companies were permitted to approach a ravine, with precipitous
rocks on one side and a thick myrtle wood on the other. From
both a tremendous fire was unexpectedly opened. In front and
on the flanks, the men fell by dozens; and, as the leading com-
pany was annihilated, the column, cumbered by its own dead and
wounded, was completely arrested in its movement. But the
check was only momentary. Colonel Lake, who led the regiment
on horseback, waved his hat and called on the men to follow. A
wild cheer was returned, and a rush made up the pass.  Not-
withstanding the sustained fusilade on every side, the forward
movement was successful—and after overcoming every attempt to
repel their daring charge, with diminished numbers the 29th
crowned the plateau.

But the enemy were not to be easily beaten. Before the
9th could clear the pass, or the 29th form their line, a French
battalion advanced and charged. @ They were most gallantly
received ; a severe contest ensued ; and, after a mutual slaughter,
the enemy were repulsed.  With increased numbers, again and
again the charges were repeated and repelled. At last the 9th
got into action; and the head of the bth regiment began to show
itself as it topped the summit of the second pass. On every
point the attacks had been successful, and to save himself from
being cut off, Delaborde retired in perfect order; and from the
difficulty of the ground and his superiority in cavalry, although
pressed by the light troops, effected his retreat with little
molestation.

This brilliant affair, from the strength of their position, and
the cbstinacy with which the French contested every inch of
ground, cost the British a heavy loss. Even, when forced from
the heights, Delaborde attempted to take a new position, and
hold the village of Zambugeira. But he was driven back with
the loss of three guns—and retreating through the pass of Runa,
by a long night march, he gained Montecheque next day.

The Trench casualties in killed, wounded, and prisoners
amounted to a thousand men, and the British to about half that
number. Delaborde was among the wounded, and Colonel Lake
in the return of the killed.

Delaborde’s defeat having left the road to Torres Vedras
open, Sir Arthur pursued the French to Villa Verde, where the
British halted for the night, and, cheered by his opening success,
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the British leader seemed determined to improve it.  Orders
were accordingly issued to prepare for a rapid march next day,
and “ it seemed as if no check would be given to the ardour of
the troops till they should have won a second victory.” But
despatches were received that night, announcing the arrival of
General Anstruther with a reinforcement of troops and stores.
The fleet were reported to be at anchor off Peniche ; and, to cover
the disembarkation, and unite himself with the corps on board
the transports, Sir Arthur’s march was directed on Lourinhe.
There the British bivouacked that night, and on the next morning
took a position beside the village of Vimiero.

CHAPTER VI.

THE BATTLE OF VIMIERO.
1808.

ViMIERO stands at the bottom of a valley, and at the eastern
extremity of a ridge of hills extending westward towards the sea.
The river Maceira flows through it, and on the opposite side,
heights rise eastward, over which winds the mountain road of
Lourinho. In front of the village a plateau of some extent is
slightly elevated above the surrounding surface; but it, in turn,
is completely overlooked by the heights on either side. The
British, never anticipating an attack, had merely taken up
ground for the night, and with more attention to convenience
than security.  Six brigades occupied the high ground westward
of Vimiero—one battalion, the 50th, with some rifle companies,
were bivouacked on the plateau, having a half brigade of nines,
and a half brigade of six pounders. The eastern heights were
occupied by pickets only, as water could not be procured in the
vicinity—and in the valley, the cavalry and reserve artillery had
taken their ground for the night.

The communication immediately made by Sir Arthur Wel-
lesley to his senior officer, Sir Harry Burrard, both of the past and
the intended operations, had been unfavourably received—-and
Sir Harry declined the daring but judicious step of an immediate
advance on Mafra, by which the position taken by the French on
the heights of Tarres Vedras must have been necessarily turned.
In fact, to every suggestion of Sir Arthur he raised continuous
objections, and seemed totally opposed to any forward movement.
He pleaded, in apology for inaction, that the cavalry was weak,
the artillery badly horsed ; that a march, which should remove the
British from their shipping, would interrupt their supplies and
endanger the army; and the best of the bad reasons which he
gave was the expected arrival of Sir John Moore with a strong
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reinforcement. It was useless in Sir Arthur Wellesley to point
out, as he did, the advantages of an advance, with an assurance,
which proved true, that if they did not, the French would become
assailants.  Sir Harry appeared to have formed a stubborn
resolution of remaining quiet that no argument or remonstrance
could disturb, and Sir Arthur Wellesley returned to his camp,
convinced that the military incapacity of his superior officer
would, when it paralysed early success as it did that of Rolica,
entail upon the expedition ulterior disaster and disgrace. It was
otherwise decreed, and the decision of an enemy wreathed the
laurel on Wellesley’s brow, of which the timidity of a feeble-
minded colleague would have robbed him.

Delaborde had executed his orders to check the advance of
the British with a zeal and ability that added greatly to his
military reputation.  Junot, in the interim, was actively engaged
in concentrating his brigades, and drawing every disposable man
4rom his garrisons, to enable him to bring a force to bear against
the British, that, from its superior formation, must ensure success.
His whole corps was formed into two divisions; Delaborde com-
manding one, and Loison the other, while the reserve, composed
entirely of grenadiers, was entrusted to Kellerman. All his dis-
positions having been completed, the Duke of Abrantes advanced
to Vimiero, where he had ascertained that his enemy was halted.

Sir Arthur was awakened at midnight by a German officer in
charge of the outlying picket, with the intelligence of Junot’s
movements, and an assurance that an attack was certain, as the
French advance was not above a league distant.  Patrols were
immediately sent out; and while every care was taken against
surprise, the line was not alarmed, nor the men permitted to be
disturbed.

Junot quitted his position on the evening of the 20th, and
marched all night by roads bad in themselves, and interrupted by
numerous defiles; consequently great delay occurred, and it was
seven o’clock next morning, when he arrived within four miles of
the British outposts. The formation of his columns was effected
unseen, as the broken ground behind which he made his dis-
positions, entirely concealed his movements. The first intima-
tion of a serious attack was only given when a mass of Junot’s
cavalry deployed in front of the picket that was observing the
Lourinho road. Perceiving instantly the point on which the
French were about to direct their column, Sir Arthur crossed the
ravine with the brigades of Ferguson, Nightingale, Aucland, and
Bowes, thus securing his weakest point—the left—before Junot
had made a demonstration against it.

Presently the enemy’s columns came on; the right by the
Lourinho road, and left marching on the plateau, occupied by the
50th and rifles. The onset of both divisions was made with the
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usual impetuosity of Frenchmen, and in both the British skir-
mishers were driven in.

The British right was furiously attacked.  Unchecked by the
light troops covering the line, the French came boldly forward,
until it found itself directly in front of the 36th, 40th, and 71st.
It deployed instantly, and several volleys of musketry were mutu-
ally returned, and at a distance so close as to render the effect
murderous. But the fusilade was ended quickly; the 82nd and
29th pushed forward, and joined their comrades when pressed by
an enormous superiority.  “Charge!” was the order; and a
cheer, “loud, regular, and appalling,” announced that Britain
was coming on.

The French stood manfully ; but though they waited the onset,
they could not withstand it. =~ They were driven from the field—
a vain attempt to rally, when the 71st and 82nd had flung them-
selves on the ground to recover breath, failed—and six guns were
taken. The front rank of the French division was literally
annihilated ; it lay as it had fallen, and told with what deter-
mination it had stood, and the desperation with which it Lad Leen
assaulted.

On the left, the French column having pushed the rifles
before it, advanced upon the 50th formed in line. = The regi-
ment was strong, numbering about nine hundred bayonets, and
supported by a half brigade of guns; and though the French had
seven pieces with their column, it suffered heavily from the
British cannonade. The enemy’s advance was made in close
order of half battalions.  Sheltered from the fire of the artillery,
the French halted behind a broken hillock, closed up their ranks,
and advanced to the attack. The 50th remained until this
moment with “ordered arms.” With excellent judgment, the
colonel, leaving the left wing of his regiment in line, threw his
right into echelons of companies, and ordered it to form line upon
the left. But there was not time to complete the formation,,as
the enemy came on, opening a hot but inefficient fire from its
flanks. Part of the right wing of the 50th bore directly on the
angle of the advancing column—and when within twenty paces,
the order was given to fire, and that to “ Charge!” succeeded.
Broken totally by the close discharge, the angle of the column
forced itself on the centre; all was instantly disorganised, and
the artillery cutting their traces, added to the confusion. The
British pressed on, the French got mobbed, and assisted by part
of the 20th light dragoons, a column five times numerically
superior were for two miles fairly driven from their ground by
one regiment, until they were relieved by the French cavalry
reserve, which came up in a force not to be resisted.

While these more important operations were repulsed, the

town{)of Vimiero was attacked by a lesser column (Kellerman’s
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reserve), that had flanked the larger, and the 43rd regiment was
furiously assailed. ~One company occupied the churchyard,
another held some houses that covered the road by which the
French attack was made; and the fire of both was so destructive,
that the column was repelled with immense slaughter.  On the
extreme left, the 97th and 52nd repulsed Delaborde with con-
siderable loss; on every point the attack failed, and the field was
won.
No troops fought better than the French, and no battle could
have been more determinately contested. = The enemy’s reserve
“ performed prodigies of valour, advancing under a cross fire of
musketry and cannon, and never giving way until the bayonets
of the British troops drove them down the descent. =~ But they
were routed on every side; and, with relation to the numbers
engaged, the slaughter was terrific. ~Upwards of three thousand
Frenchmen were killed and wounded, and a number of prisoners
made, while the British loss was computed, in killed, wounded,
and missing, at seven hundred and eighty-three.

One casualty was sincerely deplored. In leading a squadron
of the 20th, Lieutenant-Colonel Taylor was killed. = He had
charged the broken infantry of Kellerman, and committed sad
havoc among the ¢lite of the reserve, when, surrounded by a
whole brigade of French cavalry, he fell in the mélde, shot
through the heart.

Sir Harry Burrard landed after the battle commenced, but
very prudently left the termination of the contest in his hands by
whom the first disposition had been made. Sir Harry was not
in time to assist in the victory—but he had ample leisure to
mar its results. Wellesley urged that this was the moment to
advance, push on to Torres Vedras, place Junot between two fires,
and oblige him to begin a retreat:of immense difficulty by
Alenquer and Villa Franca.  All was admirably prepared for the
movement. The supply of ammunition was sufficient, provisions
were abundant, and the troops in high courage and superb
discipline. The French, on the contrary, were depressed by an
unexpected defeat; and, greatly disorganised and wearied by
long marches, were certain of being materially inconvenienced by
an immediate advance of the British.

But Sir Harry was immovable. He had made his mind up to
await the arrival of Sir John Moore before he should advance a
step from Vimiero. A victory had been gained—a complete and
brilliant victory.  But what was that to him? “The cavalry,”
he said, “ were certainly not strengthened, nor the artillery horses
improved, by the exertions they had undergone.” Stop he would
—and Junot was permitted to return without annoyance; and the
British, whe should have never halted until they had reached
Lisbon, rested on the ground they woan.
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Is it not inconceivable, that Britain should have consigned
her armies to the leading of antiquated tacticians, bigoted in
old-world notions, and who would scarcely venture beyond a
second bridge without spending half the day in reconnoitring?
But such things were—and the energies of the first military
people in the world were paralysed for half a century, by com-
mands being entrusted to men, who, in cases of ordinary embar-
rassment, would have been found incompetent to extricate a
regiment from a difficulty.  But such things were!

CHAPTER VIIL

THE BATTLE OF CORUNNA.
1809.

A PERIOD of inaction succeeded the victory at Vimiero. Bur-
rard was superseded in his command by Sir Hew Dalrymple, and
the convention of Cintra perfected, by which an army was
restored to France, that, had Sir Arthur Wellesley’s advice been
attended to, must have been eventually destroyed or driven into
such extremity as should have produced an unconditional sur-
render.  Other articles in this disgraceful treaty recognised a
full exercise of rights of conquest to the French, secured to them
the enormous plunder their rapacity had accumulated, and
granted an amnesty to every traitor who had abandoned his
country, and aided the invaders in effecting its subjugation. No
wonder that this precious convention occasioned in Britain a
universal feeling of disgust. No wonder that blood spilled in
vain, and treasure uselessly wasted, roused popular indignation
to a pitch of excitement which no occurrence in modern history
can parallel.

Within twelve months from the commencement of the war
Britain had sent over to the Spanish armies (besides £2,000,000)
150 pieces of field artillery, 42 thousand rounds of ammunition,
200 thousand muskets, 61 thousand swords, 79 thousand pikes,
23 million ball cartridges, 6 million leaden balls, 15 thousand
barrels of gunpowder, 92 thousand suits of clothing, 356 thousand
sets of accoutrements and pouches, 310 thousand pairs of shoes,
37 thousand pairs of boots, 40 thousand tents, 250 thousand yards
of cloth, 10 thousand sets of camp equipage, 118 thousand yards
of linen, 50 thousand great coats, 50 thousand canteens, 54
thousand haversacks, with a variety of other stores, far too
numerous to be recapitulated.

The particulars of the treaty of Cintra, immediately on
being known in Britain, occasioned the recall of Sir Hew
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Dalrymple; while under the plea of ill health, his colleague, Sir
Harry Burrard, resigned and returned home. ~ What a different
result the Portuguese campaign would have exhibited had these
two old gentlemen been left in a district command, and not been
allowed to clheck a career of victory which opened with such
glorious promise !

Sir Arthur Wellesley had already returned to Britain, and
many officers of all ranks followed his example. ~The command
of the army devolved on Sir John Moore, a man most deservedly
respected by the country, and popular with his soldiers.

Meanwhile, the general indication of national resistance to
French oppression on the part of the Spaniards, encouraged hopes
that if assisted by Britain, the independence of the Peninsula
might be restored. This was a consideration worthy of a states-
man’s serious regard in both France and Britain—for the thral-
dom or independence of Spain was an object of vital importance.
As to what might be expected from the Spaniards themselves in
any attempt made for their own liberation, their invaders and
their allies seemed to have formed an erroneous estimate—the
British over-rating the importance of their exertions in the field,
as much as the French undervalued that patriotic impulse, which
had wakened up the slumbering spirit of the people.  The
British cabinet, however, determined to foster this national
feeling, and by munificent supplies and the presence of a British
army, stimulate the Spanish people to assert their lost liberty,
and fling off a yoke no longer tolerable.  For this purpose, a
force of twenty thousand men was directed to be assembled at
Valladolid, and a reinforcement of thirteen thousand, under Sir
David Baird, was despatched from Britain to join them; the
whole were to be placed under the orders of Sir John Moore.

Although Sir David’s corps was landed by the middle of
October, the army of Lisbon was not in a condition to move until
the end of the month; and then, under a false belief that the
direct route to Salamanca was impracticable for the passage of
artillery, the batteries and cavalry, with a protecting brigade of
three thousand infantry, were moved. by Badajoz and the Escurial,
entailing on them an additional march of upwards of one hundred
and fifty miles. Worse still, a delay in commencing operations
was unavoidable, and that was attended with the worst results.

The whole of Sir John Hope's corps having been at last
collected, and the cavalry assembled at Villa Vicosa, the order
to move forward was given.

On the 5th of November, Sir John Moore was at Atalia, on
the 8th he reached Almeida, and on the 11th his advanced guard
crossed the rivulet that divides Spain from Portugal, and entered
Cuidad Rodrigo. At San Martin he slept in the house of the
curé, and occupied the same bed that had the former year been
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assigned to Junot and Loison on their respective marches, and on
the 13th he entered Salamanca.

There, disastrous news awaited him—for one of his supporting
armies was already hors de combat. Count Belvidere, having
made an absurd movement on Burgos, was attacked by a superior
force, and his raw levies completely routed; while previously,
Blake's army had been utterly dispersed, and the magazines at
Reynosa taken. To add to this mass of evil tidings, intelligence
arrived that the fall of Madrid might be confidently expected,
while, instead of his advance into Spain being covered with an
army of seventy thousand men, Moore found himself in an open
town without a gun, without a Spanish picket, with only three
infantry brigades, and the French outposts but three marches
distant.

Madrid fell—the news could not be credited—and it was
asserted that, though the Retiro was taken, the town held
obstinately out. The inaction of the British was generally
censured; the envoy had remonstrated on the subject; and the
army did not conceal their impatience. Influenced by these
considerations, Moore determined to make a diversion on the
capital, and attack Soult, who was at Saldanha, on the Carion.
A forward movement followed—Baird was directed to march from
Astorga, and Romana was informed of the intended operation,
and requested to assist.

The decision of attacking Soult was known to the army and
gave general satisfaction. On the 16th, headquarters were at
Toro, and passing Villapondo and Valderosa on the 20th Sir John
reached Majorga, and was joined by Baird’s division, making an
united force of twenty-three thousand five hundred infant.ry, two
thousand four hundred cavalry, and, including a brigade of three-
pounders—from its small calibre perfectly useless—an artillery
of nearly fifty guns.  Soult’s corps amounted to sixteen thousand
infantry and twelve hundred dracoons. The great pertion of
the foriner were at Saldanha, and Debelle’s cavalry at Sahagun.

While thus advancing, the brilliant affair between Lord Paget
and the French cavalry shed a passing glory on a series of
operations, whose results were generally so calamitous. We
shall give the affair in the words of the noble colonel of the
10th Hussars, than whom, on that occasion, no one “by daring
deed ” more effectually contributed to victory.

The Monastero Melgar Abaxo is distant about three leagues
from Sahagun, in which place a corps of seven hundred French
cavalry were reported to be lodged. As they were at some
distance from the main body of the French army, it was deemed
practicable to cut them off, and Lord Paget determined, at all
events, to make the attempt. He accordingly put himself at the
head of the 10th and 15th Hussars, and in the middle of a cold
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wintry night, when the direct route to Salamanca was impracti-
cable, for the ground was covered with snow, set off for that
purpose.

When they had ridden about two-thirds of the way, Lord
Paget divided his force, and desiring General Slade, with the
10th, to pursue the course of the Cea, and to enter the town by
that side, he himself, followed by the 15th, wheeled off to
approach it by a different route. It was not long before his
lordship’s party fell in with a picket of the enemy ; and all, except
one man, were either cut down or made prisoners. But the
escape of one was as injurious, under existing circumstances, as
the escape of the whole; for the alarm was given, and before the
15th could reach the place the enemy were ready to receive them.
It was now broad daylight, and as our troops drew near, the
French were soon formned in what appeared to be an open plain,
at no great distance from the town.  The 15th were wheeled into
line in a moment, and as there was no time to be lost, they
followed their leader at a brisk trot, with the intention of
charging ; but when they were yet fifty yards from the enemy,
they found that a wide ditch divided them, and that the French
had availed themselves of other inequalities in the ground, of
which, when some way off, they had not been aware.

A pause was now necessarily made, but one instant served to
put the whole again in motion.  The regiment, wheeling to its
left, soon found a convenient place for crossing; and though the
enemy manceuvred actively to hinder the formation, they were
again in line, and advancing to the charge, within five minutes
from the commencement of the check. A few changes of ground
now took place, as each corps strove to gain the flank of the
other, but they were only a few. The British cavalry effected
its object, and then coming down at full speed upon their
opponents, who stood to receive the shock, they overthrew them
in an instant. Many were killed upon the spot, many more
unhorsed, and one hundred and fifty-seven were made prisoners,
including two lieutenant-colonels.  On this occasion the British
cavalry amounted only to four hundred men, whilst that of the
French fell not short of seven hundred.

The weather continued bad; the troops were a good deal
knocked up by forced marching, and Sir John halted on the 22nd
and 23rd for supplies, intending by a night march to reach the
Carion, and attack Soult on the morrow. Every account made
the British numerically greater than the enemy, and though the
French had been reinforced, still Moore’s army was stronger by
fully five thousand men.

All dispositions were made for the intended attack. At
eight at night, the army were to move in two columns, and the
right, which was to force the bridge and penetrate to Saldanha,



THE BATTLE OF CORUNNA 51

was actually getting under arms, when couriers arrived “loaded
with heavy tidings.” The French were moving in all directions
to cub the British off; the corps which had been marching south,
was suddenly halted at Talavera; two strong divisions were
moving from Placentia; the Badajoz army was in full march on
Salamanca- -and Napoleon himself in the field, determined, as it
was reported, to “ sweep the British before him to the ocean.”

This was, in truth, disastrous intelligence. = The orders to
advance were countermanded instantly, the troops, who had
already been mustering, were retired to their quarters, and the
object of the expedition seemed virtually ended. The campaign
was indeed a tissue of mistakes—operating with feeble allies,
acting on false information, advancing to-day, retiring to-morrow,
with everything to harass and nothing to excite the soldier, until
at last, the ill-fated and ill-planned expedition terminated in a
ruinous retreat.

In making preparations for a rapid march before an enemy,
that from report was overwhelming if not avoided, the 23rd of
December was consumed, and the general plan for regressive
operations was arranged by instantly retreating on Galicia.

All arrangements being completed, Moore commenced retreat-
ing on the 24th. Hope’s division fell back on Castro Gonzalo,
and Baird’s on Valencia; while cavalry patrols were pushed
forward on the Carion, with orders to retire at nightfall of the
26th, giving the reserve and light infantry, which formed the
rear-guard, a start of some three or four hours in advance. = All
was admirably executed—and the columns, unmolested, reached
their respective destinations.

The retreat continued, marked by some occasional affairs
between the cavalry of the advanced and rear guard, which
terminated invariably in favour of the latter. The hussar regi-
ments behaved most nobly, and on every occasion, regardless of
numbers, or the more discouraging movements of a retreat, they
sought the combat, and always came off the conquerors.

The infantry already began to experience the annoyance of
long marches, severe weather, and a very indifferent commis-
sariate. To march over cut-up roads, and through an exhausted
country, where no friendly place of strength protects, no well-
supplied magazine refreshes, soon harasses the overloaded soldier.
But that, when accomplished in the dead of winter—in cold and
darkness, sleet and rain—was enough to have subdued the spirit
of any army but a British one, retiring under every privation,
and with seventy thousand veteran troops marching on their
flanks and rear.

The army reached Benevente on the 27th—and the crossing of
the Esla, though exceedingly troublesome, was effected with
inconsiderable loss.. The roads were wretched, the weather bad,



52 THE BATTLES OF THE BRITISH ARMY

and the French pursuit marked by the fiery character of their
emperor. He crossed the Carpenteras, regardless of obstacles that
would have discouraged the boldest—and, in a hurricane of sleet
and hail, passed his army over the Guadarama, by a route
declared impracticable even to a mountain peasant.

This bold operation, worthy of the conqueror of Italy, was
followed up by an immediate advance. On the 26th the main
body of the British continued retreating on Astorga—the bridge
across the Esla was destroyed—and the night of the 27th passed
over in tolerable quiet. In the morning, however, the Frenoch
were seen actively employed. Five hundred cavalry of the guard
tried for the ford above the ruined bridge, found it, and passed
over. The pickets forming the rear-guard at once confronted
them, and, led on by Colonel Otway, charged repeatedly, and
checked the leading squadron.  General Stuart put himself at
the head of the pickets, while Lord Anglesea rode back to bring
up the 10th. Charges were made on both sides; the pickets
gave ground, the French advanced, but the 10th were speedily at
hand, and came forward.  The pickets rallied, they cheered and
cut boldly in at speed, the French were overthrown and driven
across the river, with the loss of their Colonel (Le Fevre), and
seventy officers and men.

This brilliant encounter had the results that boldness wins.
The French kept a respectful distance, and thus, the column was
enabled to gain Astorga without further molestation.

But the danger was momentarily increasing. From prisoners
taken in the cavalry affair on the Esla, it was ascertained that,
on the preceding evening, the headquarters of Napoleon’s own
corps were but sixteen miles from the bivouacs of the British,
and to reach Villa Franca before the French was imperatively
necessary. On that event how much depended—for on the
possession of that road, in a great degree, would rest the safety or
destruction of the British, as it opens through a defile into a
country that for miles renders cavalry movements impracticable,
and entirely protects the flanks of a retiring army.

It is astonishing how quickly a retreat in bad weather destroys
the morale of the best army. The British divisions had marched
from Sabugal on the 24th in the highest order; on the 30th, on
reaching Astorga, their disorganisation had commenced; they
seemed a mob flying from a victorious enemy, and General Moore
himself exhibited a despondency that was apparent to all around
him.

That he was an officer of great distinction everyone acknow-
ledged during his life, and posterity will never deny it ; but it was
too manifest that a fear of responsibility, a dread of doing that
which was wrong, of running himself and his troops into diffi-
culties from which they might not be able to extricate themselves,
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Were a great deal too active to permit either his talents or his
judgment properly to exert their influence.  Sir John Moore
had earned the highest reputation as a general of division; he
was aware of this, and perhaps felt no inclination to risk it; at
all events he was clearly incapable of despising partial obstacles
in the pursuit of some great ultimate advantage; in one word, he
was not a Wellington.  Of this no more convincing proof need
be given than the fact that, even at the moment when the
preparations for the brief advance were going on, his whole heart
and soul seemed turned towards the Portuguese frontier.

Romana had unfortunately given up the Leon route, and
marching on Astorga, encumbering the roads with the ruins of
his baggage, and worse still, filling the villages he passed through
with crowds of ragged followers unable to get on—some from
absolute decrepitude and want, and more from being attacked by
fever of the worst type.

The retreat was renewed next morning, and the marching
continued with such constancy that, by abandoning the sick and
wounded, wasting the ammunition, and destroying the stores, the
British outstripped pursuit, and on the 3rd of January found
themselves in comparative safety. The cavalry, as usual, dis-
tinguished themselves; and at Cacabelos, where the rear-guard
was overtaken, behaving with their customary asprif, they
repelled the advance of the Fremoh hussars, and prevented the
light troops from being surrounded and cut off. Indeed the
escape of the rifles was wonderful. They were retreating through
the town, and part of the rear-guard had already crossed the
bridge, when the French cavalry came suddenly on in over-
whelming force, and galloping into the rear companies of the
95th, succeeded in making some prisoners.

The rifles instantly broke into skirmishing order, and com-
menced retiring up the hill, when a body of voltigeurs rushed to
the support of the cavalry, and the affa’r became serious.  The
95th, however, had now thrown themse ves into the vineyards
behind the town, and kept up a rapid and woll-directed fire. The
French attempted to get in their rear, and charged boldly up the
road; led on by General Colbert.  But the fusilade from the vine-
yard was maintained with such precision that the French were
driven back, leaving a number of dead on the field, among whoin
their brave and daring leader was included.

Sir John was also threatened with attack at Villa Franca. A
strong column of infantry appeared on the heights, in full march
on that division which was in position on the opposite hill. The
artillery opened, and an engagement appeared inevitable.  But
checked by the cannonade, the forward movement of the French
was arrested ; and Sir John, anxious to reach the better position
of Lugo, continued his retreat, and prudently avoided coming to
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a general action, where the ground had no military advantage to
induce him to risk a combat. The main body marched to
Herrieras, the reserve to Villa Franca, and the rear-guard moved
at ten o’clock, and reached its bivouac at midnight.

The cavalry, no longer serviceable in a country rough, hilly,
and wooded, with numerous enclosures around vineyards and
plantations of mulberry trees, were sent on to Lugo; the infantry
and artillery marching for the same place.  During the whole
day and night that distressing movement was executed, and forty
miles were passed over roads on every side broken up, and in
places, knee-deep. ~ The men dropped down by whole sections
on the wayside and died—some with curses, some with the voice
of prayer in their mouths— while women and children, of whom
an immense number had injudiciously been allowed to accompany
the army, shared a similar fate.

Horrible scenes momentarily occurred—children frozen in
their mothers’ arms, women taken in labour, and, of course,
perishing with their ill-fated progeny. Some were trying by the
madness of intoxication to stimulate their worn-out frames to
fresh exertion—or, when totally exhausted, to stupify the agonies
of the slow but certain death that cold and hunger must inevit-
ably produce before another sun dawned. It was awful to
observe the different modes, when abandoned to die, in which the
miserable wretches met their fate. Some lay down in sullen
composure—others vented their despair in oaths, and groans,
and curses—and not a few in heart-rending prayers to heavem
that the duration of their sufferings might be abridged.

From an early period of the retreat, the discipline of the
troops was shaken by rapid movements and an absence of
regular supplies. Hence, the men were obliged to shift as they
best could, and this laxity in discipline gradually increasing,
ended in frequent scenes of drunkenness, rioting, and robbery.
Every town and village was sacked in search of food, the wine
stores plundered, and the casks, in mere wantonness, broken and
spilled.  Nothing could check the licentious spirit of the troops;
and when a man was hanged at Benivedre, even that sad example
had not the least effect, for many of the marauders were detected
in the act of plundering within sight of the fatal tree.

During this distressing movement, the French had pressed the
British rear-guard closely, and a constant scene of skirmishing
ensued. Though invariably checked by the light troops, still the
army was hourly becoming less effective, every league reducing it
both in numbers and resources. Quantities of arms and neces-
saries were abandoned or destroyed, and two bullock carts loaded
with dollars were thrown over a precipice into the bed of a
mountain torrent.  All these things proved how desperately
reduced that once fine and well-appointed army had become.
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Indeed its appearance was rather that of a procession of maimed
invalids with a caravan of sick soldiers, than an army operating
in front of a determined enemy, and expecting momentarily to
come to action.

It was a matter of surprise to all, that the French leader did
not force on an engagement ; but, on the contrary, Soult followed
this half-ruined army with a caution that appeared unaccountable
and unnecessary.  Still the moment of attack could not be
distant; and it was certain that the Marshal only waited for
some embarrassment in the march, to throw his leading divisions
on the retreating brigades of Britain, and force on a decisive
battle.

This event was particularly to be dreaded while passing the
bridge and village of Constantino. A long and difficult mountain
road leads to the summit of a bold height, down which it winds
again by a gradual descent till it meets the bridge. =~ The occu-
pation of this height, before the columns had passed the river,
would expose them to a heavy fire.  Sir John Moore determined
to check the French pursuit, and hold the hill, until the rear of
the main division had cleared the bridge and village.  His dis-
positions were quickly made; the 28th regiment with the rifle
corps were drawn up beside the river, and the 20th, 52nd, and
91st on a hill immediately in their rear, flanked by the horse
artillery. ;

The French attacked with their usual spirit.  The cavalry
and tirailleurs advanced against the bridge; but the fire from the
British riflemen, assisted by the guns on the height, drove them
back with loss. A second and a third attack, made with equal
boldness, ended in a similar result, and darkness put a stop to the
fighting. The French withdrew their light troops, the British
continued their retreat, and before morning broke the rear-guard
joined the army, now bivouacked in position, or cantoned in and
around the town of Lugo.

The concentration of so many troops a. this wretched place
produced a scene of hurry and confusion with which the distant
cannonade at the 'bridge of Constantino seemed in perfect
keeping.

On one side was to be seen the soldier of every rank who had
secured a habitation to shelter him, but whom duty or inclination
occasioned to wander through the crowds of people, and deeply
mudded streets of the town; on the other, the disconsolate person
that made his appearance after the Alcalde’s ingenuity had been
stretched to the uttermost in procuring quarters for the troops
already arrived, and whose personal friends had been subjected
to the unusual order for admitting strangers.  The pitiableness
of his case was either to be discovered by a resigned and woeful
visage, or by certain ebullitions of temper, destined to waste
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themselves in the desert air.  Next were to be seen the con-
ductors of baggage, toiling through the streets, their laden mules
almost sinking under the weight of ill-arranged burdens swinging
from side to side, while the persons in whose charge they had
followed the divisions appeared undecided which to execrate most,
the roads, the mules, the Spaniards, or the weather. These were
succeeded by the dull, heavy sound of the passing artillery; then
came the Spanish fugitives from the desolating line of the armies.
Detachments with sick or lamed horses scrambled through the
mud, while, at intervals, the report of a horse-pistol knelled the
termination to the sufferings of an animal that a few days pre-
viously, full of life and high in blood, had borne its rider not
against, but over, the ranks of Gallic chivalry. The effect of
this scene was rendered more striking by the distant report of
cannon and musketry, and more gloomy by torrents of rain, and
a degree of cold worthy of a Polish winter.

Preparations were made for a battle, and Sir John Moore
seemed determined to retreat no further. Notwithstanding the
British were suffering from cold, and wet, and hunger, they fell
into their position with alacrity. = The Minho protected their
right, and a ravine separated them from the French, who, already
in force, occupied the heights, and were evidently preparing for
an immediate effort. ]

On the 6th January the French deployed upon the heights,
and the British stood to their arms. Some hours passed; each
line looked at the other, as if waiting for its opening movement.
The day passed, and at night the hostile armies occupied the same
bivouacs on which their brigades had rested the preceding
evening.

The 7th came; with the first dawn, as if to make up for its
previous inactivity, the French guns opened.  Their battery was
but weak, and the fire of the British artillery silenced it. A
pause ensued, the day wore on, the evening was closing, when a
column of considerable strength, covered by a cloud of tirailleurs,
steadily mounted the hill, driving in the pickets and a wing of the
76th. The 5lst was instantly moved to its assistance, musketry
was interchanged, a bayonet rush succeeded, the French were
driven down the hill, and operations terminated.

Darkness came on, a wild and stormy night, a lonely hill, no
fire, no food—such was the bivouac of Lugo; such the wretched
and cheerless situation of the harassed but unconquerable
islanders. :

As the morning of the 8th dawned, the British formed line,
and prepared coolly for the expected encounter; but it passed
over, and the enemy made no hostile movement. The troops
had been ordered to bivouac as they best could, and in a short
time a number of rude huts were erected to defend them from
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the inclemency of the coming night.  But it was not intended to
remain longer before Lugo. When darkness hid their retreat,
the British filed off silently by the rear.  Through a frightful
storm of hail and wind, their march was bravely executed; and
leaving Lugo and Valmela behind them, they hLalted at Betanzos
on the 10th.

Here the exhausted soldiery were halted from sheer necessity.
They were literally marched to a stand still, and, although the
rain fell in torrents, they lay down upon the soaked earth, and
in that comfortless situation remained until at evening the ranks
were again formed, and the retreat continued on ‘Corunna, where
Sir John had now decided on embarking the ruins of his army.

Fortunately for the wearied troops, the French, deceived by
the fires left burning when the British commenced their night
march from Lugo, did not discover the movement until daylight,
and thus twelve hours were gained on the pursuers. This lost
time could not be recovered; and although the whole of the
10th January was passed in Betanzos, to allow stragglers to rejoin
their regiments, no serious attempt was made to embarrass the
remainder of the march, and the leading division reached Corunna
at noon of the 11th, while the reserve occupied the adjoining
villages, and the remaining brigades took up their quarters in the
suburbs.

Corunna afforded a very indifferent position to offer battle on.
There was one, but its extent made it untenable by an army so
weak in number as the British. After a close examination, the
rising ground above the village of Elvina, a mile in front of. the
town, was the place selected by the general; the position was
accordingly marked out, and the brigades moved to their allotted

osts.
. A ridge commanded the Betanzos road and formed the left of
the line, and on this General Hope's division was placed.  Sir
David Baird’s was next in station, and occupied a succession of
knolls that swept inwards, and inclined to a valley beyond the
Vigo road.  Over the low grounds the rifle corps were extended,
appuied upon Frazer’s division, which, placed in echelon, covered
the principal approach to Corunna. Paget’s division was in
reserve behind Hope's, and occupied a village half a mile in the
rear.

The enemy appeared beyond the Mero while these dispositions
were being made ; but, with the exception of a partial cannonade,
no hostile demonstration occurred.  On the 14th, the artillery
had ceased on both sides, an unusual quiet ensued, and nothing
seemed likely to produce any immediate excitement, when the
explosion of four thousand barrels of gunpowder burst upon the
astonished ear. It is impossible to describe the effect.  The
unexpected and tremendous crash seemed for the moment to have
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deprived every person of reason and recollection; “ the soldiers
flew to their arms, nor was it until a tremendous column of
smoke, ascending irom the heights in front, marked from whence
the astounding shock proceeded, that reason resumed its sway.
It is impossible ever to forget the sublime appearance of the dark
dense cloud of smoke that ascended, shooting up gradually like
a gigantic tower into the clear blue sky. It appeared fettered
in one enormous mass; nor did a particle of dust or vapour,
obscuring its form, seem to escape as it rolled upwards in majestic
circles.”

On the 15th the fleet hove in sight, and immediate prepara-
tions were made to effect an embarkation of the army. The
women and children, with the sick and wounded, were directly
carried on board; a large portion of the artillery and stores was
sent afterwards; and the cavalry, after destroying the few horses
that still remained, were embarked. ~None but the infantry, and
of these such only as were effective, were now left; and the belief
was general, that they too, would be permitted to retire from
their position unmolested.

Everything on the 16th continued quiet. The boats pulled
from the shipping to the beach, and orders were issued for the
divisions to move down, and prepare for immediate embarkation;
Sir John Moore was on horseback to visit the outposts, for the
last time, before they should be withdrawn, when an officer came
up hastily, and announced that the French were under arms.
The intelligence was correct; for an instant fusilade commenced
between their tirailleurs and the British pickets, as their light
troops pushed forward, covering the advance of four compact
columns. Two directed their march upon the right, one moved
upon the centre, while the fourth threatened the left of the
British line.

The right, consisting of the 4th, 42nd, and 50th, supported by
the guards, were fiercely attacked, and the reserve ordered to
sustain it. The French threw out a cloud of skirmishers,
supported by the fire of eleven pieces of artillery, and, driving the
advanced posts before them, came forward with their customary
boldness.  On deploying partially, their line extended consider-
ably beyond the extreme right of the British, but this was dis-
regarded, and instead of waiting the attack, the regiments
gallantly advanced to meet it. =~ The 4th suddenly refusing its
right wing, showed a double front, and unawed by a superior
enemy, undaunted by a heavy and well-directed cannonade, the
manceuvre of this splendid regiment was executed with all the
coolness and precision of a parade.

For a time the irregularity of ground intersected by numerous
enclosures, kept the combatants apart; but these were speedily
surmounted, and the French assault was made and repelled, and
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the village of Elvina, which had for a few minutes been in
possession of the enemy, was recovered by the 50th with the
bayonet.

The action was now general along the line. The 42nd, and
a battalion of the Guards, by a brilliant charge, drove back the
French; and, failing to force, Soult endeavoured to turn the
British right, and accordingly marched a column in its rear.
That the reserve attacked, and repulsed it with heavy loss. 1In
every point Soult’s attacks failed—and, altering his dispositions,
he took ground considerably to the right.

While the 42nd were lowering their bayonets, and Sir J ohn.
Moore was encouraging the charge, a round shot knocked him
from his horse, shattering his left arm at the shoulder—while
immediately before, Sir David Baird had been wounded and
removed.  But the fall of their generals produced no serious
results. Corunna was not a battle of manceuvre, but a field of
determined resistance.  The officers commanding the different
battalions fought their regiments gallantly; the dispositions for
the engagement were simple and understood ; the attempts upon
the left and centre were repulsed; and the French, beaten on
every point, fell back as night came on.

Thus ended the conflict of Corunna; and when every dis-
advantage is taken into consideration under which the British
fought, its results were glorious, and the courage and coolness
displayed throughout most honourable to the troops employed,
The numbers engaged were certainly in favour of the Frenmch.
Without its light brigade, which had retreated and embarked at
Vigo, the British divisions scarcely reached to fifteen thousand;
while Soult was reinforced in the morning, and mustered from
eighteen to twenty thousand men. The loss on both sides was
severe; that of the British amounting to eight hundred killed
and wounded, while the French admitted theirs to be at least
double that number.

Yet it was but a melancholy triumph. The sad reverses of
the retreat, the abandonment of the country, and the death of a
brave and beloved commander, clouded the hour of conquest, and
threw a depressing gloom around, that seemed fitter to mark a
defeat than attend a well-won victory. No further attempt was
made by the enemy; the brigades were removed after dark, the
embarkation continued, and on the afternocon of the 17th, the
whole fleet was under weigh, steering for Britain with a leading
wind.

The severity of a wound like Sir John Moore’s precluded, from
the first moment it was received, all hope of his surviving beyond
an hour or two. The arm was torn nearly from the shoulder,
and the collar-bone partially carried away; but notwithstanding
the desperate hemorrhage that ensued, the sufferer preserved
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his recollection, and remained in mental possession to the
last.

He was carried from the field in a blanket by six soldiers, who
evinced their sympathy by tears; and when a spring waggon
came up, and it was proposed that Sir John should be transferred
to it, the poor fellows respectfully objected, “ as they would keep
step, and carry him more easily.” Their wishes were attended
to, and the dying general was conveyed slowly to his quarters in
the town, occasionally stopping the bearers to look back upon the
field, whenever an increasing fire arrested his attention. All
hope was over; he lingered for a little, talking feebly, but
collectedly, to those around, and dividing his last thoughts
apparently, between his country and his kindred.  The kindli-
ness of his disposition was in death remarkable. Turning to an
aide-de-camp, he desired to be remembered to his sister, and,
feebly pressing Colonel Anderson’s hand, his head dropped back,
and he died without a struggle.

As a wish had been expressed by the departed, that he
should be laid in the field on which he fell, the rampart of the
citadel was happily chosen for his “ resting place.” A working
party of the 9th turned up the earth—and at midnight, wrapped
in a cloak and blanket, his uncoffined remains were interred by
the officers of his staff; the burial-service was read by torch-light,
earth fell on kindred clay, the grave was filled, and, in the poet’s
words, “ They left him alone with his glory.”

In every private relation, Sir John Moore's character was
perfect, and his professional career had always been distinguished.
Of no man had higher hopes been formed, and hence, probably,
more was expected by his country than either his means or his
talents could effect. By one party he was unjustly censured, by
another injudiciously praised ; and in this ferment of opinion it is
difficult to say whether his military reputation was most
endangered by the obloquy of his enemies or the over-praise of
his friends.

CHAPTER VIIL

THE BATTLE OF TALAVERA.
1809.

TrE immediate consequence of the embarkation, was the
surrender of Corunna on the second day from that on which the
once proud army of Britain quitted the coast of Spain.  Ferrol
soon followed the example, and in both these places an immense
supply of stores and ammunition was obtained.  All effective
resistance was apparently at an end, and French dominion seemed
established in Gallicia more strongly than it had ever been before.
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In every part of Spain the cause of freedom appeared hope-
less. One campaign was closed, and never did one end more
hopelessly ; an unvarying sense of misfortune from the commence-
ment, it scemed to have withered every national feeling that
might have existed in Spanish breasts. Fortresses that should
have held out, provisioned, garrisoned, and open to receive
supplies from Britain, surrendered to a weak army, who could
not command “ a battering gun or siege store within four hundred
miles.”  In fact, Spanish resistance seemed a mockery. Their
military force was now the ruins of Romana’s army, and some
half-starved fugitives who occasionally appeared in Estremadura
and La Mancha, while the French had nearly two hundred thou-
sand veteran troops covering the whole country, and these too in
masses, that set any hostile demonstration at defiance.

Portugal, in its military footing, was nearly on a par with
Spain. A British corps, under Sir John Craddock, garrisoned
Lisbon, and, that place excepted, there were no troops in the
kingdom on which the slightest dependence could be placed. The
appointment of Marshal Beresford to a chief command produced
in time a wonderful reformation. The British system of drill was
successfully introduced, and, before the war ended, the Portu-
guese, when brigaded with the British, were always respectable in
the field, and sometimes absolutely brilliant. At this period,
there was but one national force in the least degree formidable to
the invaders, and that was the Spanish Guerillas.

The Spanish armies in the course of the Peninsular campaign
had met so many and discouraging defeats, that their military
reputation sunk below the standard of mediocrity. They were
despised by their enemies, and distrusted by their allies, and
whether from the imbecility of the government, the ignorance of
their leaders, or some national peculiarity, their inefficiency
became so notorious, that no important operation could be
entrusted to them with any certainty of its being successful. As
an organised force, the Spanish army was contemptible; while, in
desultory warfare, the peasantry were invaluable. = With few
exceptions, the history of Spanish service would be a mere detail
of presumption and defeat; while their neighbours, the Portu-
guese, merited the perfect approbation of their officers, and
proved worthy of standing in the battlefield by the side of British
soldiers.

Under such unpromising circumstances as we have described,
intelligence was received that three French armies were about to
move on Portugal ; Soult from Gallicia, Lapisse from Salamanca,
and Victor from the Tagus. In fact, Portugal would have been
soon at the mercy of the enemy, and Spain could have offered but
a feeble resistance, when Sir Arthur Wellesley arrived to take the
chief command.

6
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He instantly proceeded to adopt measures that should enable
him to take the field, and the army was concentrated, with the
exception of Mackenzie’s brigade, at Coimbra, and reviewed.
The entire numbered twenty-six thousand men, of which six
thousand formed the separate corps under Marshal Beresford.
With the Germans, the British brigades mustered about seventeen
thousand; the detached corps under Mackenzie, amounting to
nearly three thousand, of which one-half was cavalry; and a
farther augmentation was effected by brigading one Portuguese,
with every two of the British battalions.

In the meantime Soult’s position became extremely dangerous.
A British army in his front, bands of guerillas in his rear; one
flank hemmed in by Silviera at Amarante; and the ocean on the
other. But that able marshal perceived the difficulties of his
situation, and deciding at once to secure an open road in his
rear, he despatched Delaborde and Loison to recover Amarante.
The task was a tedious and doubtful operation; and for twelve
days the place was assaulted and maintained. At last, Soult in
person came forward in strength, and Silviera was driven from
the bridge over the Tamaga, with the loss of his cannon, and the
French retreat was for the present secured.

From the moment Sir Arthur Wellesley landed in Portugal,
the character of the war had changed ; and, notwithstanding the
numerous and discouraging drawbacks upon a bold career which
the obstinacy of the Spaniards and the deficiency of his own
means were continually presenting, before the masterly decision
of the British general, all obstacles ultimately gave way; and
victory, which had hovered doubtfully over many a hard-contested
field, at last rested on his banners, and wreathed her laurels round
his brows.

The crossing of the Douro was, in military estimation, as bold
and well-arranged an operation as any that marked Wellesley’s
Peninsular career. The passage of a river in the face of an
enemy with every assistance from pontoons and ferryage, is con-
sidered a hazardous undertaking; but, circumstanced as the
British commander was, the thing was generally set down as
impracticable, and Soult was unprepared for the attempt. = When
the news was brought that the enemy was crossing at Villa Nova,
the marshal ridiculed the notion, and remained in his quarters
until two in the afternoon. He was then obliged precipitately
to quit the city; and so suddenly were Wellesley’s measures
executed, that the dinner prepared for the duke of Dalmatia, was
served up to the British general and his staff. ~ War is, certes, a
game of chances; and little did the French marshal suppose,
when at noon he regulated the carte presented by his maitre
’hétel, that he was then civilly arranging an excellent repast for
his opronent.  Yet such was the case. ~ Wellesley succeeded
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Soult—and within a few hours the same roof covered the victor
and the vanquished.

Nothing could exceed the irregularity of the French retreat.
Before they could be persuaded that the passage of the Douro
was seriously designed, the British were charging through the
suburbs; and instead of retiring with an orderly formation on the
advance of the enemy, the French reargguard got mobbed
together on the road, and allowed an opport‘?nity to the cavalry
of their pursuers to act with an audacity and success that the
weakness of their squadrons could never have warranted, had not
a considerable panic been previously occasioned, by the pre-
cipitation with which Soult’s divisions were hurried from the city.
Night came most opportunely, and ended the pursuit, enabling
the French marshal to unite himself with Loison, from whom he
received the unwelcome intelligence that the bridge of Amarante
was destroyed.  Soult’s situation was almost desperate; his only
line of retreat was by a mountain track; and, by taking it, he
was obliged to cross the pass of Ruivans, a long narrow bridge,
without a parapet on either side, spanning a frightful precipice.
Should this be occupied, and no doubt Beresford was marching
thither, nothing could save his army. With excellent judgment,
he abandoned his artillery and baggage, pushed rapidly forward,
and, having forced the Portuguese pickets which here and there
occupied the mountain passes, he out-marched Silviera by several
hours, and halted his rear-guard at Salamonde, to cover the
bridges of Saltador and Porto Nova, while his columns were
defiling.

Here, however, he was overtaken and brought to action, on
the 16th June, by Sir Arthur.  Although the position was strong,
and the brigade of Guards were the only infantry come up, the
British general instantly made his dispositions for attack. The
left was turned by the rifle corps, the Guards advancing boldly in
front.  After delivering a volley at the head of the column when
it showed itself, the French precipitately fled—and, hurrying
through the village in their rear, succeeded, under cover of dark-
ness, in escaping. Some delay in clearing a defile allowed the
horse artillery to come up, and their rapid fire did considerable
sxecution before the crowd of fugitives could get beyond its range.

The next morning’s dawn renewed the pursuit; and every turn
of the road, cumbered with broken vehicles and deserted baggage,
showed how severely the French army had been pressed. The
bridge was nearly impassable from dead men and slain horses
laid there in heaps by the grape and canister of the British guns.
Arms. accoutrements, ham-strung mules, guns, tumbrils, knap-
sacks filled with silver plate, tapestry, and other valuable plunder
were strewn indiscriminately along the line.  To add to this
scene of waste and suffering, the villages the advancing army
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entered were either in a blaze, or already reduced to ashes; for
between the French troops and peasantry a deadly war of exter-
mination was being carried on, and on both sides deeds of cruelty
were every day perpetrated that can hardly be credited or
described.  Indeed, the French retreat through the Gallician
mountains was only paralleled by the British on Corunna; with
this exception, that many a straggler from the British columns
was saved by the humanity of the Spaniards, while the unhappy
Frenchman who lagged but a few hundred yards behind the rear-
guard, was butchered by the infuriated peasantry, bent on the
work of slaughter and burning for vengeance on an enemy, who,
in his day of conquest, and dominion, had taught the lesson of
cruelty now practised so unrelentingly on himself.

Soult turning from Montalegre towards Orense, and a French
corps from Estremadura having moved on Alcantara, induced Sir
Arthur Wellesley to discontinue the pursuit. The French
marshal crossed the frontier on the 18th with barely nineteen
thousand men, his guns, stores, and baggage abandoned to' the
conquerors. Ten weeks, perfect in every arm, that army had
passed through Orense on its march to Oporto, mustering twenty-
six thousand veteran soldiers. A short period had wrought a
fearful change, and even the debris of that once splendid corps
was only extricated from total destruction by the admirable tact
and unbending hardiesse of their brave and gifted leader.

On reaching Abrantes on the 7th July, it was correctly ascer-
tained that, instead of retiring on Madrid, Victor was concentrat-
ing at Merida, intending, probably, to cross the Guadiana, and
attack Cuesta before the British could come to his assistance.
Propositions therefore for a combined movement were made by
Sir Arthur Wellesley to the “ Spanish general,” and willingly
acceded to, and the British moved forward to the Teitar, to unite,
as it was believed, in an operation upon Madrid.

A most able plan for marching at once for the recovery of the
capital was arranged at a conference between the allied com-
manders. The British and Spanish armies, taking the right
bank of the Tagus, were to advance directly forward.  Venegas,
with fourteen thousand Spaniards, was to threaten Aranjuez, and,
if possible, take possession of Toledo; while two other Spanish
divisions should hold the passes of Banos and Perales; and five
thousand Portuguese, under Sir Robert Wilson, were to act
independently, and annoy the French flanks and rear as they best
could.

The British consequently moved by Salvatiera and Placentia,
effecting a junction with Cuesta at Oropesa on the 20th of July.
On the 22nd Victor had retired and taken a position on the
Alberche. The opportunity was at once given for attacking him,
but Cuesta obstinately declined ; and Victor, hearing that Wilson



THE BATTLE OF TALAVERA 63

was already in his rear at Escalona, made a night march on
Torrijos.

Cuesta was a singular medley of opposite qualities. Ile was
exceedingly brave, had some daring, overweening pride, and a
most asinine obstinacy.  Finding it desirable for the prosperity
of the common cause to submit to the old man’s folly, Sir Arthur
Wellesley acted with singular forbearance. It had been
arranged that Victor should be attacked on the 23rd, and when
the British general reached his confederate’s quarters to arrange
the necessary details on the evening of the 22nd, Cuesta was
asleep, and no one dared to waken him. At dawn, the British
divisions were under arms, but Cuesta could not be disturbed till
seven! At last an interview did take place, and then the weak
old man positively declined to fight, because the day was Sunday.
Victor had but twenty thousand men with him at the moment.
The Alberche was fordable—the right and centre assailable;
Cuesta’s army numbered forty-seven thousand, and Wellesley’s
about twenty-one. =~ Was ever such an opportunity lost? and all,
too, through the stupid bigotry of a sleepy-headed Spaniard.

While Sir Arthur halted at Talavera, having two divisions
across the river at Casa Leguas, Cuesta followed the French, who
as he persuaded himself were retreating, but Sebastiani had
marched from Toledo and joined Victor, while Joseph Buonaparte,
having united his corps to Jourdan’s, was hastening to a common
centre.  The whole united at Torrijos, forming a corps d’armée
of nearly fifty thousand men.

Cuesta, with all his Spanish obstinacy, would still insist that
the French were not concentrating, but retreating, but the delu-
sion was short.  Victor suddenly attacked him, and as his retreat
was most disorderly, nothing but prompt assistance from Sher-
brooke’s division could have saved the stupid old man from
destruction. ~ When this was effected, the Guards crossed the
river, leaving Mackenzie’s division in possession of the wood and
convent on the right bank of the Alberche.

A recent deliverance seemed to have had no effect upon
Spanish obstinacy. Though certain of being attacked, Cuesta
lay loosely on the Alberche, into which, had his army been
defeated, it must have been driven pell-mell. = Happily, Sir
Arthur, in reconnoitring the ground in the neighbourhood, dis-
covered an extensive line on which both armies might be placed
to their mutual disadvantage. He took his measures with such
promptitude, and issued his orders with such coolness and per-
spicuity, that every battalion, Spanish as well as British, stepped
into the very spot which his admirable foresight had marked out
for it.. :

The position was about two miles in length, extending per-
pendicularly from the Tagus, on which the right rested in the
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town of Talavera. It was partially retrenched, having an inter-
sected and most difficult country in its front. The centre was
more open; but the left terminated favourably on a bold and
commanding height, overlooking a considerable valley, which
separated the left of the position from a range of rocky moun-
tains. To the Spaniards the right was allotted, it being
considered nearly unattackable, while the British defended the
more accessible ground upon the left.

Talavera stands on the northern bank of the Tagus, the houses
reaching down to the water’s edge. The two armies were drawn
up in line; the British on the left, extending from the town
nearly to the Sierra de Gata, its extreme flank occupying a bold
height near Alatuza de Segusella, and having in its front a
difficult ravine, and on its flank a deep valley. To the Spaniards
the right was assigned.  Their battalions were stationed among
olive groves, with walls and fences interspersed, and an embank-
ment running along the road, that formed an excellent breast-
work, and rendered their position nearly unassailable. It was
necessary to secure the point of junction where the British right
touched Cuesta’s left, and to effect this, ten guns were placed in
battery on the summit of a bold knoll, with a British division to
protect them, and a strong cavalry corps in reserve. In the
general disposition of the troops Campbell’s division was on the
right of the British, Sherbrooke’s division adjoining; Mackenzie
occupied the next portion of the battle-ground, while the height
upon the left, the key of the position, was intrusted to General
Hill.

During the morning of the 27th July, the troops had been
marching on the different points marked for their occupation, and
had taken ground hitherto unmolested by the enemy; but at
noon Mackenzie’s division was suddenly and furiously assailed by
two heavy columns, which attacked the wood and convent. Par-
tially surprised, the 87th and 88th regiments were thrown into a
momentary confusion; and the French penetrated between the
two brigades which formed the division. Immediately, by the
exertions of their officers, the 31st, 45th, and 60th rifles were
brought forward, and these regiments covered their companions,
while they retired from the wood into the plain, retreating in
beautiful order along the heights on the left of the position which
they were directed to occupy.

The enemy continued their attack, and it had now extended
partially along the whole line, growing more animated as the
evening began to fall.  The left, where the British stood, at once
appeared the grand object of the marshals. They directed a
strong force against it, forming their infantry into columns of
battalions, which advanced in double quick, supported by a
furious ca,m}ona@g. 3 Y J
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Mackenzie’s division having retired a little, and, at the
moment, forming a second line, the brunt of the assault fell upon
a smaller brigade under General Donkin, then in possession of
the height. The French, though they came on with imposing
bravery, were checked in front; but from the weakness of his
brigade, Donkin’s flank was turned on the left, and the hill
behind crowned by the enemy.

But that success was momentary. Hxll instantly led up the
48th, 29th, and 1st battalion of detachments. A close and
murderous volley from the British was followed by a charge.
The French were forced from the position with great loss; and
the ridge was again carried by a wing of the 29th with the
bayonet.

There was a brief space of quiet; but determined to win the
key of the position, though darkness had now set in, the French
in great force once more rushed forward to wrest the height from
its defenders, and in the gloom the assailants and the assailed
nearly touched each other. The red flash of a well-delivered
volley disclosed to the British the dark array that threatened
them. The order was given to advance, and again the British
bayonet drove the columns down the hill.

No fighting could have been more desperate than that which
marked this night attack. A feint had been made by Lapisse
upon the Germans in the centre, while, with the €lite of their
infantry, Ruffin and Vilatte ascended the heights, which, at every
loss, they seemed more resolute in winning. A terrific slaughter
ensued. Could it be otherwise? So desperately was this night
fighting maintained, and the regiments were so closely engaged,
that in the mélée, some of the men fought with clubbed muskets.

These signal repulses of a powerful and gallant enemy could
not but cost a heavy expenditure of blood. Many brave officers
had fallen, and at this period of the conflict the killed and
wounded amounted to upwards of eight hundred men.

The troops rested upon their arms, and each battalion on the
ground it had occupied the preceding day. The cavalry were
stretched beside their horses; all were ready for an attack; but
the night passed with some slight alarms, and no serious dis-
turbance.

The morning was ushered in by a tremendous cannonade,
while the grenadiers of Lapisse’s division, in two columns,
advanced again to attack the height upon the left. They were
bravely led forward by their officers, and made many desperate
but unavailing efforts to win the summit of the hill, but nothing
could shake the firmness of the British. = They allowed the
columns to mount the rugged ascent, until they had nearly
touched the ridge, then a close volley, a loud huzza, followed by
8 rapid charge, broke the formation of the French, and sent them
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precipitously down the hill. Again and again the attempt was
made with equal ill fortune; until, totally disheartened by
repeated repulses and leaving the ground heaped with dead, the
enemy abandoned all hope of carrying this well-defended position,
and retreated out of fire. )

It was now half-past eight, and the fighting had never inter-
mitted from five that morning.  The loss on both sides was
frightful ; the French infinitely greater than the British. Their
repeated attacks on the height occasioned immense loss; and
their troops, dispirited by want of success, and wearied by
constant but unavailing exertion, showed little inclination to
renew the battle.

The heat of the sun had become intolerable, and the move-
ments, on the French part, were stayed. Indeed, the firing had
ceased over the field, and the work of slaughter, by a sort of
mutual consent, was for a time suspended. @ The French com-
menced cooking their dinners, and the British and their allies
produced their scantier rations.  During this temporary cessa-
tion of hostilities, it was a matter of some deliberation with the
British commander, whether in turn he should become the assail-
ant, or remain quietly and await the result of the enemy’s
decision; and it was a fortunate circumstance that the latter was
his determination.

At this time a curious incident occurred, that for a brief
space changed the character of the war, and, even on a battlefield
covered with the dead and dying, produced a display of kindly
feeling between two brave and noble-minded enemies.

A small stream, tributary to the Tagus, flowed through a part
of the battle-ground, and separated the combatants. During the
pause that the heat of the weather and the weariness of the
troops had produced, both armies went to the banks of the rivulet
for water. The men approached each other fearlessly, threw
down their caps and muskets, chatted to each other like old
acquaintances, and exchanged their brandy-flasks and wine-skins.
All asperity of feeling seemed forgotten. To a stranger they
would have appeared more like an allied force, than men hot
from a ferocious conflict, and only gathering strength and energy
to recommence it anew. But a still nobler rivalry for the time
existed; the interval was employed in carrying off the wounded,
who lay intermixed upon the hard-contested field; and, to the
honour of both be it told, that each endeavoured to extricate the
common sufferers, and remove their unfortunate friends and
enemies without distinction. = Suddenly, the bugles sounded, the
drums beat to arms, many of the rival soldiery shook hands, and
parted with expressions of mutual esteem, and in ten minutes
after they were again at the bayonet’s point.

Having ascertained the part of the position, and the extent of
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it that was occupied by the British brigades, the marshals deter-
mined to direct their undivided energies against that portion of
the line, and, if possible, crush the British divisions by bearing on
them with an overwhelming force. ~They formed in four columns
of attack ; the first was destined against that part of the ground
where the British and Spaniards united ; the second dgainst Sher-
brooke and Cameron’s brigades; the third was directed against
Mackenzie’'s and the Germans; and the fourth, in great strength,
and accompanied by a mass of cavalry, moved up the valley to the
left.

A fire from eighty pieces of artillery announced the forward
movement of the columns, which soon presented themselves,
covered by a cloud of light infantry. A destructive cannonade
was borne by the British brigades patiently; in vain the tirail-
leurs kept up a biting fire, but not a shot was returned by the
British.  Their orders to reserve their fire were strictly obeyed,
and the files steadily and quietly closed up, for the men were
falling by dozens.  Their assailants approached, their officers
called “ EFn avant!” and the drums beat the pas de charge.
Nothing could be more imposing than the advance, nothing more
complete than their discomfiture. Within twenty paces a
shattering volley was delivered from the British line, the word
“ Charge!” was given, and the bayonet did the rest.

Campbell’s division, on the right, totally defeated the attack,
and charging boldly in return, drove the French back, and cap-
tured a battery of ten guns. The enemy endeavouréd to retake
them, but the Spanish cavalry charged home, the cannon
remained with the captors, and the right of the British was
victorious everywhere. )

The left attack failed totally.  The British cavalry were
posted in the valley where the hostile movement was being
made ; and Anson’s brigade, consisting of the 23rd light dragoons,
and the 1st King’s German hussars, were ordered to charge and
check the advance. It was gallantly attempted, and though. in
point of fact the charge failed, and the 23rd were nearly cut to
pieces, the daring courage exhibited under circumstances per-
fectly desperate, so completely astounded the enemy, that their
attack on the height was abandoned. If there was an error in
the mode that charge was made, it arose from its fearless
gallantry; and under common circumstances, its result would
hgvt? been most glorious.  Colonel Napier thus describes the
affair :—

The ground upon which this brigade was in line is perfectly
level, nor did any visible obstruction appear between it and the
columns opposed. The grass was long, dry, and waving, con-
cealing the fatal chasm that intervened.  One of  General
Villatte’s columns stood at seme distance to the right of the
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building occupied by the light troops. These were directly in
front of the 23rd dragoons.  Another was formed rather to the
rear, and more in front of the German hussars, on the left of the
line.  Such were the immediate objects of the charge.

For some time the brigade advanced at a rapid pace, without
receiving any obstruction from the enemy’s fire.  The line
cheered. It was answered from the hill with the greatest
enthusiasm ; never was anything more exhilarating or beauti-
ful than the commencement of this advance.  Several lengths in
front, mounted on a grey horse, consequently very conspicuous,
rode Colonel Elley. Thus placed he, of course, first arrived at
the brink of a ravine, which, varying in width, extended along
the whole front of the line.  Going half-speed at the time, no
alternative was left him. To have checked his horse, and given
timely warning, would have been impossible. ~ With some diffi-
culty he cleared it at a bound, and on gaining the opposite bank,
endeavoured by gesture to warn the 23rd of the dangerous ground
they had to pass; but advancing with such velocity, the line was
on the verge of the stream before his signs could be either
understood or attended to. Under any circumstances this must
have been a serious occurrence in & cavalry charge; but when it
is considered that four or five hundred dragoons were assailing
two divisions of infantry, unbroken, and fully prepared for the
onset, to have persevered at all was highly honourable to the
regiment.

At this moment the enemy, formed in squares, opened his
tremendous fire. A change immediately took place.  Horses
rolled on the earth; others were seen flying back dragging their
unhorsed riders with them; the German hussars coolly reined
up; the line of the 23rd was broken. Still the regiment galloped
forward. The confusion was increased ; but no hesitation took
place in the individuals of this gallant corps.  The survivors
rushed forward with, if possible, accelerated pace, passing
between the flank of the square, now one general blaze of fire,
and the building on its left.

Still the remainder of the 23rd, led on by Major Ponsonby,
passing under this withering fire, assailed and overthrew a regi-
ment of chasseurs; and, though attacked in turn by a squadron of
Westphalian horse and some Polish lancers, it cut its way through
these, and riding past the intervals of the infantry, reached the
base of the mountain, where the Spanish corps of observation
secured it.  Its loss was awful. In an affair that lasted but a
few minutes, nine officers, twelve sergeants, two hundred rank
and file, and two hundred and twenty-four horses, were rendered
hors de combat.

On the centre, the attack was made with great steadiness and
determination. The French columns deplqyed before they
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attempted to ascend the heights, and, regardless of broken
ground, advanced to the charge with imposing gallantry.
General Sherbrooke, having fully prepared his men, received them
with a volley of musketry, which staggered their resolution, and
the whole division rushing forward with the bayonet, the French
were driven back with prodigious loss. But the Guards came
loosely on. The French observed it; perceived an opening in
the line, and threw in a tremendous fire on the Germans, that
caused a momentary confusion. The affair is thus narrated by
an officer of the 48th.  The celerity with which a mistake, that
to other troops might have proved fatal, was remedied by the
coolness of the commander and the heroism of his army, could
never be better exemplified.

At this period of the battle, and in nearly their last attempt,
the enemy had been repulsed and followed. The Guards, carried
onwards by victorious excitement, advanced too far, and found
themselves assailed by the French reserve, and mowed down by
an overwhelming fire.  They fell back, but as whole sections
were swept away their ranks became disordered, and nothing but
their stubborn gallantry prevented a total déroute.  Their
situation was most critical ; had the French cavalry charged home
nothing could have saved them. Lord Wellington saw the
danger, and speedily despatched support. A brigade of horse
was ordered up, and our regiment moved from the heights we
occupied to assist our hard-pressed comrades. We came on at
double-quick, and formed in the rear by companies, and through
the intervals in our line the broken ranks of the Guards retreated.
A close and well-directed volley from us arrested the progress of
the victorious French, while with amazing celerity and coolness
the Guards rallied and reformed, and in a few minutes advanced
in turn to support us. As they came on, the men gave a loud
huzza. An Irish regiment to the right answered it with a thril-
ling cheer. It was taken up from regiment to regiment, and
passed along the British line, and that wild shout told the advanc-
ing enemy that British valour was indomitable.  The leading
files of the French halted, turned, fell back, and never made
another effort.

In every place the British were victorious, and had one
forward movement of the Spaniards been made, Talavera would
Lave proved the most decisive defeat that ever the French armies
on the Peninsula had sustained, for a rapid flanking march from
Cuesta’s right upon the Alberche must have compromised half the
French army. But with troops so wretchedly disciplined, it was
impossible to change any previous formation in face of an enemy ;
and thus the French marshals were enabled to retreat in perfect
order, with the greater portion of their baggage, the whole of
gl_leir wounded, and all their artillery, with the exception of ten
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guns taken by Campbell’s brigade, and seven abandoned in the
woods, and afterwards secured.

As victory is ever damped by individual suffering, an event
well calculated to increase the horrors of a battle-field occurred,
that cannot be recollected without the liveliest sorrow for those
who suffered.

From the heat of the weather, the fallen leaves were parched
like tinder, and the grass was rank and dry. Near the end of
the engagement both were ignited by the blaze of some cartridge-
papers, and the whole surface of the ground was presently covered
with a sheet of fire.  Those of the disabled who lay on the out-
skirts of the field managed to crawl away, or were carried off by
their more fortunate companions who had escaped unhurt; but,
unhappily, many gallant sufferers, with “ medicable wounds,”
perished in the flames before it was possible to extricate them.

The battle was ended at about six o’clock, and after that hour
scarcely a shot was heard. Both armies occupied the positions
of the morning, and the British bivouacked on the field, with
little food and no shelter; while the dead lay silently around,
and the moans of the wounded broke sadly on the ear, as they
were conveyed all through the night to the hospitals in
Salamanca.

The French were evidently about to retire, but, from a great
inferiority in cavalry, pursuit was impossible. On the next
morning, two of their divisions only were seen beyond the river,
and these retreated on the night of the 31st, and followed the
remainder of the beaten corps d’armée.

The British loss was extremely severe, and from the heavy
cannonade regiments not otherwise exposed, suffered much. The
whole force, exclusive of the Spaniards, did not exceed nineteen
thousand, and of these fully four thousand men were killed and
wounded. The Spanish loss was inconsiderable, as they were
never seriously engaged, not reaching altogether to a thousand
kors de combat.

The casualties of Joseph Buonaparte’s army it would be diffi-
cult to ascertain with anything like correctness. It has been
stated at six, eight, and even ten thousand. The intermediate
estimate would probably be the truest, and certainly the French
loss exceeded the allied by a third if not a half.

On the morning after the battle, the light brigade were rein-
forced by three splendid regiments, the 43rd, 52nd, and 95th,
under General Craufurd, who reached the army accompanied by
a troop of horse artillery.  Its march was remarkable—sixty-
three English miles were accomplished in twenty-seven hours.
Advancing under a burning sun, over a sandy country, badly
supplied with water, with bad rations and scarcely any bread, the
movement was extraordinary. When the weight a soldier in
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heavy marching order carries is considered, the distance these
splendid regiments achieved was certainly a surprising effort.

Aware that the armies were in presence of each other, and
apprised that a battle was inevitable, an ardent wish to share the
glory of the field stimulated these soldiers to exertions that
hunger, fatigue, and thirst could not abate; and though efforts
almost beyond belief failed to bring them to the battleground
before the struggle terminated, the rapidity of their march, and
the fine condition in which they joined the army, justly obtained
for them the admiration of the victors of Talavera.

CHAPTER IX.

THE BATTLE OF BUSACO.
1810.

Sourt, who had collected thirty-five thousand men, on learn-
ing the defeat of Talavera, made a flank movement to assist
Joseph Buonaparte, and reached Placentia by the pass of Banos.
Lord Wellington, on being apprised of the French marshal’s
advance, instantly determined to march forward and engage him;
while Cuesta observed the line of the Tagus, and protected the
stores and hospitals at Talavera.  Accordingly, on the 3rd of
August, the British moved to Orapesa; but on that evening
information was received that Soult had cut off Lord Wellington’s
communication with the bridge of Almarez, and that Cuesta was
about to evacuate Talavera. This intelligence made an immedi-
ate change in Lord Wellington’s plans indispensable, and it
became necessary to cross the Tagus instantly. A passage was
effected by the bridge of Arzabispo, and the whole artillery and
stores were safely brought off, over horrible roads, which hitherto
had been deemed impracticable for anything but mules and the
rude carriages of the country. After a short stay, the British
fell back on Badajoz, early in September.

Cuesta’s sudden retreat from Talavera had not only
endangered Lord Wellington, but nearly caused the total destrue-
tion of the Portuguese corps commanded by Sir Robert Wilson.
In obedience to orders, Sir Robert had advanced within twelve
miles of the capital before he was recalled, and after narrowly
escaping the French armies, by the ill-judged retirement of the
Spanish general from Talavera, he found himself completely cut
off from the Tagus. _With considerable difficulty, the Portuguese
general crossed the Sierra de Llana, and seized the pass of Banos,
whither Soult, on falling back from Placentia to Leon, was
rapidly advancing, nothing remaining for him but to defend the
pass, and risk a battle with numbers immensely superior to his
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own. This determination was gallantly carried into effect.
After a desperate resistance of nine hours, Wilson was at last
forced from the position, with a loss of eight hundred men ; while
the remainder of his corps dispersed, and succeeded in reaching
Castello Branco.

Following up this success, Soult, with fifty thousand men, was
despatched by Joseph against the southern provinces, and suc-
ceeded in crossing the Sierra Morena, though the whole range had
been strongly fortified, and thirty thousand men under Ariezaga,
intrusted with its defence. So quickly, and with such trifling
loss was this dangerous operation achieved, that it was a question
whether the marshal was more indebted for his success to
treachery or cowardice.  Cadiz was preserved by the prompt
decision of the duke of Albuquerque, the gates closed against
the French, and the city secured against bombardment, except
from one point occupied by Fort Matagorda.

All else had gone favourably for the French.  Sebastiani
defeated Ariezaga on his retreat to Grenada, and that city and
Malaga, after a faint effort at defence, fell. ~Gerona surrendered
after a brave and protracted resistance. = Hostalrich was also
taken; and Astorga capitulated in the middle of April. In fact,
the French were everywhere victorious, and Spain once more lay
nearly at their feet.  This, as Colonel Jones observes, was “ the
second crisis in the affairs of the Peninsula, as, by a succession of
desultory and ill-planned enterprises on the part of the Spaniards,
all their armies had been annihilated, their fortresses reduced, and
three-fourths of the kingdom subdued.” Affairs certainly wore a
gloomy aspect. Napoleon had openly announced his determina-
tion to drive the British into the sea; and his means, relieved as
he was by an alliance with Austria, seemed amply sufficient to
realise the threat.  Circumstances had increased his resources,
and left him a large disposable force to direct on Portugal.

But still, notwithstanding the gloomy prospects of the British,
it was surprising what a number of desertions took place from
the enemy’s corps. Between the commencement of 1810 and
the month of May, nearly five hundred men, chiefly Germans and
Italians, arrived, time after time, at the British outposts; while
desertions from the British regiments were extremely rare.

Early in May, Massena prepared for active operations, and
invested the fortress of Rodrigo, the inferiority of Lord Welling-
ton’s force rendering any attempt on his part to prevent it
impossible.  All that could be done was to observe the enemy
closely ; and for this purpose, headquarters were transferred to
Almeida, which, after a few days, were farther retired to Alverca,
six leagues in the rear.

The investment of Rodrigo, which eccasional advances of the
British had partially relaxed, became new more serious, for Ney
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determined that the place should fall, and taking post on a range
of high grounds with thirty thousand men, he covered effectually
the operations carried on by Junot, whose separate force
amounted to forty thousand more.

It was now ascertained that Matagorda had fallen, that Cadiz,
of course, must yield, that divisions of the guards had entered
Madrid, and that Napoleon was absolutely across the Pyrenees.

The siege of Rodrigo continued; a gallant resistance was
made, for the garrison disputed every inch of ground, rallying
frequently, and maintaining a well-directed fire that occasioned
the besiegers considerable loss.  The old governor, Hervasti, did
wonders, and with a garrison of four thousand men, and fortifica-
tions in bad condition, many parts of the wall having its breaches
only stopped loosely with rubbish, he kept seventy thousand men
at bay, provided with siege stores in abundance, and a numerous
corps of active and scientific engineers to direct the labours of
the thousands who composed their working parties. On the 30th
of June the breach was practicable, and stormed, but the French
were repulsed, after suffering an enormous loss in killed and
wounded.

Though the British army looked on, they could not save the
fortress. The siege was pressed, and the outposts of the two
armies came occasionally in contact with each other.

On the 4th of July the French made a strong reconnaissance
with five regiments of cavalry, a corps of infantry, and some guns.
A spirited affair ensued, and Gallegos and Almeida were given up,
and a position taken by the British in rear of Fort Conception.

Time passed without any affair of moment occurring, until
Ciudad Rodrigo capitulated, after a noble defence of a full month
with open trenches. Julian Sanchez, finding the place must fall,
quitted the city at midnight with his lancers, and cut his way
through the enemy’s posts.

Ney, it is said, annoyed at the obstinacy with which the
fortress held out, until the breach was found by Hervasti inde-
fensible, and the troops for the assault were actually formed in
the trenches, declined all terms but unconditional surrender.
Magsena, however, with more generosity, conceded the honours of
war to the brave and resolute commandant.

Consequent on the fall of Rodrigo, numerous movements took
place. It was impossible to guess in what way Massena would
follow up his success, and the last arrangements were made by
Lord Wellington to meet every probable contingency.

When the fall of Almeida was known, Lord Wellington, who
had advanced when Massena broke ground, fell back to the
position on which he had previously retired ; and anxious to get
into closer communication with General Hill, he retreated
leisurely on Gouvea. By this movement he checked any attempt



76 THE BATTLES OF THE BRITISH ARMY

that might have been intended from Sabugal by Covilhos, and
effectually secured the fortified position of Zezere from being
turned.

Yet the situation of the allies was truly critical. The fall of
Almeida permitted Massena to advance with confidence, while in
numbers, the French marshal was immensely superior; and of the
allied force, a great portion of the Portuguese had never been
under fire. The news of Romana’s defeat by Mortier, made
matters still more alarming; as the latter might come up in
sufficient time to threaten the right of the allies by Alcantara or
Abrantes.

But Massena’s movements ended this suspense, and Welling-
ton was about to achieve one of his most splendid victories.

It was impossible to avoid a battle. Wellington crossed the
Mondego, while the French were concentrated at Viseu. The
first division had been placed in observation of the Oporto road,
the light on the road of Viseu; but the French having passed the
Criz, Lord Wellington changed his position, and fell back upon
the heights of Busaco.

The mountain range, upon which the British retired, was
about eight miles long ; its right touching the Mondego, and the
left stretching over very difficult ground to the Sierra de
Caramula. There was a road cresting the Busaco ridge, and a
ford at Pena Cova, communicating with the Murcella ridge, and
the face of the position was steep, rugged, and well defended by
the allied artillery.  Along the front a sweeping fire could be
maintained, and on a part of the summit cavalry might act if
necessary.

To an assailing enemy, a position like that of Busaco must
present most serious difficulties; and, therefore, it was generally
believed that Massena would not risk a battle. But Lord Wel-
lington thought differently, and coolly added, “If he does, I
shall beat him.”

Pack’s division had fallen back on the 22nd September, and
on the 23rd Massena drove in the British cavalry. The third
division took a position at Antonio de Contara, and the fourth at
the convent; while the light division bivouacked in a pine wood.
On the 24th it fell back four miles, and some skirmishing of no
particular importance took place.

The 25th had nearly brought on a second affair between
Craufurd and the enemy. Immense masses of the French were
moving rapidly forward, and the cavalry had interchanged a
pistol fire, when Lord Wellington arrived, and instantly retired
the division. Not a moment could be lost; the enemy came on
with amazing rapidity, but the British rearguard behaved with its
usual determination; and after a series of quick and beautifully-
executed manceuvres, secured their retreat on the position. Both
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armies that evening bivouacked in each other’s presence, arnd
sixty-five thousand French infantry, covered by a mass of volti-
geurs, formed in the British front, while scarcely fifty thousand
of the allies were in line on the Sierra de Busaco, and these, of
necessity, were extended over a surface which their numbers were
quite incompetent to defend.

Ney and Reynier agreed that the moment of their arrival
afforded the best chance for attacking Wellington successfully,
and Massena was informed that the allied troops were only
getting into their ground, and that their dispositions were accord-
ingly imperfect.  But the marshal came up too late; for all the
arrangements of Wellington had been coolly and admirably
effectuated.

The British brigades were continuously posted On the
right, General Hill’s division was stationed.  Leith, on his left,
prolonoed the line, with the Lusitanian legion in reserve. Picton
joined Lelth and was supported by a brigade of Portuguese.
The brigades of Spencer crested the ridge, and held the ground
between the third division and the convent; and the fourth
division closed the extreme left, covering the ‘mountain path of
Milheada, with part of the cavalry on a flat, and a regiment of
dragoons in reserve on the summit of the Sierra. Pack’s division
formed the advanced guard to the right, and extended half-way
down the hill; while in a hollow below the convent, the light
brigade and Germans were thrown out. The whole front was
covered with skirmishers, and on every point from which the
artillery could effectively range, the guns were placed in battery.

While these dispositions were being completed, evening had
come on, both armies establishing themselves for the night, and
the French lighting fires.  Some attempts of the enemy to
introduce their tirailleurs, in broken numbers, among the wooded
hollows in front of the light division, indicated an intention of a
night attack, and the rifles and cacadores drove them back. But
no attempt was made, and a mild and warm atmosphere allowed
the troops to bivouac without inconvenience on the battlegreund.
A few hours of comparative stillness passed, one hundred thou-
sand men slept under the canopy of heaven; and before the first
faint glimmering of light, all stood quietly to arms, and prepared
for a bloody day.

Shrouded by the grey mist that still was lingering on tha
Sierra, the enemy advanced. Ney, with three columns, moved
forward in front of the convent, where Craufurd’s division was
posted; while Reynier, with two divisions, approached by less
difficult ground the pickets of the third division, before the feeble
light permitted his movements to be discovered. @ With their
usual impetuosity the French pushed forward, and the British as
determinately opposed them. TUnder a heavy fire of grape and

7
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musketry, the enemy topped the heights; and on the left of the
third division, gained the summit of the mountain, their leading
battalions securing themselves among the rocks, and threatening
the ridge of the Sierra.  The disorder of a Portuguese regiment,
the 8th, afforded them also a partial advantage. But the fire
of two guns with grape opened on their flank ; in front, a heavy
fusilade was maintained ; while, advancing over the crown of the
height, the 88th and four companies of the 45th charged furiously
with the bayonet, and with an ardour that could not be resisted.
Both French and British were intermixed in a desperate mélée,
both fought hand to hand, both went struggling down the moun-
tain, the head of the French column annihilated, and covering the
g.escent, from the crown to the valley, with heaps of its dead and
ying.

At this time the 4bth were engaged with numbers out of
proportion, but they gallantly maintained their ground. The
5th, 74th, and 83rd, were likewise attacked; but the 88th, from
the nature of their situation, came in contact with the full body
of the enemy, and, while opposed to three times their own number
in front, were assailed on their left by a couple of hundred rifle-
men stationed in the rocks. Colonel Wallace changed his front,
but had scarcely reached the rocks, when a fire, destructive as it
was animated, assailed him. The moment was a critical one,
but he never lost his presence of mind. He ordered his two first
companies to attack the rocks, while he pressed forward with the
remainder of his regiment against the main body. The 8th
Portuguese were close on the enemy, and opened a well-directed
fire, while the 456th were performing prodigies of valour. At
this moment the 88th came up to the assistance of their comrades,
and the three regiments pressed on; a terrific contest took
place; the French fought well, but they had no chance with our
men when we grappled close with them; and they were over-
thrown, leaving half of their column on the heath with which the
hill was covered.

The French, ranged, amphitheatrically one above another,
took a murderous aim at our soldiers in their advance to dis-
lodge; officers as well as privates became personally engaged in
a hand-to-hand fight.

Although they combated with a desperation suited to the
situation in which they were placed, the heroes of Austerlitz,
Ealing, and Wagram, were hurled from the rocks by the Rangers
of Connaught.

The 88th arriving to the assistance of their comrades,
instantly charged, and the enemy were borne over the cliffs and
crags with fearful rapidity, many of them being literally picked
out of the holes in the rocks by the bayonets of our soldiers.

Referring to their conduct on this eccasion, the Duke of
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Wellington observes in his despatch that he never witnessed a
more gallant attack than that made by these two regiments on
the division of the enemy which had then reached the ridge of
the Sierra. In addition to this flattering testimony of his
Grace, and in further evidence of the gallantry they displayed,
it will be sufficient to state that the loss sustained by these two
corps on the occasion amounted to sixteen officers, seven
sergeants, and two hundred and sixty-one men, being nearly one-
half of the whole British loss in the battle.

When a part of the Sierra had been gained, Leith perceiving
that the French had occupied it, moved the 38th on their right
flank, with the Royals in reserve.  The 9th formed line under a
heavy fire, and, without returning a shot, fairly deforced the
French grenadiers from the rocks with the bayonet.  The
mountain crest was now secure, Reynier completely repulsed, and
Hill, closing up to support, prevented any attempt being made to
recover it.

The greater difficulty of the ground rendered Ney’s attacks
still less successful, even for a time, than Reynier’s had proved.
Craufurd’s disposition of the light division was masterly. Under
a dipping of the ground between the convent and plateau, the
43rd and 52nd were formed in line; while higher up the hill, and
closer to the convent, the Germans were drawn up.  The rocks
in front formed a natural battery for the guns; and the whole
face of the Sierra was crowded with riflemen and cacadores.
Morning had scarcely dawned, when a sharp and scattered
musketry was heard among the broken hollows of the valley that
separated the rival armies, and presently the French appeared
in three divisions, Loisson’s mounting the face of the Sierra,
Marchand’s inclining leftwards, as if it intended to turn the right
flank of the light division, and the third held in reserve.

The brigade of General Simon led the attack, and reckless of
the constant fusilade of the British light troops, and the sweeping
fire of the artillery, which literally ploughed through the advanc-
ing column, from its leading to its last section, the enemy came
steadily and quickly on. The horse artillery worked their guns
with amazing rapidity, delivering round after round with such
beautiful precision that the wonder was how any body of men
could advance under such a withering and incessant cannonade.
But nothing could surpass the gallantry of the assailants. On
they came, and in a few moments, their skirmishers, “ breathless,
and begrimed with powder,” topped the ridge of the Sierra.
The British guns were instantly retired, the French cheers arose,
and, in another second, their column topped the height.

General Craufurd, who had coolly watched the progress of the
advance, called on the 43rd and 52nd to “Charge!” A cheer
that pealed for miles over the Sierra answered the order, and
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eighteen hundred British bayonets went sparkling over the brow
of the hill.  The head of the French column was overwhelmed in
an instant ; both its flanks were lapped over by the British wings,
while volley after volley, at a few yards’ distance, completed its
destruction, and marked with hundreds of its dead and dying,
prostrate on the face of the Sierra, the course of its murderous
discomfiture.  Some of the light troops continued slaughtering
the broken columns nearly to the bottom of the hill, until Ney’s
guns opened from the opposite side, and covered the escape of
relics of Simon’s division.

And yet the bravery of the French merited a better result.
No troops advanced more gallantly; and when the British steel
was glittering in their faces, as with resistless force the fatal rush
was made over the crest of the Sierra, every man of the first
section of the French raised and discharged his musket, although
before his finger parted from the trigger he knew that a British
bayonet would be quivering in his heart. Simon was wounded
and left upon the field, and his division so totally shattered as to
be unable to make any second attempt.

On the right, Marchand’s brigades having gained the cover
of a pine wood, threw out their skirmishers and endeavoured to
surmount the broken surface that the hill everywhere presented.
Pack held them in check, while the Guards, formed on the brow
of the Sierra, were seen in such imposing force as to render any
attempt on the position useless. ~ Craufurd’s artillery flanked the
pine wood, and maintained a rapid fire; when, finding his troops
sinking under an unprofitable slaughter, Ney, after the effort of
an hour, retired behind the rocks.

The roar of battle was stilled.  Each side removed their
wounded men; and the moment the firing ceased both parties
amicably intermingled, and sought and brought off their disabled
comrades. When this labour of humanity was over, a French
company having taken possession of a village within pistol-shot
of General Craufurd, stoutly refused to retire when directed.
The commander of the light division turned his artillery on the
poat, overwhelmed it in an instant with his eannonade, and when
the guns ceased firing, sent down a few companies of the 43rd to
clear the ruins of any whom his grape might have left alive, the
obstinacy of the French officer having drawn upon him most
justly the anger of the fiery leader of the light division.

The loss sustained by Massena in his attempt upon the British
position at Busaco was immense. A general of brigade,
Graind’orge, and above a thousand men, were killed ; Foy, Merle,
and Simon, with four thousand five hundred, were wounded ; and
nearly three hundred taken prisoners.  The allied casualties did
not exceed twelve hundred and fifty men, of which nearly one-half
were Portuguese.
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No battle witnessed more gallant efforts on the part of the
enemy than Busaco; and that the British loss should be so dis-
proportionate to that suffered by the French, can readily be
conceived from the superior fire, particularly of cannon, which the
position of Busaco enabled Lord Wellington to employ. The
Portuguese troops behaved admirably, their steadiness and
bravery were as creditable to the British officers who disciplined
and led them on, as it was satisfactory to the Commander of the
Allies.

CHAPTER X.

THE BATTLE OF BAROSA.
1811.

Masgena had suffered too heavily in his attempt on the
British position, to think of attacking the Sierra de Busaco a
second time. Early on the 28th September he commenced
quietly retiring his advanced brigades, and in the evening, was
reported to be marching with all his divisions on the Malhada
road, after having set fire to the woods to conceal his move-
ments, which was evidently intended to turn the British left.
Orders were instantly given by Lord Wellington to abandon the
Sierra; and at nightfall Hill’s division was again thrown across
the river, the remainder of the brigades, defiling to their left,
moved by the shorter road on Coimbra, and resumed the line of
the Mondego on the 30th.

The celebrated proclamation to the Portuguese nation was
issued by Lord Wellington previous to the commencement of his
retreat.  Determined to destroy any hope the French might have
entertained of subsisting their armies on the resources of the
country, the people were emphatically desired, on the approach
of the enemy, to abandon their dwellings, drive off their cattle,
destroy provisions and forage, and leave the villages and towns
deserted of inhabitants and devastated of everything which could
be serviceable to the invaders.  Generally, these orders were
obeyed with a devotion that seems remarkable.  Property was
wasted or concealed, and the shrine and cottage alike abandoned
by their occupants, the peasant deserting the hearth where he
had been nursed, and the monk the altar where he had
worshipped from his boyhood.  The fugitives accompanied the
army on its march, and when it halted in the lines, one portion
of the wanderers proceeded to Lisbon, while the greater number
crossed the Tagus to seek on its southern shores a temporary
retreat from those who had obliged them to sacrifice their posses-
sions, and fly from the dwellings of their fathers.
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Nothing could surpass the fine attitude maintained by the
British in their retreat on Torres Vedras, and every march was
leisurely executed, as if no enemy were in the rear. By the
great roads of Leiria and Espinal the receding movement was
effected ; and, with the exception of soine affairs of cavalry, and a
temporary embarrassment in passing through Condeiza, occa-
sioned by a false alarm and narrow streets, a retreat of nearly two
hundred miles was effected with as little confusion as attends an
ordinary march. No portion of the field equipage, no baggage
whatever was captured, and still more strange, a greater number
of prisoners were taken from the pursuers than lost by the
pursued—a fact in the history of retreats without a parallel.

Massena, after a three days’ reconnaissance, and under the
advice of his chief engineers, abandoned all hope of forcing this
singular position. = Nothing could surpass the chagrin and sur-
prise that the French commander exhibited to his staff, when,
by personal observation, he had ascertained the full extent of the
defences with which British skill had perfected what nature had
already done so much for. To attempt forcing Torres Vedras
must have ensured destruction; and nothing remained, but to
take a position in its front, and observe that immense chain of
posts, which it was found impossible to carry.

Though by cavalry patrols on the right bank of the Tagus and
the detachment of a division to Thomar, the French commander
had enlarged the scope of country over which his foragers could
operate, supplies failed fast; and even French ingenuity failed in
discovering concealed magazines. Nothing remained but to
retire from cantonments where provisions were no longer pro-
curable ; on the morning of the 15th the French army broke up,
and, favoured by thick weather, retired in beautiful order on
Santarem and Torres Novas.

. Both armies went into cantonments; the allies with head-
quarters at Cartaxo, the French having chosen Torres Novas for
theirs.

Little of military interest occurred for some time, excepting
that the Portuguese militias, under their British officers, were
incessant in harassing the French.

Time passed on, nothing of moment occurred, the British
remaining quiet, in expectation of a reinforcement of troops from
home.

The first movements that took place were an advance on
Punhete by the allies, and the sudden retirement from Santarem
by the French. Massena chose the left bank of the Mondego as
his line of retreat, falling back on Guarda and Almeida. Wel-
lington followed promptly; and on the 9th, Massena having
halted in front of Pombal, the allies hastened forward to attack
him. But the French marshal declined an action, and fell
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back pressed closely by the British light troops, and covered by
a splendid rear-guard which he had formed from his choicest
battalions, and intrusted to the command of Marshal Ney.

On the 5th of April Massena crossed the frontier. Portugal
was now without the presence of a Frenchman, except the garri-
son of Almeida, and those who had been taken prisoners in the
numerous affairs between the British light troops and the enemy’s
rear-guard. Nothing could be bolder or more scientific than the
whole course of Wellington’s operations, from the time he left the
lines until Massena “ changed his position from the Zezere to
the Agueda.”  Yet it must be admitted that the French retreat
all through was conducted with consummate ability. Ney
commanded the rear-guard with excellent judgment; his positions
were admirably selected ; and when assailed, they were defended
as might have been expected from one who had already obtained
the highest professional reputation.

In a military view, Massena’s retreat was admirable, and
reflected infinite credit on the generals who directed it; but, in
a moral one, nothing could be more disgraceful. The country
over which the retreating columns of the French army passed,
was marked by bloodshed and devastation. Villages were every-
where destroyed, property wasted or carried off, the men shot in
sheer wantonness, the women villainously abused, while thousands
were driven for shelter to the mountains, where many perished
from actual want. With gothic barbarity the fine old city of
Leria, and the church and convent of Alcabaca, with its library
and relics, were ordered by Massena to be burned. The order
was too faithfully executed; and places, for centuries objects of
Portuguese veneration, were given to the flames; and those
hallowed roofs, beneath which “the sage had studied and the
saint had prayed,” were reduced to ashes, to gratify a ruthless
and vindictive spirit of revenge.

The French soldiers had been so long accustomed to plunder,
that they proceeded in their researches for booty of every kind
upon a regular system. They were provided with tools for the
work of pillage, and every piece of furniture in which places of
concealment could be constructed they broke open from behind,
so that no valuables could be hidden from them by any con-
trivance of that kind. ~Having satisfied themselves that nothing
was secreted above ground, they proceeded to examine whether
there was any new masonry, or if any part of the cellar or
ground floor had been disturbed ; if it appeared uneven, they dug
there; where there was no such indication they poured water,
and if it were absorbed in one place faster than another, there
they broke the earth. There were men who at the first glance
could pronounce whether anything had been buried beneath the
soil, and when they probed with an iron rod, or, in default of it,
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with sword or bayonet, it was found that they were seldom
mistaken in their judgment. The habit of living by prey called
forth, as in beasts, a faculty of discovering it; there was one
soldier whose scent became so acute that if he approached the
place where wine had been concealed, he would go unerringly to
the spot.

Wherever the French bivouacked the scene was such as
might rather have been looked for in a camp of predatory
Tartars than in that of a civilised people. Food and forage,
and skins of wine, and clothes and church vestments, books and
guitars, and all the bulkier articles of wasteful spoil were heaped
together in their huts with the planks and doors of the habita-
tions which they had demolished. Some of the men, retaining
amid this brutal service the characteristic activity and cleverness
of their nation, fitted up their huts with hangings from their last
scene of pillage, with a regard to comfort hardly to have been
expected in their situation, and a love of gaiety only to be found
in Frenchmen.

Such was the condition of things with the main army when
the famous battle of Barose was fought by a different section of
the British army at some distance.

An Anglo-Spanish army was attempting to raise the siege of
Cadiz.  All bade fair for success, as the French had scarcely ten
thousand men in their lines, while in the city the Spanish force
was more than twenty thousand.  On this occasion, Graham
acted under the command of La Pena, and eleven thousand allied
troops were despatched from Cadiz to Tarifa, to operate
against the enemy’s rear at Chiclana; while it was arranged
that Zayas, who commanded in the Isle de Leon, should pass his
troops over San Petri near the sea, and unite in a combined
attack.

After much delay, occasioned by tempestuous weather, the
troops and artillery were safely assembled at Tarifa on the 27th;
and when joined by the 28th regiment and the flank companies of
the 9th and 82nd, they numbered about four thousand five
hundred effective men.

General La Pena arrived the same day with seven thousand
Spaniards; and on the next, the united force moved through the
passes of the Ronda hills, and halted within four leagues of the
French outposts. The commands of the allies were thus dis-
tributed—the vanguard to Lardizable, the centre to the Prince of
Anglona, the reserve to General Graham, and the cavalry to
Colonel Whittingham.

Victor, the French commander, though apprised of the
activity of the Spaniards, and the march of General Graham,
could not correctly ascertain the point upon which their intended
operations would be directed ; and therefore, with eleven thousand
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« choice troops, he took post in observation between the roads of
Conil and Medina.

On the 2nd April, the capture of Casa Viejas, increased La
Pena’s force by sixteen hundred infantry, and a number of guerilla
horse. Until the 5th, he continued his movements, and, after
his advanced guard had been roughly handled by a squadron of
French dragoons, he halted on the Cerro de Puerco, more
generally and gloriously known as the heights of Barosa.

Barosa, though not a high hill, rises considerably above the
rugged plain it overlooks, and stands four miles inland from the
debouchement of the Santi Petri. The plain is bounded on the
right by the forest of Chiclana, on the left by cliffs on the sea-
beach, and on the centre by a pine wood, beyond which the hill of
Bermeja rises.

The irregularity and tardiness of the Spanish movements gave
a portentous warning of what might be expected from themn in
the field. They occupied fifteen hours in executing a moderate
march, passing over the ground in a rambling and disorderly
manner, that seemed rather like peasants wandering from a fair,
than troops moving in the presence of an enemy. La Pena,
without waiting to correct his broken ranks, sent on a vanguard
to Zayas; while his rear, entirely separated from the centre, was
still strageling over the country, and contrary to the expressed
wishes of Graham, who implored him to hold Barosa, he declined
his advice, and ordered the British to march through the pine
wood on Bermeja.

Graham, supposing that Anglona’s division and the cavalry
would continue to occupy the hill, leaving the flank companies of
the 9th and 82nd to protect his baggage, obeyed the order, and
commenced his march. But the astonishment of the British
general was unbounded, when, on entering the wood, he saw La
Pena moving his entire corps from the heights of Barosa, with
the exception of three or four battalions and as many pieces of
artillery.

Unfortunately, the British general was not the only person
who had observed that Barosa was abandoned. Victor, con-
cealed in the forest of Chiclana, anxiously watched the move-
ments of the allies. He saw the fatal error committed by the
Spanish leader, and instantly made dispositions to profit from
the ignorance and obstinacy of his antagonist.

The French marshal, having selected three grenadier bat-
talions as reserves, strengthened his left wing with two, and three
squadrons of cavalry, while the other was attached to his centre.
Ruffin commanded the left, Laval the centre ; while Villatte, with
two thousand five hundred infantry, covered the camp, and
watched the Spaniards at Santa Petri and Bermeja. The cavalry
stationed at Medina and Arcos were ordered by Victor to move
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on Vejer and cut off the allies, for on their certain defeat the
French general entertained no doubt.

The time was admirably chosen for a decisive movement.
The British corps were defiling through the wood, the strength
of the Spaniards posted on the Bermeja, another division pursued
a straggling march on Vejer, and a fourth, in great confusion, was
at Barosa, as a protection to the baggage. Making Villatte’s
division a pivot, Victor pushed Laval at once against the British,
and ascending the back of the hill with Ruffin’s brigade, he threw
himself between the Spaniards and Medina, dispersed the camp
followers in an instant, and captured the guns and baggage.

Graham, when apprised of this sudden and unexpected move-
ment, countermarched directly on the plain, to co-operate, as he
believed, with La Pena, whom he calculated on finding on the
heights, but never was reliance placed by a brave soldier on a
more worthless ally. The Spaniard had deceived him ; himself
was gone, his mob-soldiery were fugitives, Ruffin on the heights,
the French cavalry between him and the sea, and Laval close on
the left flank of the British.

It was indeed a most perilous situation, and in that extremity
the brave old man to whom the British had been fortunately con-
fided, proved himself worthy of the trust. He saw the ruin of
retreat; safety lay in daring, and though the enemy held the key
of the position with fresh troops, Graham boldly determined to
attack them with his wearied ones.

The battle was instantly commenced. Duncan’s artillery
opened a furious cannonade on the column of Laval; and Colonel
Barnard, with the rifles and Portuguese cacadores extended to
the left and began firing. The rest of the British troops formed
two masses, without regard to regiments or brigades; one, under
General Dilkes, marched direct against Ruffin, and the other
under Colonel Whately, boldly attacked Laval. On both sides
the guns poured a torrent of grape and canister over the field;
the infantry kept up a withering fire; and both sides advanced,
for both seemed anxious to bring the contest to an issue.
Whately, when the lines approached, came forward to the charge;
he drove the first line on the second, and routed both with
slaughter.

Brown had marched at once on Ruffin, and though half his
small number had been annihilated by an overwhelming fire, he
held his ground till Dilkes came to his assistance. ~Never paus-
ing to correct their formation, which the ragged hill had consider-
ably disorganised, on came the British desperately; they were
still struggling to attain the summit, and approaching the ridge,
breathless and disordered, their opponents advanced to meet
them. A furious combat, band to hand, ensued; for a moment
victory seemed doubtful, but the British fought with a ferocity
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that nothing could oppose. ~Whole sections went down, but still
the others pressed forward. Ruffin and Rousseau, who com-
manded the élite of the grenadiers, fell mortally wounded. The
British never paused, on they went, delivering volley after volley,
forcing the French over the heights, and defeating them with the
loss of their guns.

The divisions of the French commander, though dreadfully cut
up, fell back on each other for mutual support, and endeavoured
to rally; but Duncan’s guns were moved forward, and opened a
close and murderous fire that prevented a possibility of reform-
ing. Nothing could have the shattered battalions from that
exterminating cannonade but an instant retreat, and Victor
retired, leaving the British in undisputed possession of the field,
from which want of food and continued fatigue, while under arms
for four-and-twenty hours, of course prevented them from moving
in pursuit.

Never was there a shorter, and never a bloodier conflict.
Though it lasted scarcely an hour and a quarter, out of the
handful of British troops engaged, a loss was sustained of fifty
officers, sixty sergeants, and eleven hundred rank and file. The
French, besides two thousand killed and wounded, lost six guns,
an eagle, and two generals, with nearly five hundred prisomers.

Nothing could exceed the dastardly duplicity with which the
Spanish general abandoned his gallant ally. La Pena never
made a movement towards the succour of the British, and
although the French cavalry scarcely exceeded two hundred men,
and the Spanish, under Whittingham, amounted to more than six,
the latter never drew a sabre. Never was there a finer field for
cavalry to act upon with effect; Ruffin’s left was perfectly open,
and even a demonstration of attack must have turned defeat to
ruin. Three troops of German hussars, under Ponsonby, reached
the field at the close of the battle, just as the beaten divisions
were attempting to unite. They charged through the French
squadrons, overthrew them, captured two guns, and sabred many
of Ruffin’s grenadiers, while endeavouring to regain their ranks.

To paint the character of Barosa in a few words, Napier’s
will best describe it.” “The contemptible feebleness of La Pena
furnished a surprising contrast to the heroic vigour of Graham,
whose. attack was an inspiration rather than a resolution—so
wise, so sudden was the decision, so swift, so conclusive was the
execution.”
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CHAPTER XI

THE BATTLE OF FUENTES D’ONORGC.
1811.

Massena having taken the field again, with the object of
raising the blockade of Almeida, then closely invested by Lord
Wellington, the British commander, determined that this import-
ant fortress should not be relieved, resolved, even on unfavourable
ground and with an inferior force, to risk a battle.

The river Coa flows past Almeida, its banks are dangerous
and steep, and its points of passage few. Beside the bridge of
the city, there is a second, seven miles up the stream, at Castello
Bom; and a third, twenty miles farther still, at Sabugal. To
fight with the river in his rear was hazardous; but Wellington
had decided on his course of action, and accordingly he selected
the best position which a district of no great military strength
would afford.

The Duas Casas runs in a northerly course and nearly parallel
with the Coa, having on its left bank the village of Fuentes
d’Onoro. It is a sweet hamlet, and prettily situated in front of
a sloping hill of easy access, here and there intersprinkled with
woods of cork and ilex. The village was a feature of consider-
able military importance, the channel of the Duas Casas being
rocky and broken, and its banks generally steep. = Fuentes was
occupied by the light troops, the third division were posted on a
ridge crossing the road to Villa Formosa, the brigades of Craufurd
and Campbell had formed behind the village of Alameda, to
observe the bridge over the Duas Casas; Pack’s division observed
Almeida closely, and shut in the garrison; Erskine held the great
road that crosses the Duas Casas by a ford, while the guerilla
cavalry were placed in observation, two miles on the right, at
the village of Nava-de-Aver. The position was very extensive,
covering, from flank to flank, a surface of nearly six miles.

The military attitude which the aliled commander held, com-
pared with that of the preceding year, was singularly changed.
Then, his being able to maintain himself in the country was more
than questionable; now, and in the face of those corps who had
driven him on Torres Vedras, he stood with a most effective force.

On the 1st and 2nd of May, Massena, with an immense
convoy, passed the rivers Agueda and Azava, with the intention
of relieving Almeida, and providing it with every means for
insuring a protracted defence. On the 3rd, in the evening, the
French sixth corps appeared on the heights above Fuentes
d’Onoro, and commenced a lively cannonade, followed up by a
furious assault upon the village.  The light companies, who held
Fuentes, sustained the attack bravely, until they were supported
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by the 71st, and, as the affair grew warmer, by the 79th and 24th
also. Colonel Williams was wounded, and the command devolv-
ing on Colonel Cameron, he remedied a temporary disorder that
had been occasioned by the fall of several officers, and again
restored the battle.  The ground for a time gained by the French
was inch by inch recovered; and, probably, during the Peninsular
conflicts, a closer combat was never maintained, as, in the main
street particularly, the rival troops fought fairly hand to hand.

The French were finally expelled from the village.  Night
was closing ; undismayed by a heavy loss, and unwearied by a
hardly-contested action, a cannon—as it appeared to be—being
seen on the adjacent heights, the 71st dashed across the rivulet,
and bearing down all resistance, reached and won the object of
their enterprise. ~ On reaching it, however, the Highlanders
discovered that in the haze of evening they had mistaken a
tumbrel for a gun; but they bore it off, a trophy of their
gallantry.

The British regiments held the village. The next day passed
quietly over, while Massena carefully reconnoitred the position of
his opponent. It was suspected that he intended to change his
plan of attack, and manceuvre on the right; and to secure that
flank, Houston’s division was moved to Posa Velha, the ground
there being weak, and the river fordable. ~As had been antici-
pated, favoured by the darkness, Massena marched his troops
bodily to the left, placing his whole cavalry, with Junot’s corps,
right in front of Houston’s division. A correspondent movement
was consequently made; Spencer’s and Picton’s divisions moved
to the right, and Craufurd, with the cavalry, marched to support
Houston.

At daybreak the attack was made. Junot carried the village
of Posa Velha, and the French cavalry drove in that of the allies.
But the infantry, supported by the horse artillery, repulsed the
enemy and drove them back with loss.

A difficult and a daring change of position was now required;
and Lord Wellington, abandoning his communication with the
bridge at Sabugal, retired his right, and formed line at right
angles with his first formation, extending from the Duas Casas,
towards Frenada on the Coa.

This necessary operation obliged the seventh and light divi-
sions, in the face of a'bold and powerful cavalry, to retire nearly
two miles; and it required all the steadiness and rapidity of
British light infantry to effect the movement safely. Few as
the British cavalry were, they charged the enemy frequently, and
always with success; while the horse artillery sustained their
well-earned reputation, acting with a boldness that at times
almost exposed them to certain capture.

At’one place, however, the fury of the fight seemed for a time
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to centre. A great commotion was observed among the French
squadrons ; men and officers closed in confusion towards one point
where a thick dust was rising, and where loud cries and the
sparkling of blades and flashing of pistols indicated some extra-
ordinary occurrence. Suddenly the multitude was violently
agitated, a British shout arose, the mass was rent asunder, and
Norman Ramsay burst forth at the head of his battery, his
horses breathing fire, and stretching like greyhounds along the
plain, his guns bounding like things of no weight, and the
mounted gunners in close and compact order protecting the rear.

The infantry, in squares of battalions, repelled every charge;
while the Chasseurs Brittanique kept up a flanking fire, that,
while the retrogression of the British was being effected, entailed
a considerable loss on the assailants who were pressing them
closely.

The new position of the British was most formidable. The
right appuied upon a hill, topped by an ancient tower, and the
alignment was so judiciously taken up that Massena did not
venture to assail it.

While these operations were going on, a furious attack was
repeated on Fuentes d’Onoro.  Infantry, cavalry, and artillery,
all were brought to bear, a tremendous cannonade opened on the
devoted village, and the assault was made at the same moment
on flanks and front together. Desperate fighting in the streets
and churchyard took place. The French feeding the attacking
troops with fresh numbers, pressed the three regiments that held
the upper village severely, but after one of the closest and most
desperate combats that has ever been maintained, a bayonet
charge of the 88th decided the contest; and the assailants, not-
withstanding their vastly superior force, were driven with
prodigious slaughter from Fuentes, the upper village remaining
in possession of its gallant defenders, and the lower in the silent
occupation of the dead.

Evening closed the combat. Massena’s columns on the right
were halted, and his sixth division, with which he had
endeavoured to storm Fuentes d’Onoro, withdrawn, the whole
French army bivouacking in the order in which they had stood
when the engagement closed.  The British lighted their fires,
posted their pickets, and occupied the field they had so bravely
held; and both parties lay down to rest, with a confident assur-
ance on their minds, that the battle was only intermitted till the
return of daylight.

A brigade of the light division relieved the brave defenders
of Fuentes, and preparatory to the expected renewal of attack,
they threw up some works to defend the upper village and the
ground behind it. But these precautions were unnecessary ;
Massena remained for the next day in front of his antagonist,



THE BATTLE OF FUENTES D’ONORO 91

exhibiting no anxiety to renew the combat. The 7th found the
British, as usual, under arms at dawn, but the day passed as
quietly as the preceding one had done. On the 8th, however,
the French columns were observed in full retreat, marching on
the road to Ciudad Rodrigo. Massena, with an army reinforced
" by every battalion and squadron he could collect from Gallicia
and Castile, had been completely beaten by a wing of the British
army, consisting of three divisions only.

With that unblushing assurance, for which the French
marshals have been remarkable, of changing defeat into conquest,
Massena did not hesitate to call Fuentes d’Onoro a victory. But
the object for which the battle was fought was unattained—he
failed in succouring the beleaguered city, and Almeida was left to
its fate.

In a close and sanguinary contest, like that of Fuentes
d’Onoro, the loss on both sides must necessarily be immense.
The British had two hundred killed, one thousand and twenty-
eight wounded, and two hundred and ninety-four missing. The
French suffered much more heavily; and it was computed that
nearly five thousand of Massena’s army were rendered hors de
combat. In the lower village of Fuentes alone, two hundred
dead bodies were reckoned.

In the conduct of an affair which terminated so gloriously for
the divisions engaged, the system of defence adopted by Lord
Wellington was very masterly. Every arm of his force was
happily employed, and all were well combined for mutual protec-
tion. Massena had every advantage for arranging his attack,
for thick woods in front enabled him to form his columns unseen,
and until the moment of their debouchement, none could tell
their strength, or even guess the place on which they were about
to be directed. Hence, the French marshal had the means of
pouring a mass of infantry on any point he pleased, and of
making a serious impression before troops could be moved
forward to meet and repel the assault.

His superiority in cavalry and artillery was great. He
might, under a cannonade that the British guns could not have
answered, have brought forward his cavalry en masse, supported
by columns of infantry, and the allied line, under a masked move-
ment of this kind, would in all probability have been penetrated.
Or, by bringing his cavalry round the right of the British flank,
and crossing the Coa, he might have obliged Lord Wellington to
pass the river under the greatest disadvantages. Indeed, this
was apprehended on the 5th, and there was but one alternative,
either to raise the blockade of Almeida, or relinquish the Sabugal
road. The latter was done. It was a bold measure, but it was
not adopted without due consideration; and it received an ample
reward in the successful termination of this hard-fought battle.
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CHAPTER XIIL

THE BATTLE OF ALBUERA.
1811.

WmLe Marshal Beresford was endeavouring to reduce
Dadajoz, intelligence reached him that Soult was marching from
Larena.  Beresford, of course, at once abandoned the siege,
removed the artillery and stores, and having united himself with
Blake, Castanos, and Ballasteros, the combined armies took
position behind the Albuera, where the Seville and Olivenca roads
separate.

On the westward of the ground where the allies determined to
abide a battle, the surface undulated gently, and on the summit,
and parallel with the river, their divisions were drawn up. The
village of Albuera was in front of the left, and the right was
formed on a succession of knolls, none of them of any strength,
and having no particular appui. On the eastern side of the
river, an open country extends for a considerable distance, ter-
minating in thick woods; and in these Soult bivouacked on the
night of the 15th, and there made his dispositions for attack.

The French army, though numerically weaker, was composed
of veteran troops, and amounted to twenty thousand infantry,
three thousand cavalry, and forty pieces of cannon. The allies
numbered twenty-seven thousand infantry, two thousand cavalry,
and thirty-two guns; but of this force, fourteen' thousand were
Spanish.

These last were formed in a double line upon the right,
Stewart’s division was in the centre, a Portuguese division on
the left. The light infantry, under Alten, held the village, and
the dragoons, under Lumley, were placed on the right flank of
the Spaniards.  Cole’s division (the fusileers) and a Portuguese
brigade, which came up after the action had commenced, were
formed in rear of the centre.

Beresford’s was a medley of three nations. He had thirty
thousand men in position, but not a fourth was British; while
nearly one-half was composed of that worst of military mobs—
the Spaniards; nor were these even brought up in time to admit
of their being properly posted. Blake had promised that his
corps should be on the hill of Albuera before noon on the 15th
May, and, with but a few miles to march, with excellent roads to
traverse, the head of his columns reached the ground near mid-
night, and the rear at three on the morning of the 16th. Bad
as Beresford’s army was, had it been in hand, more might have
been done with it. It was three o’clock on the 16th before
Blake was fairly up, and six before the fourth division reached
the ground; while three fine British regiments under Kemmis,
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and Madden’s Portuguese cavalry, never appeared. As the event
showed, a few British soldiers would have proved invaluable, and
these troops, though immediately contiguous during the long and
doubtful struggle that ensued, remained non-combatiant.

Beresford’s position had been carefully reconnoitred by Soult
on the evening of the 15th, and aware that the fourth British
division was still before Badajoz, and Blake not yet come up, he
determined to attack the marshal without delay. A height, com-
manding the Valverde road, if a front attack were made, appeared
on his examination of the ground to be the key of the position;
and as Beresford had overlooked its occupation, Soult ably
selected it as the point by which his principal effort should be
made.

A wooded hill behind the Albuera, and within cannon-shot of
the allied right, afforded the French marshal the means of
forming a strong column for attack, without his design being
noticed by his opponent. Covered by the darkness, he brought
forward the artillery of Ruty, the fifth corps under Girard, with
the cavalry of Latour Maubourg, and formed them for his
intended assault; thus concentrating fifteen thousand men and
forty guns within ten minutes’ march of Beresford’s right wing,
and yet that general could neither see a man, nor draw a sound
conclusion as to the real plan of attack. The remainder of his
corps was placed in the wood on the banks of the Feria, to bear
against Beresford’s left, and by carrying the bridge and village
sever the wings of the allied army.

The engagement commenced by Godinot debouching from
the wood, and making a feint on the left, while the main body of
the French ascended the heights on the right of the Spaniards.
On perceiving the true object of Soult’s attack, Beresford, who
had vainly endeavoured, through an aide-de-camp, to persuade
Blake to change his front, rode to the Spanish post, pointed out
the heads of the advancing columns, and induced his ally to take
up a new alignment. It was scarcely done until the French bore
down upon the Spanish infantry; and though at first they were
stoutly opposed, the battalions gradually began to yield ground;
and, being farther forced back, Soult commenced deploying on
the most commanding point of the position. A serious attack
was to be dreaded ; the French cavalry sweeping round the allies,
threatened their rear, and Godinot’s column made fresh demon-
strations of vigorously assailing the left.

All this was most alarming; the Spanish line confusedly
endeavouring to effect the difficult manceuvre of changing its
front, while two-thirds of the French, in compact order of battle,
were preparing to burst upon the disordered ranks, and insure
their total destruction. The French guns had opened a furious
calnngnade, the infantry were firing volley after volley, the
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cavalry charging where the Spanish battalions seemed most dis-
ordered. Already their ranks were wavering, and Soult deter-
mined to complete the ruin he had begun, ordered up the reserve,
and advanced all his batteries.

At this perilous moment, when the day seemed lost, General
Stewart pushed the leading brigade of the fourth division up the
hill under Colonel Colborne, und it mounted by columns of
companies. To form line on gaining the top, under a withering
fire, was difficult; and while in the act of its being effected, a
mist, accompanied by a heavy fall of rain, shut every object out
from view, and enabled the whole of the light cavalry of Godinot’s
division to sweep round the right flank, and gallop on the rear of
the companies at the time they were in loose deployment. Half
the brigade was cut to pieces—the 31st, who were still fortunately
in column, alone escaping the lancers, who, with little resistance,
were spearing right and left a body of men surprised on an open
flat, and wanting the necessary formation which can alone enable
infantry to resist a charge of horse.

This scene of slaughter, by a partial dispersion of the smoke
and fog that had hitherto concealed the battleground, was fortu-
nately observed by General Lumley, and he ordered the British
cavalry to gallop to the relief of the remnant of Colborne’s
brigade. They charged boldly; and, in turn, the lancers were
taken in rear, and many fell beneath the sabres of the British.

The weather, that had caused the destruction of the British
regiments, obscured the field of battle, and prevented Soult from
taking an immediate advantage by exterminating that half-ruined
brigade.  Stewart brought up Houghton’s corps; the artillery
had come forward, and opened a furious cannonade on the dense
masses of the Fremch; and the 31st resolutely maintained its
position on the height. Two Spanish brigades were advanced,
and the action became hotter than ever. For a moment the
French battalions recoiled, but it was only to rally instantly, and
come on with greater fury. A raging fire of artillery on both
sides, sustained at little more than pistol range, with reiterated
volleys of musketry, heaped the field with dead, while the French
were vainly endeavouring to gain ground, and the British would
not yield an inch.

But the ranks of the island soldiery were thinning fast, their
ammunition was nearly exhausted, their fire slackened, and
notwithstanding the cannonade checked the French movement for
a time, Soult formed a column on the right flank of the British,
and the French lancers charging furiously again, drove off the
artillerymen and captured six guns.  All now seemed lost, and &
retreat appeared inevitable. The Portuguese were preparing to
cover it, and the marshal was about to give the order, when
Colonel Hardinge suggested that another effort should be made,
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and boldly ordered General Cole to advance, and then riding to
Colonel Abercrombie, who commanded the remaining brigade of
the second division, directed him also to push forward into the
fight.

" The order was instantly obeyed; General Harvey, with the
Portuguese regiments of the fourth division, moved on between
the British cavalry and the hill ; and though charged home by the
French dragoons, he checked them by a heavy fire and pushed
forward steadily; while General Cole led on the 7th and 23rd
fusileers in person.

In a few minutes more the remnant of the British must have
abandoned the hill or perished. The French reserve was on its
march to assist the front column of the enemy, while, with the
allies all was in confusion; and as if the slaughter required an
increase, a Spanish and a British regiment were firing in mutual
mistake upon each other. Six guns were in possession of the
French, and their lancers, riding furiously over the field,
threatened the feeble remnant of the British still in line, and
speared the wounded without mercy.

At this fearful moment the boundless gallantry of British
officers displayed itself; Colonel Arbuthnot, under the double
musketry, rushed between the mistaken regiments, and stopped
the firing; Cole pushed up the hill, scattered the lamncers,
recovered the guns, and passed the right of the skeleton of
Houghton’s brigade, at the same instant that Abercrombie
appeared upon its left.  Leaving the broken regiments in its
rear, the fusileer brigade came forward with imposing gallantry,
and boldly confronted the French, now reinforced by a part of
its reserve, and who were, as they believed, coming forward to
annihilate the ¢ feeble fow ” that had still survived the murderous
contest.

From the daring attitude of the fresh regiments, Soult per-
ceived, too late, that the battle was not yet won; and, under a
tremendous fire of artillery, he endeavoured to break up his close
formation and extend his front. For a moment the storm of
grape poured from Ruty’s well-served artillery, staggered the
fusileers; but it was only for a moment. Though Soult rushed
into the thickest of the fire, and encouraged and animated his
men, though the cavalry gathered on their flank and threatened
it with destruction, on went these noble regiments; volley after
volley falling into the crowded ranks of their enemy, and cheer
after cheer pealing to Heaven in answer to the clamorous outery
of the French, as the boldest urged the others forward.

Nothing could check the fusileers; they kept gradually
advancing, while the incessant rolling of their musketry
slaughtered the crowded sections of the French, apd each
moment embarrassed more and more Soult’s efforts to open out
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his encumbered line. The reserve, coming to support their
comrades—now forced to the very edge of the plateau—increased
the crowd without remedying the disorder. The British volleys
rolled on faster and more deadly than ever; a horrid carnage
made all attempts to hold the hill vain, and uselessly increased
an unavailing slaughter.  Unable to bear the withering fire, the
shattered columns of the French were no longer able to sustain
themselves, the mass were driven over the ridge, and trampling
each other down, the shattered column sought refuge at the
bottom of the hill.

On that bloody height stood the conquerors. From fifteen
hundred muskets a parting volley fell upon the routed column as
it hurried down the Sierra.  Where was the remainder of the
proud army of Britain, that on the morning had exceeded six
thousand combatants?  Stretched coldly in the sleep of death, or
bleeding on the battleground !

During the time this desperate effort of the fusileer brigade
had been in progress, Beresford, to assist Hardinge, moved Blake’s
first line on Albuera, and with the German light troops, and two
Portuguese divisions, advanced to support the 7th and 23rd,
while Lautour Maubourg’s flank attack was repelled by the fire of
Lefebre’s guns, and a threatened oharge by Lumley. But the
fusileers had driven the French over the height