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A D V E R T I S E M E N T .  

IN tracing the following scenes, I have 

chiefly drawn on the reminiscences of my 

military life, and endeavoured faithfully to 

convey to the mind of the reader the im­

pression which they made on my own at 

the time of their occurrence. Should any 

errors, as to dates or trifling circum­

stances, have inadvertently crept into my 

narrative, I hope they will be ascribed to 
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want of memory, rather than to any wilful 

intention to mislead. I am aware that some 

objections may be taken to my style; for 

Rude am I in speech, 

And little bless'd with the set phrase of peace ; 

For, since these arms of mine had seven years' pith, 

Till now, some nine moons wasted, they have used 

Their dearest action in the tented field ; 

And little of this world can I speak, 

More than 'pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause 

In speaking for myself; yet, by your gracious patience, 

I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver. 



C O N T E N T S .  

CHAPTER I. 

Join the Rifles. Walcheren Expedition. A Young Soldier. 
A Marine View. Campaign in South Beeveland. Retreat 
to Scotland Page 1 

CHAPTER II. 

Rejoin the Regiment. Embark for the Peninsula. Arrival 
in the Tagus. The City of Lisbon, with its contents. 
Sail for Figuera. Landing extraordinary. Billet ditto. 
The City of Coiinbra. A hard Case. A cold Case, in 
which a favourite Scotch Dance is introduced. Climate. 
The Duke of Wellington 4 

CHAPTER III. 

Other People, Myself, and my Regiment. Retreat to the 
Lines of Torres Vedras. Leave Coimbra, followed by a 

select group of Natives. Ford the Streets of Condacia in 



X CONTENTS. 

good spirits. A Provost-Marshal and his favourites. A 
fall. Convent of Batalha. Turned out of Alleinquer. 
Passed through Sobral. Turned into Aruda. Quarter­
ing of the Light Division, and their Quarters at Aruda. 
Burial of an only Child. Lines of Torres Vedras. Dif­
ference of opinion between Massena and Myself. Mili­
tary Customs Page 15 

CHAPTER V. 

Campaign of 1811 opens. Massena's Retreat. Wretched 
Condition of the Inhabitants on the Line ot March. 
Affairs with the enemy, near Pombal. Description of a 
Bivouac. Action near Redinha. Destruction of Con-
dacia and Action near it. Burning of the Village of Illama, 
and Misery of its Inhabitants. Action at Foz D'Aronce. 
Confidential Servants with Donkey-Assistants 39 

CHAPTER VI. 

Passage of the Mondego. Swearing to a large Amount. 
Two Prisoners, with their Two Views. Two Nuns, Two 
Pieces of Dough, and Two Kisses. A Halt. Affair near 
Frexadas. Arrival near Guarda. Murder. A stray 
Sentry. Battle of Sabugal. Spanish and Portuguese 
Frontiers. Blockade of Almeida. Battle-like. Current 
Value of Lord Wellington's Nose. Battle of Fuentes 
D'Onor. The Day after the Battle. A grave Remark. 

The Padre's House. Retreat of the Enemy 62 



CONTENTS. xi 

CHAPTER VII. 

March to Estremadura. At Soito, growing Accommodations 
for Man and Beast. British Taste displayed by Portu­
guese Wolves. False Alarm. Luxuries of Roquingo 
Camp. A Chaplain of the Forces. Return towards the 
North. Quarters near Castelló de Vide. Blockade of 
Ciudad Rodrigo. Village of Atalya; Fleas abundant; 
Food scarce. Advance of the French Army. Affairs near 
Guinaldo. Our Minister administered to. An unexpected 
Visit from our General and his Followers. End of the 

Campaign of 1811. Winter Quarters Page 84 

CHAPTER VIII. 

Siege of Ciudad Rodrigo. The Garrison of an Outwork 
relieved. Spending an Evening abroad. A Musical 
Study. An Addition to Soup. A short Cut. Storming 
of the Town. A Sweeping Clause. Advantages of Lead­
ing a Storming Party. Looking for a Customer. Dis­
advantages of being a Stormed Party. Confusion of all 
Parties. A Waking Dream. Death of General Crawford. 

Accident. Deaths 

CHAPTER IX. 

March to Estremadura. A Deserter shot. Riding for an 
Appetite. Effect the Cure of a Sick Lady. Siege of 
Badajos. Trench-Work. Varieties during the Siege. 
Taste of the Times. Storming of the Town. Its Fall. 
Officers of a French Battalion. Not Shot by Accident. 
Military Shopkeepers. Lost Legs and Cold Hearts. 
Affecting Anecdote. My Servant. A Consignment to 
Satan. March again for the North. Sir Sidney Beck-

with 122 



Xll CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER X. 

A Farewell Address to Portalegre. History of a night in 
Castelló Branco. Regimental Colours lost, with Direc­
tions where to find them. Cases in which a Victory is 
sometimes won by those who lost it. Advance to Sala­
manca. The City. The British Position on St. Christo­
val. Affair in Position. Marmont's Change of Position 
and Retreat. A Case of Bad Luck. Advance to Rueda, 
and Customs there. Retire to Castrejon. Affairs on the 
18th and 19th of July. Battle of Salamanca, and Defeat 
of the Enemy Page 144 

CHAPTER XI. 
Distinguished Characters. A Charge of Dragoons. A Charge 

against the Nature of Things. Olmeda and the French 
General, Ferez. Advance towards Madrid. Adventures 
of my Dinner. The Town of Segovia. El Palacio del 
Rio Fiio. The Escurial. Enter Madrid. Rejoicings. 
Nearly happy. Change of a Horse. Change of Quarters. 
A Change confounded. Retire towards Salamanca. 
Boar-Hunt, Dinner-Hunt, and Bull-Hunt. A Portuguese 
Funeral conducted by Rifle Undertakers 166 

CHAPTER XII. 

Reach Salamanca. Retreat from it. Pig-Hunting, an Enemy 

to Sleep-Hunting. Putting one's Foot in it. Affair on 
the 11 th of November. Bad Legs sometimes last longer 
than Good Ones. A Wet Birth. Prospectus of a Day's 
Work. A Lost Dcjúné better than a Found One. Advan­
tages not taken. A Disagreeable Amusement. End of 
the Campaign of 1812. Winter Quarters. Orders and 
Disorders treated. Farewell Opinion of Ancient Allies. 
My House IOR 



CONTENTS. xiii 

CHAPTER XIII. 

A Review. Assembly of the Army. March to Salamanca. To 
Aldea Nueva. To Toro. Ail Affair of the Hussar Brigade. 
To Palència. To the Neighbourhood of Burgos. To the 
Banks of the Ebro. Fruitful sleeping place. To Medina. 
A Dance before it was due. Smell the Foe. Affair at St. 
Milan. A Physical River Page 203 

CHAPTER XIV. 

Battle of Vittoria. Defeat of the Enemy. Confusion among 
their Followers. Plunder. Colonel Cameron. Pursuit, 
and the Capture of their Last Gun. Arrive near 
Pampeluna. At Villalba. An Irish method of making 
a useless Bed useful 217 

CHAPTER XV. 

March to intercept Clausel. Tafalla. Olite. The dark End 
of a Night March to Casada. Clausel's Escape. San-
guessa. My Tent struck. Return to Villalba. Weighty 
Considerations on Females. St. Esteban. A Severe 
Dance. Position at Bera. Soult's Advance, and Battle 
of the Pyrenees. His Defeat and subsequent Actions. A 
Morning's Ride 236 

CHAPTER XVI. 

An Anniversary Dinner. Affair with the Enemy, and Fall 

of St. Sebastian. A Building Speculation. A Fighting 
one, storming the Heights of Bera. A Picture of 
France from the Pyrenees. Returns after an Action. 



xiv CONTENTS. 

Sold by my Pay-Serjeant. A Recruit born at his Post. 
Between Two Fires, a Sea and a Land one. Position 
of La Rhune. My Picture taken in a Storm. Refresh­
ing Invention for Wintry Weather Page 251 

CHAPTER XVII. 

Battle of the Nivelle, and Defeat of the Enemy. A Bird of 
Evil Omen. Chateau D'Arcangues. Prudence. An 
Enemy's Gratitude. Passage of the Nive, and Battles 

near Bayonne, from 9th to 13th December 2G9 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

Change of Quarters. Change of Diet. Suttlers. Our new 
Quarters. A long-going Horse gone. New Clothing. 
Adam's lineal Descendants. St. Palais. Action at Tar-
bes. Faubourg of Toulouse. The Green Man. Passage 
of the Garonne. Battle of Toulouse. Peace. Castle 

Sarrazin. A tender Point 287 

CHAPTER XIX. 

Commencement of the War of 1815. Embark for Rotterdam. 
Ship's Stock. Ship struck. A Pilot, a Smuggler, and 
a Lawyer. A Boat without Stock. Join the Regiment 

at Brussels 308 

CHAPTER XX. 

Relative situation of the troops. March from Brussels. The 
Prince and the Beggar. Battle of Quatre-Bras 315 



CONTENTS. XV 

CHAPTER XXI. 

Battle of Waterloo. "A Horse! a Horse!" Breakfast. 
Position. Disposition. Meeting of particular Friends. 
Dish of Powder and Ball. Fricassee of Swords. End of 
first Course. Pounding. Brewing. Peppering. Cutting and 
Maiming. Fury. Tantalizing. Charging. Cheering. Chasing. 
Opinionizing. Anecdotes. The End Page 33G 





A D V E N T U R E S  

IN THE 

R I F L E  B R I G A D E .  

CHAPTER I. 

Join the Rifles. Walcheren Expedition. A Young Soldier. 

A Marine View. Campaign in South Beeveland. Retreat 
to Scotland. 

I JOINED the second battalion Rifle Brigade, (then 

the ninety-fifth,) at Hythe Barracks, in the 

spring of 1809, and, in a month after, we pro­

ceeded to form a part of the expedition to Holland, 

under the Earl of Chatham. 

With the usual Quixotic feeling of a youngster, 

I remember how very desirous I was, on the 
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march to Deal, to impress the minds of the 

natives with a suitable notion of the magnitude 

of my importance, by carrying a donkey-load ot 

pistols in my belt, and screwing my naturally 

placid countenance up to a pitch of ferocity 

beyond what it was calculated to bear. 

We embarked in the Downs, on board the 

Hussar frigate, and afterwards removed to the 

Namur, a seventy-four, in which we were con­

veyed to our destination. 

I had never before been in a ship of war, and 

it appeared to me, the first night, as if the sailors 

and marines did not pull well together, except­

ing by the ears; for my hammock was slung 

over the descent into the cockpit, and I had 

scarcely turned in when an officer of marines 

came and abused his sentry for not seeing the 

lights out below, according to orders. The 

sentry was proceeding to explain, that the 

middies would not put them out for him, when 

the naked shoulders and the head of one (illu­

minated with a red night-cap) made its appear­

ance above the hatchway, and began to take 
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a lively share in the argument. The marine 

officer, looking down, with some astonishment 

demanded, " D—11 you, sir, who are you ?" 

to which the head and shoulders immediately 

rejoined, " And d—11 and b—t you, sir, who 

are you \11 

We landed on the island of South Beeveland, 

where we remained about three weeks, playing 

at soldiers, smoking mynheers long clay pipes, 

and drinking his vroios butter-milk, for which 

I paid liberally with my precious blood to their 

infernal musquittos ; not to mention that I had 

all the extra valour shaken out of me by a hor­

rible ague, which commenced a campaign on my 

carcass, and compelled me to retire upon Scotland, 

for the aid of my native air, by virtue of which 

it was ultimately routed. 

I shall not carry my first chapter beyond 

my first campaign, as I am anxious that my 

reader should not expend more than his first 

breath upon an event which cost too many 

their last. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Rejoin the Regiment. Embark for the Peninsula. Arriva' 
in the Tagus. The City of Lisbon, with its contents. 
Sail for Figuera. Landing extraordinary. Billet ditto. 
The City of Coimbra. A hard Case. A cold Case, in 
which a favourite Scotch Dance is introduced. Climate. 

The Duke of Wellington. 

I REJOINED the battalion at Hythe, in tin 

spring of 1810, and, finding that the company 

to which I belonged had embarked, to join the 

first battalion in the Peninsula, and that they 

were waiting at Spithead for a fair wind, I imme­

diately applied, and obtained permission to join 

them. 
We were about the usual time at sea, and 

indulged in the usual amusements, beginning 

with keeping journals, in which I succeeded in 
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inserting two remarks on the state of the weather, 

when I found ray inclination for book-making 

superseded by the more disagreeable study oí 

appearing eminently happy under an irresis­

tible inclination towards sea-sickness. We an­

chored in the Tagus in September; no thanks 

to the ship, for she was a leaky one, and 

wishing foul winds to the skipper, for he was a 

rascally one. 

To look at Lisbon from the Tagus, there are 

few cities in the universe that can promise so 

much, and none, I hope, that can keep it so 

badly. 

I only got on shore one day for a few hours, 

and, as I never again had an opportunity of 

correcting the impression, I have no objection to 

its being considered an uncharitable one; but 

I wandered for a time amid the abominations 

of its streets and squares, in the vain hope that 1 

had got involved among a congregation of stables 

and out-houses ; but when I was, at length, com­

pelled to admit it as the miserable apology for 

the fair city that I had seen from the harbour 
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I began to contemplate, with astonishment, and 

no little amusement, the very appropriate appear­

ance of its inhabitants. 

The church, I concluded, had, on that occa­

sion, indulged her numerous offspring with a 

holiday, for they occupied a much larger portion 

of the streets than all the world besides. Some 

oí them were languidly strolling about, and look­

ing the sworn foes of time, while others crowded 

the doors of the different coffee-houses; the fat 

jolly-looking friars cooling themselves with 

lemonade, and the lean mustard-pot-faced ones, 

sipping coffee out of thimble-sized cups, with as 

much caution as if it had been physic. 

The next class that attracted my attention 

was the numerous collection of well-starved do^s 
Ö ' 

who were indulging in all the luxury of extreme 

poverty on the endless dung-heaps. 

There, too, sat the industrious citizen, bask­

ing in the sunshine of his shop-door, and 

gathering in the flock which is so bountifully 

reared on his withered tribe of children. There 

strutted the spruce cavalier, with his upper 
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man furnished at the expense of his lower, and 

looking ridiculously imposing; and there — but 

sacred be their daughters, for the sake of one, 

who shed a lustre over her squalid sisterhood, 

sufficient to redeem their whole nation from 

the odious sin of ugliness. I was looking for 

an official person, living somewhere near the 

Convent D'Estrella, and was endeavouring to 

express my wishes to a boy, when I heard a 

female voice, in broken English, from a balcony 

above, giving the information I desired. I 

looked up, and saw a young girl, dressed in 

white, who was loveliness itself! In the few 

words which passed between us, of lively un­

constrained civility on her part, and pure con­

founded gratitude on mine, she seemed so 

perfectly after my ,own heart, that she lit a 

torch in it which burnt for two years and a 

half. 

It must not detract from her merits that she 

was almost the only one that I saw during that 

period in which it was my fate to tread war's 

roughest, rudest path; daily staring his grim 
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majesty out of countenance, and nightly slum­

bering on the cold earth, or in the tenantless 

mansion, for I felt as if she would have been 

the chosen companion of my waking dreams in 

rosier walks, as I never recalled the fair vision to 

my aid, even in the worst of times, that it did 

not act upon my drooping spirits like a glass 

of brandy. 

It pleased the great disposer of naval events 

to remove us to another and a better ship, and 

to send us off for Figuera, next day, with a foul 

wind. 

Sailing at the rate of one mile in two hours, 

we reached Figuera's Bay at the end of eight 

days, and were welcomed by about an hundred 

hideous-looking Portuguese women, whose joy 

was so excessive that they waded up to their 

waists through a heavy surf, and insisted on 

carrying us on shore on their backs ! I never 

clearly ascertained whether they had been actu­

ated by the purity of love or gold. 

Our men were lodged for the night in a large 

barn, and the officers billeted in town. Mine 
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chanced to be on the house of a mad-woman, 

whose extraordinary appearance I never shall 

forget. Her petticoats scarcely reached to the 

^ knee, and all above the lower part of the bosom 

was bare ; and though she looked not more than 

middle aged, her skin seemed as if it had been 

ic^ulaily prepared to receive the impression of 

her last will and testament; her head was de­

fended by a chevaux-de-frise of black wiry hair, 

which pointed fiercely in every direction, while 

her eyes looked like two burnt holes in a blanket. 

I had no sooner opened the door than she stuck 

her arms a-kimbo, and, opening a mouth which 

stretched from ear to ear, began vociferating, 
II Bravo, bravissimo /" 

Being a stranger alike to the appearance 

and manners of the natives, I thought it pos­

sible that the former might have been nothing 

out of the common run ; and concluding that she 

was overjoyed at seeing her country reinforced, 

at that perilous moment, by a fellow upwards 

of six feet high, and thinking it necessary to 

sympathize in some degree in her patriotic 

B 2 
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feelings, I began to " bravo11 too ; but as her 

second shout ascended ten degrees, and kept 

increasing in that ratio, until it amounted to 

absolute frenzy, I faced to the right-about, and 

before our téte-à-téte had lasted the brief space 

of three-quarters of a minute, I disappeared 

with all possible haste, her terrific yells vibrat­

ing in my astonished ears, long after I had 

turned the corner of the street; nor did I feel 

perfectly at ease until I found myself stretched 

011 a bundle of straw in a corner of the barn occu­

pied by the soldiers. 

We proceeded, next morning, to join the 

army ; and as our route lay through the city 

of Coimbra, we came to the magnanimous re­

solution of providing ourselves with all manner 

of comforts and equipments for the campaign 

on our arrival there ; but, when we entered it, 

at the end of the second day, our disappointment 

was quite eclipsed by astonishment at finding 

ourselves the only living things in a city, which 

ought to have been furnished with ten thousand 

souls. 
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Lord Wellington was then in the course of 

his retreat from the frontiers of Spain, to the 

lines of Torres Vedras, and had compelled the 

inhabitants on the line of march to abandon 

their houses, and to destroy or carry away 

every thing that could be of service to the 

enemy. It was a measure that ultimately 

saved their country, though ruinous and dis­

tressing to those concerned; and on no class of 

individuals did it bear harder, for the moment, 

than our own little detachment, a company of 

rosy-cheeked, chubbed youths, who, after three 

months feeding on ship's dumplings, were thus 

thrust at a moment of extreme activity, in the 

face of an advancing foe, supported by a mouldy 

biscuit, and such a pound of fresh beef as the 

bullock, who had been our travelling companion, 

•could afford to give at the end of his dav^ march. 

The difficulties we encountered were nothing 

out of the usual course of old campaigners; 

but, untrained and unprovided as I was, I still 

looked back upon the twelve or fourteen days 

following the battle of Busaco as the most 
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trying I have ever experienced, for we were on 

our legs from daylight until dark, in daily 

contact with the enemy ; and to satisfy the 

stomach of an ostrich, I had, as already stated, 

only a pound of beef, a pound of biscuit, and 

one glass of rum. A brother officer was kind 

enough to strap my boat-cloak and portman­

teau on the mule carrying his heavy baggage, 

which, on account of the proximity of the foe, 

was never permitted to be within a day "'s march 

of us ; so that, in addition to my simple uniform, 

my only covering every night was the canopy 

of heaven, from whence the dews descended so 

refreshingly, that I generally awoke, at the end 

of an hour, chilled, and wet to the skin ; and I 

could only purchase an equal length of addi­

tional repose by jumping up and running about, 

until I acquired a sleeping quantity of warmth. 

Nothing in life can be more ridiculous than Ö 

seeing a lean, lank fellow, start from a profound 

sleep, at midnight, and begin lashing away at 

the highland fling, as if St. Andrew himself 

had been playing the bagpipes ; but it was a 
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measure that I very often had recourse to, as 

the cleverest method of producing heat. In 

short, though the prudent general may preach 

the propriety of light baggage in the enemy's 

presence, I will ever maintain that there is 

marvellous small personal comfort in travelling 

so fast and so lightly as I did. 

The Portuguese farmers will tell you, that 

the beauty of their climate consists in their 

crops receiving from the nightly dews the re­

freshing influence of a summer's shower, and 

that they ripen in the daily sun. But they are 

a sordid set of rascals ! Whereas I speak with 

the enlightened views of a man of war, and 

say, that it is poor consolation to me, after 

having been deprived of my needful repose, 

and kept all night in a fever, dancing wet 

and cold, to be told that I shall be warm 

enough in the morning ! It is like frying a 

person after he has been boiled ; and I insisted 

upon it, that if their sun had been milder, and 

their dews lighter, I should have found it much 

more pleasant. 
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THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON. 

From the moment that I joined the army, so 

intense was my desire to get a look at this 

illustrious chief, that I never should have 

forgiven the Frenchman that had killed me be­

fore I effected it. My curiosity did not remain 

long ungratified; for, as our post was next the 

enemy, I found, when any thing was to be done, 

that it was his also. He was just such a man 

as I had figured in my mind's eye; and I 

thought that the stranger would betray a 

grievous want of penetration who could not 

select the Duke of Wellington from amid five 

hundred in the same uniform. 
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CHAPTER I I I .  

Other People, Myself, and my Regiment. Retreat to the 
Lines of Torres Vedras. Leave Coimbra, followed by a 
select group of Natives. Ford the Streets of Condacia in 
good spirits. A Provost-Marshal and his favourites. A 
fall. Convent of Batalha. Turned out of Allemquer. 
Passed through Sobral. Turned into Aruda. Quarter­
ing of the Light Division, and their Quarters at Aruda* 
Burial of an only Child. Lines of Torres Vedras. Dif­
ference of opinion between Massena and Myself. Mili­
tary Customs. 

HAVING now brought myself regularly into 

the field, under the renowned Wellington, 

should this narrative, by any accident, fall into 

the hands of others who served there, and who 

may be unreasonable enough to expect their 

names to be mentioned in it, let me tell them 
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that they are most confoundedly mistaken ! — 

Every man may write a book for himself if he 

likes, but this is mine; and, as I borrow no 

man s story, neither will I give any man a 

particle of credit for his deeds, as I have 2:0t so 

little for my own that I have none to spare. 

Neither will I mention any regiment but my 

own, if I can possibly avoid it, for there is none 

other that I like so much, and none else so 

much deserves it; for we were the lio-ht reo-i-Ö Ö 

ment of the Light Division, and fired the first 

and last shot in almost every battle, siege, and 

skirmish, in which the army was engaged during 

the war. 

In stating the foregoing resolution, however, 

with regard to regiments, I beg to be under­

stood as identifying our old and gallant asso­

ciates, the forty-third and fifty-second, as a part 

of ourselves ; for they bore their share in every 

thing, and I love them as I hope to do my better 

half, (when I come to be divided.) Wherever we 

were, they were; and although the nature of 

our arm generally gave us more employment 
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in the way of skirmishing, yet, whenever it 

came to a pinch, independent of a suitable mix­

ture of them among us, we had only to look 

behind to see a line, in which we might place 

a degree of confidence, almost equal to our 

hopes in Heaven ; nor were we ever disappointed. 

There never was a corps of riflemen in the hands 

of such supporters ! 

October 1st, 1810.—We stood to our arms 

at daylight this morning, on a hill in front of 

Coimbra; and, as the enemy soon after came 

on in force, we retired before them through the 

city. The civil authorities, in making their own 

hurried escape, had totally forgotten that they 

had left a gaol full of rogues unprovided for, 

and who, as we were passing near them, made 

the most hideous screaming for relief. Our 

quarter-master-general very humanely took some 

men, who broke open the doors, and the whole 

of them were soon seen howling along the 

bridge into the wide world, in the most de­

lightful delirium, with the French -dragoons at 

their heels. 



18 ADVENTURES IN 

We retired, the same night, through Con-

dacia, where the commissariat were destroying 

quantities of stores which they were unable to 

carry off. They handed out shoes and shirts 

to any one who would take them, and the 

streets were literally running ankle deep with 

rum, in which the soldiers were dipping their 

cups and helping themselves as they marched 

along. They some years afterwards called for 

a return of the men who had received shirts 

and shoes on that occasion, with a view of 

making us pay for them ; but we very briefly 

replied, that the one half were dead, and the 

other half would be d—d before they would 

pay any thing. 

We retired next day to Lairia, and, at the 

entrance of the city, saw an English and a 

Portuguese soldier dangling by the bough of a 

tree—the first summary example I had ever 

seen of martial law. 

A provost-marshal, on active service, is a 

character of considerable pretensions, as he can 

flog at pleasure, always moves about with a 
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guard of honour, and though he cannot alto­

gether stop a man's breath without an order, 

yet, when he is ordered to hang a given number 

out of a crowd of plunderers, his friends are not 

particularly designated, so that he can invite anyr 

one that he takes a fancy to, to follow him to 

the nearest tree, where, without further ceremony, 

he relieves him from the cares and troubles of 

this wicked world ! 

There was only one furnished shop remaining 

in the town, and I went in to see what they 

had got to sell ; but had scarcely passed the 

threshold when I heard a tremendous clatter at 

my heels, as if the opposite house had been 

pitched in at the door after me ; and, on wheel­

ing round to ascertain the cause, I found, when 

the dust cleared away, that a huge stone 

balcony, with iron railings, which had been 

ovei the door, overcharged with women recon­

noitring the troops, had tumbled down ; and 

in spite of their vociferations for the aid of 

their patron saints, some of them were consi­

derably damaged. I know not whether the 
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fallen angels comprehended the shop-keeper's 

family group, but allowing their bodies to be 

gathered by the saints or the soldiers, the said 

worthy continued gathering in the vintins from 

his hungry customers as if nothing had oc­

curred. 

On leaving the shop, my attention was at­

tracted to a group of British officers on their 

knees in the middle of the street — an attitude 

so unusual in those days, even in the proper 

place, that I could not resist my curiosity, and 

on approaching, found them surrounding a pyra­

mid of letters, the contents of a mail just arrived 

from England. It is needless to say that 

I joined the kneelers, and was rewarded with 

a letter addressed to myself, the first that I 

ever received through the medium of a paving 

stone. 

We halted one night near the convent of 

Batalha, one of the finest buildings in Portu­

gal. It has, I believe, been clearly established, 

that a living man in ever so bad health is 

better than two dead ones; but it appears that 
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the latter will vary in value according to cir­

cumstances ; for we found here, in very high 

preservation, the body of King John of Por­

tugal, who founded the edifice in commemora­

tion of some victory, God knows how long ago; 

and though he would have been reckoned a 

highly valuable antique, within a glass case, 

in an apothecary's hall in England, yet he was 

held so cheap in his own house, that the very 

finger which most probably pointed the way to 

the victory alluded to, is now in the baggage of 

the Rifle Brigade ! Reader, point not thy finger 

at me, for I am not the man. 

Retired on the morning of a very wet, stormy 

day to Allemquer, a small town on the top of 

a mountain, surrounded by still higher ones ; 

and, as the enemy had not shown themselves 

the evening before, we took possession of the 

houses, with a tolerable prospect of being per­

mitted the unusual treat of eating a dinner under 

cover. But by the time that the pound of 

beef was parboiled, and while an officer of dra­

goons was in the act of reporting that he had 
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just patrolled six leagues to the front, without 

seeing any signs of an enemy, we saw the inde­

fatigable rascals, on the mountain opposite our 

windows, just beginning to wind round us, with 

a mixture of cavalry and infantry ; the wind 

blowing so strong, that the long tail of each 

particular horse stuck as stiffly out in the 

face of the one behind, as if the whole had 

been strung upon a cable and dragged by the 

leaders. We turned out a few companies, and 

kept them in check while the division was getting 

under arms, spilt the soup as usual, and trans­

ferring the smoking solids to the haversack, 

for future mastication, we continued our re­

treat. 

We passed through the town of Sobral, soon 

after dark, the same night; and by the aid of 

some rushlights in a window, saw two apothe­

caries, the very counterparts of Romeo's, who 

were the only remnants of the place, and for 

the sake of the gallipots had braved the horrors 

of war in the hopes that their profession would 

be held sacred. They were both on the same 
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side of the counter, looking each other point 

blank in the face, their sharp noses not three 

inches apart, neither daring to utter a syllable, 

but both listening intensely to the noise outside. 

Whatever their courage might have been screwed 

to before, it was evident that we were now 

indebted for their presence to their fears ; and 

their appearance altogether was so ludicrous, 

that they excited universal shouts of laughter as 

they came within view of the successive divi­

sions. 

Our long retreat ended at midnight, on our 

arrival at the handsome little town of Aruda, 

which was destined to be the piquet post of 

our division, in front of the fortified lines. The 

quartering of our division, whether by night or 

by day, was an affair of about five minutes. 

The quarter-master-general preceded the troops, 

accompanied by the brigade-majors and the 

quarter-masters of regiments ; and after marking 

off certain houses for his general and staff, he 

split the remainder of the town between the 

majors of brigades : they in their turn provided 


