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REMINISCENCES OF WAR.
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told us, which shew that we do butp
through one of Time's ceascless repetitions;
that we only

Wear var ree with a difference
* Announcements of are, always, of
Blended and weeping,’ said an old
lady of our acquaintance other day. ‘I

g

secollect the 1 over heard rather by
bitter wo I then witnessed, than by anything
. T was a littlo child, and my mether, the
wife of & naval officer, had let me go to the
m‘ll’.ﬂ.u:l.‘vldl my BuUreo one eve-
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even then inte Spithead.” T never
the effect of thie anuouncement. Nearly
everybody in tho house bad some one dear to
ghem in that fleet; it was, besides, s nearly
mautical, and, in every sense, a martial assem-
Slage. The vose like one mam. A cheer,
absolutely , thrilled through the
house; it peated again and again; but

fainting. When | lo%lod towards
my mother's box, te sce what she thought of

the tidings, Mrs Metcall was still standing,

with a of triumph on her sweet face ; her

oheek was flushed, and she grasped her fan,

Zike a weapon, under the strong excitement of

the mement. And well, I thought, she might,

for her hushand was master of the Glory, and

His renown was here: besides, he was close at
Some, and I had often heard her long for his

geturn. I joined my mother’s party when we
loft the theatre. streels were a perfect

Blaze of light, for the houses were all illumi-

@ated; and the old doctor insisted on us all
going into the hotel—the George—and baving
& bottle of wine, to drink the health of the vic-
gSors. Mrs. Metealf was wild 'ith{'u ; she was
-devoted te her husband, and had had sad fore-
bodings hr:;pecﬁn; his fate. Now, all appre-
honsion vanished , she was cager to return
home, that she might have Ais houso illumina-
, and be ready to receive him if be came

on ro that night. In the morning, my
mother, who was her near neighbour, called at
ber house, to inquire if Mr. Metcalf bad come
on shore, and took me with her. Wi were ad-
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nfants also received m; and Master John,
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bohnﬂ? to a lu sctually bad his
share of prize-m :’ymt to h(i)-’hfou he
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on
jts small dimensions and worn-out ition,
because he wished to shew he still served the

king.

‘!gc family rejoicings over this b"lsb?. found
were t, 28 We may su -
hdy'ﬁmo boeuni be and hallowed
sound in the English household ; the mother’s
heart blessed her ; but net even thus had she
her full reward. The boy returned to hhro-
fession, and served on board the ship which

0
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who, at bis first dinner-
tion, challenged a bro
rank, old enou,
slight offence.
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perhaps be ‘aware, that a ser-
rs is required before & youngster
lieutenant, It was to
promotion earlier that the absurd entries in
question were doubtless made, as only the years
of service, not those of age, were sent up to the
Admiralty. Thus we have heard of a liu':i
admiral who was a commander at filteen ; a:
ty after his promo-

in this

of inferior

to be his father, on some

t the duel did not come off.

commander’s brother followed him

room with a horse-whip; and after in-|acq
chastisem

ent, compelled

u-»u;u-uﬁ«wv- . My
onﬁ&n.m-pﬂ-i
mateh with the young hero

naked swords, their being no foils at hand,

-lf-dlnd;;.. than did the boy!
manifested stril

long cruise, when, i
r Meteall—they received his

heroie courage, or more sim and

t which animated all was

heroes.

ngly in the following instan-
ces :—The family uf‘{hnh-. of Bargon-gh,
had a son of great promise—a fair bo{ scarcely | every
seventeen, but already a lieutenant o

They were lovking daily for his return from a |gen
* u{ud——a- in the case of

marines.

sword, his coat,

and the following letter, affecting from the bold,

true epirit shewn in it, and the evident presen-

timent of doom experienced.

the Crimea :—
¢« Hovounzp Farur—I think

ous enterprise—
war. If any disaster should ha

whom I

to Captain 8. of the
1 could not bear to have it said

gret what I bave done. If I
will give me so much pl

houor to the fumil{. If 1 die,
able death. God ble

mitted, and ushered in 10 a d g
wrhere Mrs. Metcalf was under the hands of her
friseur, just having the last dust of powder
abaken from the li?pnl, with which, standing
at a little distance, the hairdresser sprinkled
éhe creped and pomdatamed hair. She was a
stately beauty, and now, full dressed for the
day, quite radiant with bope and happi-
mess. She told my mother she had been dress-
dng for her husband—to do honour to his re-
turn and his victory. He had not arrived yet,
bat bably there was much to do, and he
could not get leave to come on shore. She
asked my mother to sit with her till he came ;
and we were there a long, long time, listening
at first to the salates and the bappy bells, and
at last, for Mr. Metcall’s knock at the door.
The dostor had gone out to make inquiries.
At last the expocted sound came ; the shadow
of a cocked-hat brushed past the window ; there
wiis s knock at the door. MYys. Meteall had

the parlour-door by the time the ser-

room,

:z‘ s out the words: ** My
hashand ! The of the strangers took her
room. It

h h

faithfu) son,
8

H. M. Smre JurusTrIOUS,
Jan. 9, 1805."

something very touchin,
tentionally expressed,
glory and his unwillingness to

ancy now how, fty years ago,
wept over the relics of her
he next aneedote we would

was a fine boy, and had a
more

shelter of his parents’ roof, be
- by Spaniards, and

regret to his mather and kindred ; and in
¢ besceching’ to be remembered to his cousin—
~haps some boyish love of his.

We think it

equals in simplicity and devotion those which
have won all our sympathies for the heroes of

it my duaty to

write, as [ am going this evening on a danger.
to cut but a Spanish sloop-of-

ppen to me, you

must apply to Mr. Mackie for my clothes. to
E.re ordered them to be sent; il they

should met be sent, le lication must be made
[Lustrious.

me for volunteering my services, as while the
blood of the Thurnhams circulates in my veins,

Do not blame

that ke is a cow-

ard! Give my loye to my dear mother, my
brother, and sister. I hope they will not re-

escape, nothing
as to thiok that

I have neither disgraced my commission nor
my father, and to bave it said that I am an

1 die an honor-

es you all, and may the

next son you have die as honourably as do!
u to remember me to my cousin,

and to all ‘my dear relatives.—I remain, your

D. Tuvrxuax.

Faithful, indeed, even unto death! There is
in thé struggle, unin.
tween his desire of

ssible
in the

cause

We can well
the poor mother

rst-born.

relate of these

children of victory, isof a pleasanter character.

A very worthy, though second-rate, actor at

Covent Garden Theatre had a young son, who

became a midshipman in the royal mavy. He
pleasan

t andi rather

ished manuer than was usual n la
of his profession at that time. At a period
when he ought still to bave been undcr the

was taken pri-
sent by some

| soner

ehnoo,{vlth other captives, to Peru, w! he
remained on parole for some time. There was
sorrow in his bumble bhome, and doubtless

was some
gone— fallen ther to the %

:‘&r dhhh . The -4 lad of thirteen, bronzed by sea and breese, and

oll that rem of her the blood- | dressed in. worn and old uniform, long since

stained uniform and sword ! 1 never |outgrown. _Her love divined that this was her

.ean forget the wail of ‘l' hd-..:‘hﬂnldﬁ:vx:wm“f
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fun,” with |ly presented himself before her; but when his
- voice revealed v

tall } coneeive tbolﬁony of those whose home was
ts chief

oved of all others most successful in taking
g:nnilh prizes. The lad eo providentially re-
stored to his country was no common spirit;
ever foremcst in boarding, and ready for any
freak of perilous adventure or bo ish fun, he
became a favourite with his captain, and was
detached by him—after a hard sea-fight—to
hold p jon of a valuabl jast taken.
On boarding the ship with his seamen, he
beld to his utter astonishment, the friend and
protectresy of his childhood—his ¢ Spanish mo-
ther,” as he loved to call her. She was re-
turning to ber native land with all the wealth
nired and saved in New n, when this
She did not at first

misfortune h.milld::;ﬁ D
recognise the ch ve young man
begrimmed with smoke and blood who sudden-

the secret, she shed
No:hit was his t;r:" lombuo-o
benefactor. He the story o
to his comrades and his shipmates ; and with
the generosity of British seamen, both officers
and crew immediately agreed to restore her
private pop:x to the illustrious captive.
All her large beautiful vessels of pure gold,
sn immense quantity of the most valuable
jowels, her costly furniture and ':opcrly of

words and
tears of joy.

chivalrous fellows, in acknowledgment of the
tle deed which had given them back a com-
rade. The happy midshipman took her, on
their arrival in port, to his own home, and she
remained with his family till her restoration to
froedom. His share of prize-money, even after
the resignation of her privato property, was
between L.4000 and L.5000.

It ie singular, when one glances back at the
past—in so many instances a prototype of the
present—to find that the last naval battle
fought off Cronstadt was won for Russia by an
English admiral. Let us accept the omen as a
pledge that Dritish valour will again be
triumphant on those waters. In the war be-
tween Russia and Sweden, 1780, Eaglish oficers
received permission to engage in either service
as they thought fit. Admiral Creuse, Sir
Frederick Thesiger, Captain Elphinstone, and
several other distinguished men, entered the
Russian service, and off Cronstadt, in the May
of 1780, defeated the Swedes. [t is interesting
to learn how the autocrat of those days esti-
mated the consequences of a naval defeat in the |
Baltie. Catherine was, at the time, residing
at the palace of Zarsko Zelo. For four days
and nights before the action, she took no
rest, and bat litile refreshment During its
continuance, she paced the beautiful terrace
near the Baths of Porphyry, listening with
terrible noxicty to the J:under of the caunon,
which was so tremendous that soveral windows
in St. Petersburg were broken by the concus-
sion. [t is said that, anticipating defeat,
her carriages and horses were waiting in readi-
ness to convey her o Moscow. Ome of the
English boy-lieutenants, Elphinstone, the ad.
miral’s nephew, at lJength brought her the
tidings of victory. His dispatches were car-
ried to the empress, who ordered her attendants
to ﬁi“ the bearer refreshments and a bed. The
gallant boy took advantage of the permiasion,
and slept till the dawn was far advanced, dur-
ing which period Catherine sent three times to
know if he were awake. Starting at length
from slecp, he was immediately conducted, in
his soiled and war-stained gear, to the royal
presence. The cmpress received him with
gracious kindness, called him ‘my son,’ and
desired him to give her a description of the
battle, marking ou the dispatches, as he obeyed,
the position of the different ships. She then

4 t

be- | blegsed the thraldom he would

description, were restored to her by these | 5

injustics and maladministration, but what|by their own fireside, the adventurer [daily toil, and met ero nightfall,
shatld we think of & when officers-in the :-’m«lh- his baby face (*h@was three years ----uuurm...a fight
navy were entered, and their time commenced then,’ ho rediirked) had won the pity|as they did, is marvellous, and speaks volumes
on the ship’s books, actuslly their birth, {of & Spanish mother, nearly related to the|for the generous natufe of the mes. In ome
on the chance of their a 1 tho name [viceroy of New w she had elothed |instance, this was ! .’mm
being erased from tho books, as dead, if the |and fed and hi.—_udnungh.bd intervention. A West h (™ %
expooted son proved a daughter. The same|her influence and entreatics, p bis|( and was almost instantly boarded
lauy who was pressnt at the announcement of | liberty, and sent him back to his home with E’ a gang. The dintes of these veasels
the ¢ us 1gt of June’ vietory, informed us |many kind and thoughtful gifts ; and how he|wers always sure of being impressed ; and tho
that had put on his old uniform again, in spito of | young man who now anticipated. s fate

was the morv jined, because bis‘old mother
a very poor widow, who relied on him wholly
for support, was, he had heard, dying. She
had, ¢ lot assured him, wa every
sunrise sunset, with the constantl ferred
and sickening hope of bidding her a last
farewell. th a sinking heart ‘ol
spirit he watched the party ascend ﬂnw
and in bis agony, murmured a prayer for help.
Help came'! crow of the West Indiaman
were brought on deck; and whilst the lieute-
nant was examining them, a health-boat ar.
rived. As no clean bill of health was found on
board the West Indiaman, or at least none
deemed satisfactory, the vessel, with the
licutenant of the man-of-war and all his gang,
was ordered to Stangate Creek, to form
quarantine together for forty h{:! mate
ve execrated
an hour earlier, since it enabled him, by a little
daring and cunning, to uanc on shore, and
avoid the fate impending. His mother lived
to bless her son ouce mape.

But thero were few such escapes as this—
broken hearts and bitter tears generally fol-
lowed the steps of tho press-gang. A ng
man of decent punhﬂtbo son o lum.-

lking, on his bridal-eve,

near the shore of Dartmouth harbour. Doubt-

Ibnﬁhﬁ were lending a new charm

ng, and rendered him some-
what absent, for he never heard the

pin his arms. As usual, entreaties and
threats were vain. lHe was carried on board
a man-of-war, which instantly put to sea ; and
for years and years afterwards no tidings of
him reached his family. His mysterious dis-
nce caused a sorrow beyond all expres-
sion, His futher never held up his head again,

ted his farm,and died a poor, broken-
hearted old man. The bride-expectant sorrowed
for & time, and then beeame the wife of another.
Time drew its cruel veil of oblivion over his
fate, and few ever named his name, save the
aged mother, who still prayed for him, and
would never believe that L was dead.

And this loving faith had its fruition. A
sailor with a wooden leg at length returned to
call her ‘ mother,” and explain the past—a
weather-beaten, maimed creature, set free
hocause ho could no longer be of use—penniless
and unfit to earn his bread in any other way ;
but even thus he was welcome. The old wo-
man awoke to new lilfe and energy since her
lost was found ; she struggled to make his
home comfortable, and earned his and her own
bread by washing. [t was pleasent to see his
devotion to her, and tho handy way in which
he helped her to make everything what ho
called * shipshape ' about them ; but often, in
the midst of her patient and meek content, a
cloud would como before her eyes when she
thoughit of the past—of the fair home, the dear
husband, the brave, handsvme youth, the
promised bride. and the long, long sorrow.

We may indeed be thankful that, in so fac as
the press-gang is concerned, we

\Wear our rue with u difference.

There is probably no mere human evil without
its mitigations. Some of these presscd inen
hud, by their enforced fate, * greatness thrust
upon them.’ My mother kmew three distin-
guished admirals who had been pressed from
the merchant-service, one of whom was accus-
tomed to relate, with mueh glee, his return to
his home when a post-captain, after a another
mysterious disappearance. The post-ffice—at
least so far as scamen’s letters were concerned
—must have been in a singular lethargy in
those days, for Admiral M—— had written
repeatediy without receiving an answer, and
found, on kis return to his native village, that
not a single letter had ever reached bis home.
In the light of our present civilization, those
appear dark days indeed, when men still serv-
ing under * our ancient ensign, fair St. George,’
should have been as those dead to their country-
men, and few could answer for a day’s freedom
on shore.

gave him her orders for the in
chief; presented him with a beautiful little
French watch, a rouleau of ducats ; and in spite
of his extreme youth, conferred on him the
rank of captain.®

One cannot look back on the past withouta
comforting nssurance that better 5. 8 have come.
The press-gang, for instance, would not be en-
dured in the present age. It is one bitter herb
the less; how bitter, they only who suffered
from it could perhaps tell. “’o can scarcely

1he nd of thess involuntary admirale
commanded, as eaptain, a ship on board which
my father served as a young lieutenant at the
batile of Copenhagen, and was guilty of a most
extraordinary freak in ) with the
latter. The British fleet came off Copenkagen
on the 30th of March. Tho battle did not
till the 24 of April. time, the
anchored about seven or eight miles from
city ; o frigate, a lu
nearer, Danish
*l;.unlhd the neaver

thus robbed o treasure ; who watched
and waited long hours in vain for Ais coming
who was never more to bless their sight—the
father or the son who bad left them for his
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