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PASSAGE OF THE DOURO.

BY HARRY LORREQUER.

Never did the morning break more
beautiful than on the 12th of May, 1809.
Hage masses of fog-like vapour had
succeeded to the starry cloudless night,
but, one by one, they moved onward to-
wards the sea, discﬂ)sing, as they pas-
sed, long tracts of lovely country, bath-
edin 2 rich golden glow. The broad
Douro, with its transparent current,
shoae ont like a bright coloured ribbon,
meandering through the deep garment
of green ; the darkly shadowed moun-
tains, which closed the background,
loomed cven larger than they were;
while their summits were tipped with
the yellow glory of the morning. The
air was calm and still, and the very
smoke that arose from the peasant’s cot,
laboured as it ascended through the per-
fumed air, and, save the ripple of the
stream, all was silent as the grave.

The squadrons of the 1dth, with
which 1 was; had diverged from the road
beside the river,and to obtain a shorter
path, had entered the skirts of a dark
pine wood : our pace was a sharp one,
an orderly had been already dispatched
to hasten our arrival, and we pressed on
ata brisk trot In less than an hour
we reached the verge of the wood,and,
as we rode out upon the plain, what a
spectacle met our eyes.  Before us, in
anarrow valley, separated from the ri-
ver by a narrow ridge, were picketed
three cavalry regiments; their noise-
less gestures and perfect stillness be
spraking, at once, that they were intend-
ol for a surprise panty.  Farther down
the strcam, and upon the opposite side,
rosc the massive towers and tall spires
of Qporto, displaying from their sum-
wmits the broad ensign of France; while,
far as the eye could reach, the broad
dark nasses of troops might bescen;
the intervals bexween their columns ghit-
tering with the bright equipments of
their cavalry, whose stecl caps and
lances were spatkling in thesnwnbeams.
The bivouac fires were still smoulder-
ing. 20d marking where some pant of|
the army had pased dre night; for, car

ly asit was, it was evident that their
position had been changed; and, even
now, the heavy masses of dark infan-
try might be seen moving from pleceto
place, while the long line of the road
to Valonga was marked with a vast
cloud of dust. The French drum and
the light infantry bugle told, from time
to time, that orders were passing among
the troops ; while th» ghttering uniform
of a stafl officer, as he galloped from
the town, bespoke the note of prepura-
tion.

“ Dismount. Steady * quietly my
lads,” said the Colonel, as he alighted
upon the grass. * Letthe men have
their breakfast”

The liule amphitheatre we occupied,
hid us entirely from all observation on
the patt of the cnemy, but equally so
excluded us from percetving theirmove-
ments. It may readily be supposed,
then, with what impatience we waited
hete, while the din and clangour of the
French force, as they marched and
countermarched so noar us, were clear-
ly avdible! The orders were, how-
ever, strict that none should approach
the bank of the river, and we lay
anxiously awaiting the moment when
this inactivity should ccase. Morethan
one orderly had arrived among us, bear-
ing dispatches from head-quarters; but
where our main body was, or whatthe
nature of the orders, no one could guess.
As for me, my excitement was atits
height, and I could not speak for the
very tension of my nerves.  The offi-
cers stood in htle groups of two and
three, wlispermg anxiously together;
but all I could collect was, that Soult
had already began his Tetreat upon
Amarantc,and that withthebroadstream
of the Douro between us, he defied our
pursuit.

© Well, Charley,” said Power, lay-
ing his hand upon my shoulder, “the
French have gaven us theslip this time:
they are already in march, and, even if
we dared force a passage, in the face of
such an enemy, it seems there is nota
boatto be found. X have justseen Ham-
mersley.”

“hudeed! Whereishe " said L



