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we ride forward to the battlefield. On
we went, the loud shout of “ Forward *
still ringing in our cars. One broken,
irregular discharge from the French
guns shook the head of our advancing
column, but stayed us notas we gallop-
el madly on.

1 remember no more: thedin, the
smoke, the crash—the cry for quarter,
with the shout of victory,—the flying
enemy,—the agonizing shrieks of the
wounded,—are all co-mingled -in my
mind, but leave no trace of clearness or
connection between them ; and it was
only when the column wheeled to re-
form, behind the advancing squadrons,
that I awoke from my trance of mad-
dening excitement, and perceived that
we had carried the position, and cut off
the guns of the enemy.

«Welldone, 14th” said an old grey
headed colonel, as he rode along our
line; © gallantly done, lads ¥’ The
blood trickled from a sabre cut on his
temple, along his cheelk, as he spoke;
but he either knew it not, or heeded it
not.

“There gothe Germans,” said Pow-
¢r; pointing to the remainder of our bri-
gade, as they charged furiously upon
the French infantry, and rode them
down in masses.

Oar guns came up at this time, and
a plunging fire was opened upon the
thick and retreating ranks of the cne-
my; the carnage must have been terri-
fic, for the leng breaches in their lines
showed where the squadrons of the ca-
valry bad passed, or the most destruc-
tivetideof theartillery hadsweptthrough
them. The speed of the flying columns
grew momentarily more ; the road be-
zame blocked up, too, by broken carria-
es and wounded : and, to add to their
discomfiture,a damaging fire now open-
od from the town upon the retreating
column, while the brigade of Guards
andthe 29th pressed hotly on their rear.

The scene was now beyond anything
maddening in its interest  From the
walls of Oporto the English infantry
poured forth in pursuit; while the river
was covered with boats, as they still
continued to cross over, The arullery

thundered from the Sierra, to protect the
landing, for it was even still contested
in places; and the cavairy, charging in
flank, swept the broken ranks, and bore
down upon their squares.

It was now, when the full-tide of vic-
tory ran highest in our favour, that we
were ordered to retire from the road.—
Column afier column passed before us,
unmolested and unassailed ; and not
even a cannon-shot arrested their steps.

Some unaccountable timidity of our
leader directed this movement: and
while before our very eyes the gallant
infantry were charging the retiring co-
Itmns, we remained still and inactive.

How little did the sensc of praise we
bad already won repay us for theshame
and indignation we experienced at this
moment, as with burning cheek and
compressed lip we watched the retreat-
ing fil.s. “What can hemean?” “Js
there not some mistake?’ « Are we
never to charge? were the muttered
questions around, as a staff’ officer gal-
loped up with the order to take ground
still faercr back,and nearer to the river.

The word was scarcely spoken, when
a young officer, in the uniform of a
aeneral, dashed impetuously up; he
held his plumed cap high above his
head, as he called out, “14th, follow
me! Left face—wheel—charge!”

Se, with the word, we were upon
them. The French rear-guard wasat
this moment at the naxrowest part of the
road, which opened by a bridge upon a
large open space, so that, forming with
a narrow front, and favoured by a decli-
vity in the ground, we actually rode
them down.  Twice the: French form-
ed, and twice were they broken. Mean-
whilg, the carnage wasdreadful on both
sides; our fellows dashing madly for-
ward where the ranks were thickest,
the enemy resisting with the stubborn
courage of men fighting men for their
last spot of ground. So impetuous was
the charge of our squadrons, that we
stopped not, till picrcing the dense co-
Tumns of the retreating mass, we reach-
od the open ground beyond.  Here we
wheeled, and prepared once more to
meot them ; when suddenly some squa-



