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PREFACE

Tar singular privilege has fallen to my lot of being so familiar,
through birth and residence, with localities, objects and writings
associated with the subject of this memoir that I can scarcely
recall a time when the man has not been an intimate—when I did
not feel I knew this tall, battle-worn young soldier far better than
many whose forms moved about me and with whom I spoke in the
flesh.

I have sought as far as possible to let the letters tell the story
of his life, though I am fully conscious of the responsibility I incur
in giving Wolfe’s letters to the world thus unabridged ; for, in
truth, they offer a much more intimate glimpse into this world-
hero’s character (and into the domestic and official life of his day)
than any yet offered, and in so far may expose him to the
misapprehensions and the censure of minds little accustomed to
appraise genius. Littera scripta manet. How many shadowy
saints have emerged from the ordeal of publicity as certain
sinners? No man is at his best in dressing-gown and slippers,
and martial heroes are seldom heroic and often not very martial
in the intimacy of the family relation. Scores of these letters of
Wolfe's are effusions prompted by the filial duty of a self-educating

youth dealing with family and personal topics, and are by no means
to be taken as reflecting or illustrating his rarer and public
qualities.

But there are others even amongst his letters to his parents of
a different character, letters evincing sound sense, the process of
his severe self-discipline, a clear insight into human nature. In
the epistles to his friend Rickson and notably in the one to Thomas
Townshend, there is further testimony to the truth of Napier’s
dictum that no example can be shown in our military history of a

great general who was not also a well-read man.
vii




PREFACE

Taking the letters as they stand, making all allowances for
the careless phrasing of some and the obsolete interest of others,
with what feelings do we arise from their perusal? We are con-
vinced, if ever we needed conviction, that the hand that penned
them was of astonishing precocity and power—that this singular
youth was to war what the younger Pitt was to politics or John

viii

Keats to letters ; we are convinced that through all his vagaries, and
there were many, through all his foibles, his passionate dissatis-
faction, his impatience of fools, there shines inextinguishably the
lamp of genius. Scan the muster of the martial heroes of England,
and where will you match such ardour of soul, such purity of
patriotism, such zeal for arms, such contempt for danger, such
devotion to duty? Perhaps in Nelson, in Gordon, in John
Nicholson ; and it is amongst such names as these at the head of
the scroll that the name of Wolfe must be for ever inscribed.

This book I may call the natural fruit of a long sentimental
relationship. When as a child, born in the province which his
victory assured to us of British blood, I strayed about the spot
where Wolfe's valiant spirit escaped from his frail body, I little
dreamt that my destiny would lead me to make a home in my
hero’s native village on the other side of the rolling seas—nay, in
the very house which of old resounded to his boyish laughter.

It was pleasant to me to reflect as I transcribed many of these
letters at Squerryes Court that I had stood on the rolling meadow
where once stood Louisbourg (where, in a flock of peacefully reposing
sheep, I could almost have fancied I beheld the army of my keen-
eyed brigadier asleep) ; that the paths he trod in the course of his
regimental service in this kingdom from Banff to Exeter, from
Bristol to Dover, I also have trod ; that I sought out his quarters
in Paris and Ghent and Ostend because they were his.

Brief as it is, Mr. Bradley’s monograph upon Wolfe deserves
always to be read for the fluent charm of his narrative. To
Wolfe’s first biographer, Robert Wright, I pay a deserved tribute,
and by reason of his labours owe to him many notes of interest.
Within the past half-century a great fund of Wolfiana has come
to light, and about the final catastrophe on the Plains of Abraham
a whole literature clusters. I have availed myself of all the more
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recent works in my endeavour to clarify the account of the
Quebec campaign, especially those of Mr. Doughty (the Dominion
Archivist), Mr. Julian Corbett, General C. V. F, Townshend, and
Colonel William Wood.

But it is on the unpublished letters of Wolfe himself that I
chiefly rely in making my appeal to the public with the present
volume, although I am aware that, to many, the portraits and
numerous illustrations I have collected and now offer for the first
time may vie with the text in interest and value.

Quebec House, Westerham,
June 15, 1909.
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I
EARLY KENTISH DAYS

In the unusually warm summer of 1726, rumour, after in-
dustriously speeding through the Kentish lanes and by-ways,
brought the news by post to Mrs. Appleby of Streatham Hill
that a certain Colonel Wolfe of York was coming to take up his
residence in Westerham — “a middle-aged Collonel,” adds the
writer, “late married to a young and pretty Yorkshirewoman,
Miss Thompson.”!

One can readily picture the pleasing inrush of interest and
speculation on the part of the gentlefolk in the secluded little
Kentish town concerning the advent from the North of the
“middle-aged Collonel™ and his bride. Westerham in the last
year of the reign of his Majesty George I was in a state of
transition. Old families had died out; some few new ones had
come in, For centuries society in the place had revolved, as,
indeed, it does to-day, about Squerryes Court, and Squerryes had
been recently inherited by a petulant young Earl of Jersey who
got on ill with his neighbours and dependents, making, meanwhile,
little secret of his desire to sell the place to the highest bidder and
be quit of Squerryes and Westerham altogether.

Ere that same summer waned, Westerham, destined to be the
birthplace of the hero of these pages, saw the arrival of Lieutenant-
Colonel Edward Wolfe and his lady, and by autumn the pair were
settled in a picturesque, square-built, gabled house at the foot
of the hill, called “Spiers,” standing in two acres of meadow long
known as the “Parish Meade.”

Gallant soldier and new-made Benedick, the new tenant of
“Spiers " seemed destined (road-building and occasional visits to
his regiment apart) to a long period of unmilitary repose. The
pacific policy of the King’s minister, Sir Robert Walpole, dis-
couraged all hopes of active military employment, and doubtless
this reflection had decided him to embark at last upon matrimony.
Although more than ten years had elapsed since Lieutenant-

! Letter from Mrs. Mary Lewis to her sister, Mrs. Appleby, July 3, 1726.
B




2 LIFE AND LETTERS OF WOLFE

Colonel Wolfe’s last active engagement with General Wade,
chastising the refractory Highlanders in the rising of 1715, as his
son was destined to do in that of 1745, he could yet look back on
a busy and notable career.

Born in 1685, at York, this Edward Wolfe was the son of
Captain Edward Wolfe! and the grandson of Captain George
Woulfe. The family of the Wolfes, or Woulfes, emigrated from
Glamorganshire to Ireland in the fifteenth century in company
with many impoverished and adventurous English gentry, amongst
whom their kinsmen, the Seymours and the Goldsmiths, are
conspicuous,®

It seems clear that the Wolfes, before they emigrated to
Ireland, were of respectable stock. By the middle of the sixteenth
century they had acquired estates in Ireland and a settled position
in the western counties of Limerick and Clare, doubtless coming
to be, as has been truly observed of the English settlers beyond
“the pale,” “more Irish than the Irish.” It does not appear,
however, that at this period they had ever intermarried with any
of the native Celtic families, and it is doubtful if their illustrious
descendant had any Celtic blood in his veins.

In 1605 we find a James Woulfe one of the bailiffs of
Limerick, and eight years later the sheriff, George Woulfe, direct
ancestor of Edward Wolfe, was along with his fellow-sheriff and
the Mayor of Limerick summarily dismissed for refusing to take
the oath of supremacy to the “heretic” James I of England.®

! The mystery concerning General Wolfe's grandfather has been effect-
ually cleared up {ny M, Charles Dalton, editor of the British Army Lists. He
shows Edward Wolfe the elder to have been *“ turned out of the Irish army
by Tyrconnel for being a Protestant.” In 1689, William III appointed
Edward Wolfe captain in Sir George St. George's Regiment of Foot. He
served thirteen years in St. George's regiment and was wounded at Terra
Nova in 1695. His commission was renewed by Queen Anne in 1702, the
same year his son Edward’s first commission was signed.

¢ Sir Henry Seymour, of Wolfe Hall, who was tnighh-tl at the coronation
of his nephew, King Edward VI, married Barbara, daughter of Morgan Wolfe,
Esquire.

) I have adopted the genealogy given by Ferrar in his History of Limerick,
1787 ; but there are several omissions and discrepancies in his account.
Cromwell, writing from Ireland to the Speaker, December 19, 1749, reports
that ¢ Lieutenant-Colonel Wolfe (a person eminently faithful, godly and true
to you) is dead at Youghal.” The tradition is that this was Edward, the elder
brother of George and Franeis, who was early engaged in trade between
Limerick and Bristol and afterwards joined the Parliamentary Army. There
is a letter extant from Captain Edward Wolfe to Sir Thomas Barrington,
chief man in Essex on the Parliamentary side, in which this passage occurs :

“He did upbraid me, being a tradesman, concerning my profession. 1 told
i) ) 2]

ail




HIS GREAT-GRANDFATHER 3

A grandson of this contumacious sheriff, Francis Woulfe, joined
the priesthood and became head of the Irish order of Franciscan
friars, and, with his brother George, was destined to play a turbu-
lent and fatal part in the wars of the Commonwealth, When
the Duke of Ormond, eager on behalf of his royal master to
defend the city of Limerick against the onset of Cromwell’s army,
arrived in February 1650, he issued a proclamation to the inhabi-
tants calling upon them to co-operate with his troops and permit
the introduction of a military garrison. Within the gates was a
priestly faction inimical to the Duke, led by Friar Francis, who
contemptuously rejected all the ducal overtures, As the danger grew
imminent, Ormond’s friends amongst bishops, nobility and gentry
induced the people to consent to the quartering of a garrison just
outside the walls of Limerick, but the Duke’s hope of actually
entering the city was frustrated by the friar, his brother George,
and their faction, the keys being forcibly taken from the sheriff.
Within the gates the well-meaning and zealous Ormond was
openly defied as an enemy to his country. Wiser counsels ulti-
mately prevailed, but the Duke, sick of the business, cut the nego-
tiations short by saying he had no mind to venture within a place
“ where the will of a Franciscan monk was set above ecclesiastical
and civil authority.” Limerick might go its ways to its doom.
Ormond departed to France,

Duly the redoubtable Ireton laid successful siege to the city.
In vain Friar Francis and his brother, Captain George Woulfe,
urged the populace to protracted resistance : the accepted terms of
capitulation secured the lives and goods of all but the fire-brands,
the disaffected ones “who had opposed and restrained the deluded
people from accepting the conditions so often offered to them.”
Amongst the twenty proscribed traitors were Friar Francis Woulfe
and his brother the Captain, great-grandfather of Wolfe of Quebec.
Another, it is not without interest to know, was the great-grand-
father of Edmund Burke. 8o the miserable, plague-stricken
garrison laid down their arms and evacuated the city, the citizens
standing by helplessly while the Roundhead troopers seized the
delinquents and executed summary punishment upon them.
Father Francis met his death doggedly, but the Captain, his
brother, somehow escaped, slipping through Ireton’s fingers and

him, though a tradesman, I could show my coat.” Again, October 21, 1648,
a draft order was issued for the payment of £100 to Captain Edward Wolfe.
(House of Lords Calendar), Ilist. MS. Comm. : Barrington Papers.

B2




4 LIFE AND LETTERS OF WOLFE

sailing across the Channel to England. Nor did fortune there
desert him; he settled in Yorkshire, married, and adopted the
Reformed faith. Thereafter the superfluous “u” is erased from
his name, as it was from the Gouldsmiths. Of Captain George’s
son, Edward, we know little. It is believed that he obtained a
lucrative appointment in King William’s service in Ireland, married,
and had several children, of whom Edward Wolfe, father of the
future hero, was the eldest.

In the first year of the reign of Queen Anne, when he was only
sixteen, Edward was appointed second lieutenant of Marines, then
commanded by Viscount Shannon. In 1705 his commission (still
carefully preserved at Squerryes Court), shows him to have been
made captain in Sir Richard Temple’s regiment of foot. Three
years later, when but twenty-three, we find him serving as
Brigade-major with Marlborough in Flanders. A quiet, capable
man, rather than a dashing, valiant one, in whom everybody,
from commander to subaltern, scems to have had complete confi-
dence. He continued to serve abroad with Marlborough until the
peace of Utrecht, and, as already noted, accompanied Wade through
Scotland during the Highland rising of 1715. Here his tact and
military knowledge, rather than any influence he could command,
bore fruit in a lieutenant-coloneley a couple of years later, and
with this rise, rapid in those days, when lieutenants of fifty and
even sixty were common enough, Edward Wolfe had to be content
for the next twenty years. One of his brothers, Walter, having
also joined the army, was serving in Ireland as a lieutenant, and
there, a bachelor, he ultimately settled.! The Wolfes were a very
clannish race, as we shall see, and very tenacious of their Irish
connection both by blood and friendship.

The prospect of further military advancement seeming hopeless,
Edward visited his native Yorkshire, resolved to marry and found
a family. He was lucky in his matrimonial choice, which fell upon
Henrietta, daughter of Edward Thompson, Esquire, of Marsden
in Yorkshire, and, on the maternal side, of the ancient family of
Tindal of Brotherton, in the same county. Miss Thompson was,
at the time of her marriage to Lieutenant-Colonel Wolfe, in her
twenty-fourth year, some eighteen years her husband’s junior. A
tall brunette, with a complexion of great brilliancy, * you have,
through your whole time,” her son wrote to her a quarter of a
century later, “been a match for all the beauties, your contem-

! He entered the army in 1704 as ensign in the Earl of Orrery's
Regiment of Foot.

d
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WESTERHAM 5

poraries.” Making all allowance for filial partiality, Mrs. Wolfe
may be conceded to have been a handsome woman. One physiog-
nomical peculiarity she had—obscured, perhaps, by the fine colour-
ing and the bold chiselling of her other features—namely, a marked
recession of chin, which peculiarity she bequeathed to her eldest-
born as an inheritance which he then, and we now, seem destined
never to hear enough of.

Some weeks were spent at the Thompson town-house in York,
placed at the disposal of the newly-married couple. We do not
know all the reasons why they elected to reside in the south of the
kingdom. It is probable that a quiet country town was desired,
at a distance convenient both to London and Portsmouth, where
there was a likelihood of select, congenial society, and where it
would be possible to live inexpensively. Westerham, two-and-
twenty miles from the metropolis, fulfilled these conditions, and
became for many years the home of the Wolfes.

Two centuries have passed: Westerham has little changed.
Its main features are untouched by time; even its population
remains stationary. A single long street astride a narrow ridge
at the bottom of a valley, a street lined with quaint taverns and
many ancient houses, interrupted mid-way by a spacious green,
and flanked by a fourteenth-century church capped by a square
tower—these to-day strike the eye of the casual visitor. Pasture
and blossoming orchard gird it round about, and on the chain of
high hills, both north and south, flourishes much woodland wilder-
ness, thick growths of oak, beech and pine. At the extreme
western end of the town there lies, on the skirt of its wide
estate, the red-brick mansion of Squerreyes Court, bosomed in
stately trees, admired of the diarist, Evelyn. At the far other
end, but on no flattering eminence, is Quebec House, then called
Spiers, last house of all on the Maidstone road. It is a gabled
Tudor dwelling, dating in its oldest part from 1507, with panelled
hall, winding oak staircase and wide stone fire-places, over one of
which is carved the arms of that royal Henry, in whose reign
Columbus and the Cabots discovered America. In this house the
errant veteran, whose life had been spent in camps and barracks,
began to taste again the charms of home. His wife proved herself
a skilful housekeeper, and not slow to make friends amongst her
neighbours, the Lewises, the Prices, Mannings, and Allinghams.

The months wore on, but the walls of the ancient, gabled house
at the foot of the slope were not destined to echo to the first
imperious cry of its fair mistress’s first-born, who was afterwards
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to command armies. That signal glory was reserved for another
dwelling, a stone’s throw distant.

Away with his regiment was the Colonel, road-building may-
hap, in Surrey, having promised to rejoin his lady on Christmas
Eve, 1726. But the days were dark and lonely, and the Viears
wife, Mrs, Lewis, persuaded her neighbour to pass much of her
time with her, the Vicarage being hard by. Thus an engrossing
event, daily expected, happened, as such things sometimes happen
in defiance of the best-laid plans.  On the evening of what in our
reformed calendar we call January 2, 1727, but which was then
the eve of Christmas, was James Wolfe born into the world.!

“Claim to have scen Wolfe's birth,” says Mr. Gibson Thomp-
son, in his Wolfe-Land, *“ may well be relinquished by the gabled
mansion, for, apart from that, has not Thackeray immortalized it in
The Virginians #  He has drawn for us Colonel Lambert and Harry
Warrington, riding into Westerham in Wolfe’s manhood days,
their arrival at Quebec House, their welcome by their hosts—*“a
stately matron, an old soldier, whose recollections and services were
of five-and-forty years back, and the son of this gentleman and
lady, the Lieutenant-Colonel of Kingsley's regiment, that was then
stationed at Maidstone, whence the Colonel had come on a brief
visit to his parents.”?

By reason of the reformed calendar we can now twist history into
humouring our conceit : for was not January, in the old Saxon
calendar, named the Wolf-month? “In this moneth a mighty
Waulf was Y-comen,” saith the Aylesbury chronicler.

Beneath the Vicarage roof at Westerham the future warrior
remained for the space of three weeks, when he was baptized
(January 11, 0.8.) in the parish church of St. Mary, and brought
by Mrs. Wolfe herself to Spiers. Exactly a year later came
another son, baptized by the name of Edward, a family name on
both sides of the house of Wolfe.

How much later detail, copious and irrelevant, one would give
for knowledge of the first twelve years of James Wolfe's life! We

! General George Warde (the Younger), writing to the Rev. T, Streatfeild,
in 1822, declared ‘“ he slept constantly on the bed in which Wolfe was born.”
““This,” says Dr. Pollen, in his interesting little brochure on Wolfe, *“ could
only have descended to him as representative of Mrs. Wolfe's executor, i. e.
his uncle, the great General George. As the Vicarage was the home of
the Rev. George Lewis and his large family, it is not likely Mrs, Wolfe
furnished it ; so the bed alluded to must have formed part of the furniture
of Quebec House (Spiers), which we know was occupied by the Wolfes.”— Vide
will of Frances Ellison, once of Spiers,

2 Wolfe-Land, p. 33.
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1 HENRIETTA WOLFE V6

know that both he and his brother were delicate, sensitive lads,
needing and receiving the watchful care of their tall, dark-haired
mother, left much alone now, as is the common lot of a soldier’s
wife, To-day as one roams the ancient house,! peering into attics
and secret closets, hidden doorways in the wainscotting which once
led to mysterious compartments and convenient egresses, it is not
hard to (:()njurv up the kind of life the boys must have led at home,
| A housekeeper of the old-fashioned sort was Mrs, Wolfe,  She
had brought her husband but a slender jointure, and he had
only his scant savings and regimental pay to live upon. So the
strictest economy, consistent with gentility, was demanded. A
comprehensive cookery book, written in her own hand, and not
always careful as to spelling, for orthography was by no means a
needful feminine accomplishment in those days, is still to be read.
It is filled, too, with many elaborate potions for the sick and
ailing, according to contemporary medical science.  One—* A
good water for consumption "—deserves to be given here:

“Take a peck of green garden snails,” so runs the prescription,
“wash them in Bear (beer) put them in an oven and let them stay
till they've done crying; then with a knife and fork prick the
green from them, and beat the snail shells and all in a stone
mortar. Then take a quart of green carth-worms, slice them
through the middle and strow them with salt: then wash them
and beat them, the pot being first put into the still wit! two
handfulls of angelico, & quart of rosemary flowers, then the snails
and worms, the egrimony, bears feet, red dock roots, barbery
brake, bilbony, wormwood, of each two handfuls: one handful of
rue tumerick and one ounce of saffron, well dried and beaten.
Then power (pour) in three gallons of milk. Wait till morning,
then put in three ounces of cloves (well beaten), hartshorn, grated.
Keep the still covered all night. This done, stir it not. Distil
with a moderate fire. The patient must take two spoonfuls at a
time.”

Was the boy Wolfe the unhappy recipient of many doses of
this awe-inspiring mixture ? If so, one can readily understand his
diffidence in acknowledging any symptoms, pulmonary or other,
which would send Dame Wolfe flying to his attic chamber armed
with the terrible, malodorous phial and tablespoon !

! “Quebec House,” wrote Mr. A. G. Bradley in 1895, “ suggests infinite
possibilities for the hand of some reverent restorer.” Since this was written
the restoration has been admirably carried out at the instance of its owner,
Lieutenant-Colonel Warde, of Squerryes Court.

T —————
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The nurse of both boys in their infancy was a devoted young
woman, Betty Hooper, whom James never forgot to the close of
his life. Betty married and duly brought two sons into the world.
A time was to come when these sons were taken into Wolfe's
regiment, and as their Lieutenant-Colonel he wrote his mother,
“ My nurse’s sons are two of the finest soldiers in the camp.”

One seems to see the slender, alert, eager-faced children (one,
the elder, with the light-blue eyes and red hair of his father, the
other more resembling his mother), scampering through the house,
frolicking in the garden with the dogs, playing hide-and-seck in
the coach-house and stables (then new-built, it is said, by the
Colonel himself), fishing for minnows in the adjoining brook or
sailing a miniature fleet of ships upon its waters. Again, seated
in the hall, they are receiving such instruction at their mother's
knee as she could bestow ; or, else, foregathered in the evening
about the great fire-place listening, open-eyed and open-mouthed,
to the stout, grim Colonel, their sire, while he tells them stories
of his campaigns with Marlborough and Prince Eugene. It may
be that the martial ardour of both these lads was fired and
that they drank in battle-lore with their alphabet. Yet, truth to
tell, in their childish years the career of a soldier was far from
gay and full of laborious routine from which appeared no hope
of escape for years to come. A momentary hope of fighting
gleamed above the horizon when George I died—in the very year
of James’s birth—but this had flickered out and Walpole was
still at the helm, as strong or stronger under George II than
under his royal predecessor. There came a new military road to
be built from their house southward to Edenbridge, and the Wolfe
family had their father at home steadily for a couple of years, for
this was the kind of work his regiment was thought fit to do, itself
hardly a phase of military life likely to appeal to a couple of
high-spirited boys.

To a school in Westerham, kept by a pedagogue named
Li wrence, the Wolfe boys, in common with other gentlemen’s
sons, were duly sent. The school-house did not long survive,
but the bell with which old Lawrence used to announce the
approach of lesson hours is still intact and sonorous. Of traditions
of James Wolfe’s school-days none endure. We know, however,
that here at Westerham he formed one boyish friendship which
was to last through his life, weaving the bonds of that hereditary
connection with his fame which still subsists and of which the
local Lords of the Manor are with reason proud.

f
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Some five years had the Wolfes been at Spiers when another
newcomer purchased Squerryes Court from the third Earl of
Jersey.  This was John Warde, a widower, eldest son of Sir John
Warde, who had been Lord Mayor of London in Queen Annes
time, and nephew of another Lord Mayor, Sir Patience Warde, of
Puritan times, John Warde had married a sister of the beautiful
Countess of Buckinghamshire and of the equally fair Countess of
Effingham, and on her death he wished to retire to the country to
bring up his several children. The eldest and heir had seen ten
summers when the Wardes came to Westerham, but the second
son, George Warde, was just a year older than James Wolfe, A
friendship ripened between the Wolfe and Warde families, the
widower being no doubt very glad of the advice of such a pleasant,
sensible woman as the Colonel’s lady, in the upbringing of his little
flock. Famous became the intimacy of the two lads, George
Warde and James Wolfe. At an early age each disclosed his
secret military ambitions, despite parental wishes otherwise,
Together they roamed the Kentish countryside on horseback
or with their dogs: fought mimic battles, solved problems in
strategy and participated in deadly ambushes. The tastes of
idward, the scholar of the family, were supposed to run more
upon books than upon battles. A sweet-tempered lad, ever
looking up to his elder brother, and miserable when they were
separated. Nature had not given him James’s ardent disposition,
but when the time came he was resolute, in spite of his mother’s
tears, to follow where he led. He made a sterling young soldier
and died, as we shall see, a miserable death in a foreign land.
Of his friend George, writing years afterwards, when both were
grown men, James tells his mother :

“ George Warde paid me a visit of four days. I could not
help being astonished at the strength of his understanding, which
I never discovered so fully before. To that he has added a just
and upright way of thinking, very uncommon, and the strictest
morals of any young man amongst my acquaintance. This last
won't surprise you, for he was never reckoned vicious. He is
extremely indifferent to preferment and high employment in the
army—partly from his defect of speech, but principally from an
casiness, or rather indolence of temper, that makes him unfit to
bear a heavy part in life.”

James may have correctly gauged his friend’s character at that
time, or he may have underestimated his fellow soldier’s qualities.
Anyhow, we shall see this same indolent George becoming, afte

.
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Wolfe's death, fired with a new spirit and rising to be a lieutenant-
general, commander of the forces in Ireland, and the best cavalry
officer of his day.

Walpole and the era of peace under George IT were now to be
rudely shaken. With the death of Queen Caroline, which occurred
in 1737, the powerful influence which had supported the pacific
minister in his restraint upon the monarch, suddenly ceased.
Affairs were approaching a parlous state on the Continent, and
the Elector of Hanover (who happened to be King of England)
wanted to lend a hand. A more vigorous foreign policy was
inevitable, and in military circles the chances for and against war
were discussed with ardour. Our Licutenant-Colonel began to
look forward to employment and promotion; it was decided to
move nearer London and the Court, for the stout old soldier was
a favourite with the King and the King’s Policy, and cordially
detested Walpole. Migration was otherwise advisable in that
James and Edward might avail themselves of somewhat better
schooling. So it was, in the latter part of the year 1738, when
James was approaching his twelfth birthday, Westerham was
reluctantly given up for Greenwich. The Rev. Samuel F. Swinden,
a very estimable scholar and amiable man had lately set up a
school at Greenwich, to which a number of naval and military
officers had sent or had promised to send their sons, and to
Swinden’s care in 1739 James and Edward Wolfe were entrusted.
It probably required no great degree of acumen on the part of the
new tutor to perceive that one, at least, of his new pupils was no
ordinary boy. He bestowed upon James infinite attention, taking
pains to win his personal regard. The friendship for master towards
pupil was reciprocated—it ripened into an intimacy which lasted
both their lives. Swinden’s prophecies of his pupil’s future great-
ness were not forgotten when all Britain rang with his fame, and
his sympathy and understanding made him then the chief confidant
and counsellor of a lonely mother, who hugged her sorrow un-
ceasingly at Bath and Blackheath,

Wolfe was indeed no ordinary boy, but even then one of the
most precocious geniuses that ever lived. From his tenderest years
he had resolved to be a soldier, just as the boy Pitt, a generation
or two later, resolved to be a statesman, or Chatterton to be a poet.
Everything which could conduce to that end was to be cultivated,
everything which might hinder it—even games and pleasures—was
to be swept ruthlessly aside. It is almost amusing, if it were not
so pathetic, to note how habitually he stifles his feelings; how
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through his boyhood and youth he is determined to play the grown
man and the stoic, in spite of a feeble frame and delicate con-
stitution, pushing aside obstacles and making light of difficulties,
dreaming of glory from the very first, yet resolved that such glory
should be no haphazard thing but paid for by hard work. Pro-
fessional efficiency was, as we shall see, his goal, and this ideal of
professional efficiency he partially derived from his father. Let us
do the plodding old soldier justice ; he was a thorough master of
the details of his profession, and those in power knew it.

When Wolfe left his native town, child as he was in years,
his character was in all essential respects formed. Decided
certainly was his choice of a future carcer. He was to return to
Westerham again and again as boy and man, for besides his bosom
friend, George Warde, there were other friends, and was there not
at Squerryes an attractive sister of George's whom he admired ?
We may leave him, therefore, installed at his desk in Mr. Swinden’s
school at Greenwich, poring over Latin grammar and Euclid, at
which performance his brother Edward, in spite of his year’s
juniority, made far better progress (James’s mental culture was to
come later on), to glance at affairs in the world outside which were
to have a very decisive bearing on his career.

The overbearing dealings of Spain towards British commerce
overseas were inflaming the nation. It was alleged that British
merchandise was being virtually shut out of the Spanish colonies,
A secret compact was generally suspected between Spain and
France, in virtue of which the latter was supporting Spain in her
anti-English policy. Walpole was at last powerless to resist
the clamour. On October 80, 1739, England flung down the
gauntlet, and amidst the pealing of bells and blazing of bonfires,
war was decreed against the detested Spaniards. In vain did the
old Whigs raise their voices warning their countrymen that this
fateful decree bade fair to light a general conflagration throughout
Europe which years might not extinguish. Turbulent, sick of
peace, distressed by bad harvests, the nation was in no mood to
listen to such croakings. Four months later came tidings of
Admiral Vernon’s victory at Porto Bello, and England indulged in
all the absurdities of joy. Ballads were bawled in the streets,
banners were waved, illuminations and vinous carousings were the
order of the day and night. Flushed with this triumph, the nation
demanded the total destruction of Spanish power in the Western
hemisphere. An expedition under Commodore Anson was got
under way to ravage the coasts, while a great fleet foregathered at
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Spithead, wherewith to reinforce ;the heror Vernon in the West
Indies and the Spanish Main. Nor was this all. Ten thousand
troops assembled in the Isle of Wight, under Lord Cathcart, with
orders to encompass as soon as possible the destruction of distant
Cartagena. Colonel Wolfe's employment came at last. A com-
petent Adjutant-General was wanted, and in July 1740 the
Colonel was instructed to proceed in this capacity to. the Isle
of Wight camp.
Of what worth were the Reverend Mr. Swinden’s grammars,
atlases, manuals, and copy-books, at this juncture? For weeks
James had been in a fever of excitement. He had heard the
sonance of drums and the fanfarade of trumpets in his ears, music
sweet enough to drown the sound of class recitations, and in mid-
Thames he had seen sights to blur the characters of arithmetic and
| algebra from his eager eyes. His father’s appointment as Adjutant-
f General decided him; the soul of the lean and lanky lad longed
to be in the thick of the fray. He stated the case earnestly: as
he meant to be a soldier, why not begin now ? In short, would his
father take him with him? He would go as a volunteer—as a
([ member of the Adjutant-General's household. His naive repre-
sentations did not fall on deaf ears, for, indeed, the veteran knew
the stuff the boy was made of, and secretly indulged his military
precocity. Far otherwise was it with Mrs, Wolfe. What she had
| long dreaded was come to pass. She knew she could not prevent
her eldest-born from finally embracing the profession of arms, but
was it not madness that a child of his years and constitution should
be exposed to the dangers and hardships of foreign service ?
He was only thirteen-and-a-half, at an age when most boys are
making their first acquaintance with the forms, dormitories, and

! playgrounds of a public school. But maternal tears and entreaties
. were in vain, the good-humoured Colonel would not recede from
i his promise. And so, on a hot July day, father and son took

their places in the Portsmouth coach, the boy’s heart beating high
with the prospect of glory and adventure.




II

FIRST CAMPAIGNING IN FLANDERS

For a week after his arrival in the Isle of Wight, our young
volunteer had his fill of martial sights and sounds. In the first
flush of military activity domestic thoughts and the softer emotions
were banished. Poor anxious Mrs, Wolfe had written ere the sun
went down on their parting, and he had carried her letter in his
pocket some days ere he sat down to indite the following
boyish composition, perhaps the first he had ever addressed his
mother—

To wis MorHER.
Newport, Isle of Wight,
August Gth, 1740,

I received my dearest Mamma's letter on Monday last, but
could not answer it then, by reason I was at camp to see the
regiments off to go on board, and was too late for the post ; but
am very sorry, dear Mamma, that you doubt my love, which I'm
sure is as sincere as ever any son’s was to his mother.

Papa and I are just going on board, but I believe shall not
sail this fortnight ; in which time, if I can get ashore at Ports-
mouth or any other town, I will certainly write to you, and
when we are gone by every ship I meet, because I know it is my
duty. Besides, if it is not I would do it out of iove, with
pleasure,

I am sorry to hear that your head is so bad, which I fear, is
caused by your being so melancholy ; but pray, dear Mamma, if
you love me, don't give yourself up to fears for us. I hope, if
it please God, we shall soon see one another, which will be the
happiest day that ever I shall see. I will, as sure as I live, if it
is possible for me, let you know everything that has happened,
by every ship; therefore pray, dearest Mamma, don’t doubt
about it. I am in a very good state of health, and am likely to
continue so. Pray my love to my brother. Pray my service to
Mr, Streton and his family, to Mr. and Mrs. Weston, and to

13
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George Warde when you see him ; and pray believe me to be,
my dearest Mamma,
Your most dutiful, loving, and affectionate Son,
J. Worrk.

P.S.—Harry ! gives his love to Margaret, and is very careful
of me. Pray my service to Will and the rest. Papa bids me
tell you that Mr. Paterson will give Mr. Masterton two hundred
pounds more.

To Mrs. Wovre, at her House in Greenwich, Kent.

The boy-volunteer’s confidence in his health was ill justified.
The rough-and-ready life on board ship soon brought out his weak
points. Colonel Wolfe must have noted the growing pallor of his
son’s cheek as the weeks wore on, delay succeeding delay in the
Solent and far Carthagena as far off as ever. It was November
before the fleet carrying Lord Catheart’s troops sailed. By that
time James was so pitifully ill that the father had no alternative
but to put the precocious volunteer on shore at Portsmouth,
with instructions for him to be carried home forthwith. Lucky
it was that James did not accompany the Carthagena expe-
dition. He could hardly have survived. Thousands, including
Lord Cathcart himself, perished of fever. A more disastrous
expedition probably never sailed from English shores. But it is
not necessary to advert here to the gross mismanagement, the
bickerings between the naval and military heads, the sufferings of
soldiers and sailors, which have all been set forth by Smollett in
the pages of Roderick Random. Weneed not dwell on the terrible
business except to say that for two years it deprived the Wolfe
family of its head, and that the experiences the old soldier then
underwent in the tropics were never effaced from his memory, and
left their mark even on his rugged constitution. To him the
moral was, as he told his son years later, never to have anything
to do with joint expeditions. But even he would have been open
to conviction that it was all a question of personal character and
administration. And James Wolfe was destined to show the world
what joint expeditions might become, and himself go down to
future generations as “the greatest master of amphibious warfare
the world has ever seen since Drake took the art from its swaddling
clothes,” *

! Streton. The Stretons were long neighbours and intimate friends of

the Wolfes at Greenwich.
4 Corbett : England in the Seven Years' War.
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Humiliating enough must have been the boy's return into
Greenwich.  After all his hopes of immediate military service
(and his school-fellows would not have been human if they had not
rallied him on his foiled ambition), to go back to the daily hum-
drum contemplation of desks, books, slates and ferulas! But he
made the best of it, probably aware that he would be none the
worse for a little more book-learning. He resolved, moreover, to
train his weak body in all manner of uscful exercises. With his
neighbours and school-fellows, whose names figure so frequently in
his after-correspondence, he was popular enough. Such a dashing,
ardent spirit could hardly fail to be popular. One notes amongst
them the names of the Stretons, the Pooles, Bretts, Masons, Cades,
Hookers and Allens. Later on, the treasurer of Greenwich Hospital
sent his little son, Jack Jervis, to the same school. The Jervises
were close friends with the Wolfes. Long cre his day of renown as
Admiral, Earl St. Vincent was proud to be the custodian of a sacred
trust reposed in him by one of his earliest Greenwich friends, as we
shall see in the conclusion of this history.

Although he went back doggedly to his lessons, James warned
his mother that he had not relinquished his design of entering the
army as soon as any opportunity came. He had written his father,
importuning him to exert his influence. The squire of Squerryes
also bestirred himself, his own son’s military ambitions being now
disclosed. There were frequent visits to Westerham, where James
Wolfe was always welcome. The fateful moment in the boy's
life came at last. 'To the south of Squerryes Court, not far from
the mansion, is a large, circular brick pigeon-house. It was the
custom of the two friends to frequent this spot for fencing,
pistol-shooting, and other pastimes. A few days before James's
fifteenth birthday, the school at Greenwich having broken up for
the Christmas holidays, James had ridden over to Westerham for
a few days under his friend’s roof. One morning the sound of the
post-horn was heard at the gates, and a few moments later the
squire himself was seen approaching along the gravelled path, in
his hand a large official packet * On His Majesty’s service.” The
lads ran to meet him.  The packet was addressed to * James Wolfe,
lsq.”  Quickly the boy tore open seal and envelope, disclosing a
commission signed by King George II, and countersigned by Lord
Harrington, appointing him second lieutenant in his father’s
regiment of marines, It was dated, “St. James’s, November 3rd,
1741."  There had been a delay in forwarding it, probably inten-
tional. One can sce the two—Damon and Pythias—locked in an
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embrace, and the honest squire shaking his guest’s hand, roundly
congratulating him on the commencement of a career. Beneath
the tall trees on the spot where this pleasing incident, so fraught
with possibilities, occurred, the heir of the estate raised long
afterwards a pedestal, crowned by an ornamental urn.  The visitor
to-day may read thereon the following lines—
“Here first was Wolfe with martial ardour fired,

Here first with glory’s brightest flame inspired ;

This spot so sacred will for ever claim

A proud alliance with its hero’s name.”

One might observe that the phrase,  Here first was Wolfe with
martial ardour fired,” has no exact reference to the incident just
described ; for, as George Warde well knew, martial ardour had
for many years been a characteristic of his friend.

The joy of the youthful officer was tempered by some dis-
appointment. The Marines, a corps which three-quarters of a
century before had grown out of “The Maritime Regiment of the
Lord High Admiral of England,” was hardly a body for which
such a bad sailor as James Wolfe was fitted. But a beginning
had to be made somewhere; it was his father’s old corps, and
probably where his influence lay strongest. Mrs. Wolfe was ready
to move heaven and earth to rescue her son from the terrors
of such a service; and James himself soon recognized that as
his father’s regiment was 5000 miles away there was no immediate
chance of military activity. Fighting was what he wanted—fighting
at sea if it could not be on shore. All around him the air was
charged with war. Armaments for Continental service were in
preparation. The neighbourhood of Greenwich was already astir
with horses, artillery and red-coats. Eagerly, therefore, he embraced
the first opportunity that came to exchange into the line; on
March 25, 1742, the King signed a commission creating his
impetuous young subject ensign in the Twelfth, then known as
Colonel Duroure’s regiment of Foot. The business of signing
military commissions had become somewhat perfunctory of late,
but did not His Majesty make some remark upon this * hiipfend
filllen ™ of the adjutant-general’s who only four months before he
had sent to join the Marines? “Much too young,” was doubtless
his comment then, as it was fifteen years later when he was asked
to sign Wolfe's commission as a colonel. Yet the “colt” had
qualities rare enough amongst young officers in those days; with
a lust for fighting, he combined extraordinary aptitude and a desire
to excel. Although a child, he realized that war was a science and
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to be taken seriously. And with such seriousness did he set about
his duties as to attract the attention of his superiors almost from
the moment of his entrance into the army.

A Continental war in which England should participate had
been for some time brewing. In October 1740, when Wolfe was
being sent home sick from the Solent, news had reached England
of the death of the Emperor Charles VI. Thereupon his daughter
Maria Theresa’s title to his estates was disputed by the Elector of
Bavaria, the Pragmatic Sanction flouted by the chief powers of
Europe, and her dominions insolently invaded by an able and
ambitious prince who had lately succeeded to the Prussian throne.
The first result of Frederick’s victories in Silesia was to betray
the weakness of the Austrian monarchy and to encourage other
nations to share in the spoils. But there were those who regarded
with a chivalrous interest the young Queen of Hungary and were
ready to support her claims, and amongst such Great Britain
soon took a first place. Albeit, in vain Walpole tried to act
as intermediary between Maria Theresa and Frederick, in vain
the aged Cardinal Fleury strove to prevent France from support-
ing the Elector’s claims with arms. By the summer of 1741
the unhappy Queen had been compelled to flee from Vienna, then
besieged by the Elector's forces, and to take refuge in Hungary.
There, amongst the faithful Hungarians, who hailed her not as
Queen, but as King, she learnt that her rival had been chosen
and crowned Emperor under the title of Charles VII. About
the same time a large French army was in the field a Spanish
armament was sailing from Barcelona to attack the Austrian-
Italian domains.

Such was the situation. Throughout Great Britain all this,
taken together with the Cartagena and Cuba failures and the
King’s private negotiation of a treaty of neutrality as regarded
Hanover, occasioned a ferment of excitement. The odium, the
guilt of all was hurled at the unpopular minister, and “ Down with
Walpole ™ became a cry too powerful to be resisted. In February
1742, Walpole resigned. A new Parliament and administration,
headed by Cartaret, resolved on vigorous measures to support the
Queen of Hungary, and the Pragmatic Sanction which justified her
title became a popular toast throughout the country in circles
which would have been puzzled indeed to render a definition of
that famous pact. The Commons voted Maria Theresa a £500,000
subsidy ; and more than five millions were granted to prosecute
the war. In the very week of Wolfe's commission as ensign it was

c
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decided to send a British army of 17,000 men to Flanders as
auxiliaries to the Austrian forces. The command of this force
was given to Lord Stair, who, after twenty years of unemployment,
was made a field-marshal It was ordered to be assembled on
Blackheath, and on April 27 the King, accompanied by his
sons, the Prince of Wales and the Duke of Cumberland, came to
review the troops. Many years had passed since such a martial
array had been seen in England. Monster crowds poured from
the capital to witness the spectacle. Of cavalry there were three
troops of horse - guards, the “Blues,” and five regiments of
dragoons. There were thirteen regiments of infantry, who to the
music of fife and drum, marched and counter-marched before the
royal eye that day. Were there any in the vast throng of
spectators, apart from relations, friends and school-fellows, who
cast eye twice upon the slim, erect, bright-faced stripling who bore
aloft gaily the colours of the T'welfth Regiment of Foot ? Probably
none, for what oracle was there to say what this boy would
become ?  Fifteen years and four months had passed over his head,
that head whose red hair was already concealed by a powdered
wig; yet his stature was already that of a tall man.?

The sun shone and fife and drum wrought bravely as James
Wolfe marched along with his regiment to Deptford, where trans-
ports were lying in mid-stream ready to bear him away to Flanders,
that ancient cockpit of Europe. No wonder, after so long a peace,
there was a spirit of fervour amongst the troops and much eager
speculation as to the adventures which awaited them in foreign
parts. From the old veteran, his father, the young ensign had
long since learnt much of Flanders and the campaigns of Queen
Anne’s day, and knew something of the character of the country.
It was great news to him that his bosom friend, George Warde,
was also going out as cornet of dragoons. It was good to have an
old friend in foreign parts. Night drew in and the whole fleet was
in the Channel, the cliffs of the North Foreland receding before the
gaze of the young watcher in the stern. But the wind dropped
Jjust off the Nore, and, much to the young ensign’s disappointment,
there was a delay of some days before they could cross the Channel
to Ostend.® A very different place was Ostend in 1742 to the

1 Stair had with him Generals Heneywood, Cope, Ligonier, Hawley and
the Earl of Albemarle; Brigadier-Generals Cornwallis, Bragg, Pulteney,
Huske, Pousonby, Frampton, Lord Effingham and Lord Rothes.

* Wolfe eventually atlained the height of six feet three inches.

¢ Brigadier Frampton's Order-book contains the following, May 20, 1742—
““A return of each battalion be given in immediately in the following



-

MARCH TO GHENT 19

pleasant Belgian watering-place of to-day. It had not yet yielded
its commercial pretensions founded on its selection by Charles VI
as the emporium of the East India Company. That choice had
been revoked a dozen years previously, but much trade had been
brought to the port in consequence, and traders and mariners of all
nations were to be seen on the streets and quays, while on the
beach not a solitary mortal, Fleming or other, so eccentric as to
plunge into the high-rising surf for mere pleasure.

After a day’s halt at Ostend the troops marched to Bruges
between two serried lines of peasants who had turned out to see
the unaccustomed spectacle of British red-coats, The ancestors of
the modern Belgians were not a martial people; what patriotic
zeal they had once possessed had been largely crushed out by a
long period of foreign rule and by conditions discouraging any
deep sense of nationality. They were content to be the subjects of
Austria if that would ensure their peace and immunity from
military sacrifices. But the cause of the Queen of Hungary was
not calculated to awaken their enthusiasm, and the prospect of
having Maria Therasa’s British auxiliaries quartered upon them
was generally repugnant. In fact, the brief march to Ghent by
way of Bruges was sufficient to reveal to officers and men the
temper of the ignorant, priest-ridden inhabitants.

“They hate the English and we hate them,” wrote a captain
home, “and the Queen of Hungary holds them like a wolf by the
ears.” !

When Ensign Wolfe marched in at the close of a sultry June
day into the ancient town of Ghent, he had no idea of the plans
of his commander-in-chief or how long his sojourn there would be.*

form :—captains’ names, number of officers, sergeants, corporals, drums and
private men. No more than five women per company be permitted to
continue on board the transports. A commissioned officer on board each
transport to see the provisions delivered to the men and that there is no
waste made. The commanding officer of each transport is to take care that
neither officer nor soldier lie on shore.

““A sergeant, a corporal and twelve men of each transport to be as a
guard to keep things quiet and to place centrys on the officers’ baggage, and
to suffer no man to smoke between decks. To take care of the lights, and to
commit any man prisoner that is guilty of any disturbance, and that man
will be severely punished.

“The tattoo and Revallee not to be beat on board any cf the transports
unless a gun is fired by a man-of-war, or till further orders.

‘“The parole is King George.”—Townshend's Life of Marquess Townshend,

p b
! Gentleman's Magazine, 1742, p. 528.
* “The city of Ghent,” wrote one of the officers, * is very large ; I believe

nearly as large as the city of London (within the walls) but the inhabitants not
c2
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He could hardly have supposed that Lord Stair intended to remain
there for more than a few weeks, or that his battalion would not
shortly get a sight of the enemy. The first thing to be done was
to find quarters for the troops, which was not effected without
difficulty. Encamping the first two nights in the market-place
and open spaces of the town, by degrees they became quartered
upon the unwilling populace. ~ Affrays were of frequent occurrence.
A fortnight after their arrival young Wolfe could write home of a
bloody collision between citizens and soldiery which had most of the
ugly features of a pitched battle. Thus it happened : the com-
missariat not being of the best, the soldiers complained of a want
of meat. The Ghent butchers’ prices were inordinately high, and
the prime cuts displayed were doubtless a sore temptation. One
day a soldier took up a piece of meat in the market-place “to
smell if it was sweet,” he said, before buying it. The butcher,
suspecting him of thievery, slashed him across the face with his
knife. This was going very far, and one of the soldier’s companions
retorted by promptly running the butcher through the body.
Armed with knives and cleavers, the butchering fraternity flew
to avenge the impaled victim; nor these alone, for many of the
trading burghers joined in the fray. As fastas the red-coats came
up they were surrounded and cut down, until many bodies lay
weltering in the market-place. A small detachment of cavalry was
ordered out, and by this time the numerous mob was put to flight.
It was two hours before the tumult was quelled ; several burghers
had been slain. The soldiers were locked up in their barracks for
the remainder of the day, while the burgomaster summoned a
town meeting and at the behest of Lord Stair issued an edict that
“ whoever should offer the least affront to the subjects of the King
of Great Britain should be whipped, burnt in the back and turned
out of the town,” a sufficient accumulation of penalties to make the
burghers more careful in the future about outward exhibitions of
temper whatever animosity they might cherish in their hearts.
Wolfe got fairly comfortable lodgings at the beginning, and
found much in his new life and surroundings to entertain him. As
long as summer lasted the fortifications, the ancient buildings and

the twentieth part. The streets are very regular and well paved, having no
carts employed in trade and but few coaches to tear up the pavement. The
houses are very irregular and antique, bedizened with painl and whiting on
the outside, which makes the insides appear more shocking and dismal ; being
very large old-fashioned rooms, bare walls, and scarcely any furniture. The
churches are many and large, and very antique ; richly adorned, and con-
tain the chief wealth of the city.”—Gentleman’s Magazine, 1742, p. 528.
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BUYS A FLUTE 21

canals, the quaint, irregular streets were a fund of interest.! The
people, in their « greasy, ragged cloaks,” which were suspected of
serving for coat, waistcoat and breeches, and their wooden shoes,
offered as strong a contrast to the townsfolk of Westerham and
Greenwich as could well be imagined. He found amongst the
better class, however, some agreeable fellows with whom he could
air his as yet small stock of French. As the weeks of detention
in Ghent stretched into months, he began to grow a little lonely,
especially as George Warde, whom he had hoped to meet almost
immediately after his arrival, was for some time delayed with the
Horse-Guards,  His Colonel showed him every kindness, but there
was no one congenial of his age at mess with whom he could form
a real intimacy. As a means of diversion in the intervals of read-
ing, strolling and guard duties, he bought a flute and took lessons
upon it from a Belgian master. The theatre would shortly re-open,
and thus, if the regiment did not march, there was still a prospect
of relieving the tedium of inactivity. When George Warde
arrived and the two friends embraced, it seemed likely that a
speedy farewell to Ghent was imminent. To a letter from his
mother telling him that his father had returned from Cuba and
was appointed Inspector of Marines he replies—

To nis MoTHER.
Ghent, August 27th, 1742,

Dear Mapam,—I just got your kind letter by Captain
Merrydan; I'm very much obliged to you for it, and heartily
glad to hear you are all well.

I pity my uncle Tin? much. I think, by what I have heard
you say of Lim, he does not deserve such ill luck. I saw my
friend George Warde for the first time, though the Horse have
been here these two days, for I happened to be on guard wlen
they came; nor have I as yet seen Captain Merrydan, for my
Captain brought me the letters from him. I intend waiting on
him this afternoon.

I am vastly obliged to you for your good advice, and will
follow it as much as lies in my power, I assure you. I got a

! ““The fortifications are very strong,” we are told ; “as is the citadel,

articularly the gate called St. Peter’s, which opposed the Duke of
Marlborough’s army eight days, but was then forced to surrender. The
works of the siege [in which Wolfe's father had taken part] are yet remain-
ing. . . Our army here makes a gallant figure consisting of the flower of
England, brave fellows, fine horses, &e., and all ready for the field at the
first notice.”"—Gentleman’s Magazive, 1742, p. 528.

* Edward Tindal Thompson.
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letter from my father two days ago, by Captain Stanhope, which
I intend thanking him for next post; and then, perhaps, I shall
write to him from camp, for our colonel has desired us to have
everything ready against Monday next. I have just now done
packing up, and can be ready to march in two hours.

I wish my uncle Brad ! may be coming home as you heard, for
I know it would give you great pleasure to sec him. I am very
sorry my brother Ned complains of my not answering his letters ;
I think I have never missed any nor ever will.  Pray be so good
to give my kind love to him. My shirts are in very good order,
and, I hope, will last me a great while; but I fancy (by what
people say) not so long as we are in Flanders.

Pray my duty to my father, and love to cousin Goldsmith ;
and with best compliments to my good friends at Greenwich,
and hearty wishes for your healths, I must beg to remain

Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
Jaymes Worrk,

PS.—Cope’s Dragoons are expected here to-night. I often
play my flute, and am going to it now.

The “Cousin Goldsmith™ mentioned in the foregoing was
Wolfe's father’s sister’s son, Edward Goldsmith of Limerick, whose
own father was first cousin to the Reverend Charles Goldsmith,
the original of the Vicar of Wakefield and the progenitor of
the celebrated author, Oliver Goldsmith. At this time Oliver,
who used afterwards to say proudly, “I claim kinship with General
Wolfe, the conqueror of Quebec,” was an Irish school-boy of
thirteen.?

With George Warde at Ghent we may be sure that the time
did not pass unprofitably between the two friends. But Warde as
a cavalryman did not have the same incentives to strategical pro-
ficiency as the ensign who was already making a study of military
fortification as well as trying hard to master an adjutant’s duties.
He did not propose to remain an ensign longer than uncon-
trollable circumstances ordered him to be. Both lads took pleasure
in the play, seeing all the new French productions as well as the
classical ones well acted by French companies. An excellent opera

! Lieutenant-Colonel Bradwardine Thompson.

? A reference to Reynolds’s famous profile portrait of Oliver Goldsmith at
the National Portrait Gallery reveals a curious re emblance in facial peculiari-

ties to those of James Wolfe, suggesting that the Wolfe chin was a paternal
as well as a maternal inheritance.
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house had been erected at Ghent only a few years before. His
mother having written that one of her letters had miscarried and
that she would only write in future when she could entrust her
epistle to safe hands, James, in his next rallies her, as if her
resolution had been inspived by economy—

To wis MorHER,
Ghent, September 12th, 1742,

Dear Mavam,—I got yours two days ago by Captain Guy.
I'm heartily sorry to hear that the pleasure of hearing from you
is now at an end. I fancy the expense is not so great as you
imagine! I'm told by several gentlemen that “tis no more than
sixpence, and that, once a month, wouldn’t hurt your pocket. I
answered the packet you was so good to send me by Captain
Merrydan ; I dined with him yesterday, and think he seems to
be a very good sort of man.

I'm glad you've got a house.! Long may you live to enjoy
the blessings of a good and warm one !—a thing not easily found
in this town, but that we young ones don’t mind.

You desire o know how I live. T assure you, as to eating,
rather to well, considering what we may come to. For drink I
don’t care much; but there is very good rum and brandy in
this place, and cheap, if we have a mind to take a little sneaker
now and then at night just to warm us. The weather begins
now to grow coldish : we have had rain for the last two weeks,
and the people say tis likely to continue till the frost comes
in. I have not begun with fire yet, neither do I intend till
I know where we shall encamp.

This place is full of officers, and we never want company. 1
go to the play once or twice a week, and talk a little with the
ladies, who are very civil, and speak French.

I'm glad to hear with all my heart that my brother is better,
He says he goes to the cold bath and that does him good. Pray
my love to him. I hope my father is well, and keeps his health ;
be so good as to give my duty to him, and to my Aunt Allanson
if she is with you, and believe me,

Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
J. Worre,

I see my friend George often; he has just left me, and
desires his compliments.

! The Wolfes about this time took a town house in Burlington Gardens,
the Cartagena affair having proved profitable to the Adjutant-General.
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Winter drew in ; fainter grew the hope of marching from Ghent.
The time-honoured institution of “ winter quarters™ was too
generally respected in those days (the boy must have conned well
that line in Livy about winter being a season “quae omnium
bellorum terri marique sit quies™) for Lord Stair to dream of
impugning it. As he lay still, after a good deal of fighting in
BRohemia, Marshal Belleisle retreated from Prague, and the other
French generals, Maillebois and de Broglie, took up winter quarters
in Bavaria. If Hanover were to be attacked by the French (and
it was for this purpose the British army, reinforced by 16,000
Hanoverians in British pay, was in Flanders), it would not be
before spring. Meantime, there was a prospect that the Wolfes
would furnish still another soldier to the army. Edward, now
fifteen, was eager to join his brother,

To wis MoTHER.
Ghent, December 17th, 1742.

Dear Mapam,—I should have answered your letter when I
wrotc last to my father, had not the business I was forced to
write about prevented me. I was heartily sorry you got your
new house with a cold. I hope it has left you, and you enjoy
perfect health, without which there can be no happiness to you,
nor consequently to me. My brother is much to be commended
for the pains he takes to improve himself. I hope to see him
soon in Flanders, when, in all probability, before next year is
over, we may know something of our trade. Some people
imagine we shall return to England in the Spring, but I think
that’s not much to be relied on ; however, I'm no judge of these
things.

There is a talk that some of the regiments of Foot will
march to garrison two or three towns (the Austrian: have
quitted to go and join the army in Bohemia); they are about
four-score or a hundred miles from hence. Their names are
Mons, Charleroy, and another I don’t know; but it is not
certain,

We have had extreme hard frost for about a fortnight,
so that all the rivers and canals, whereof there are great
plenty about the town, are frozen, so that no boats can go,
nor any commerce be carried on by water. There was a little
thaw last night, so that we are in some hopes of its going
away.

I shall not miss writing to you every fortnight as you desire.

T bk > i et -
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Be so good to give my duty to my father, uncles and aunts, and
love to my brother.

Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
J. Worre,

Mr. Warde desires his compliments ; mine to the family, if
you please. I hope Miss is well.!

By the time the British army under Lord Stair quitted Ghent
early in February 1743, James was joined by his brother, who had
succeeded in gaining an ensigncy in the same regiment. They
had a terrible march before them, these two delicate lads, before
Duroure’s and the division of which it formed a part could reach
the Rhine—bad roads, bad weather, bad food and bad water—and
Edward was of even more tender make than his elder brother. At

St. Trond they halted long enough for him to pen the following
to his mother :

To nis MorHER.
St. Tron, in the Bishoprie of Liége,
February 12th, 1743.

Drar Mavam,—I got your letter of the 23rd of last
month, at Ghent, and should have answered it, as I told my
father I intended, at Brussels, but was very much fatigued and
out of order, so deferred it till now.

This is our fifth day’s march; we have had very bad weather
all the way. I have found out by experience that my strength
is not so great as I imagined ; but, however, I have held out
pretty well as et. To-morrow is a very bad road to Tongres,
so if T can I will hire a horse at this place, and march afoot one
day and ride the other, all the rest of the journey.

I never come into quarters without aching hips and knees :
and I assure you the wisest part of the officers got horses at
Ghent, though some would have done it if their circumstances
would have allowed it.

We have lived pretty well all the way, but I have already
been glad to take a little water out of a soldier’s flask, and eat
some ammunition bread. T am now quartered at the head man
of the Town’s house, one of the civilest men I ever met with in
my life. The people where I was billeted refused to let me in,

! Miss Warde, sister to George, afterwards Mrs. Clayton. Their town
house also was in Burlington Gardens.
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so I went to the townhouse and complained, and this gentleman
‘ took me and another officer that was with me to his house,

l I shall write to my father when we get to the end of our

; march ; I'm glad to hear, with all my heart, that he is well.

I'm in the greatest spirits in the world ; I have my health pretty

1 well, and I believe I shall be very well able to hold it out with

{ a little help of a horse. Pray be so good as to give my duty to

' my father. This is the best paper St. Tron affords ; I have got

[ a sergeant’s pen and ink, which are commonly very bad ; so I
]

1

hope you'll excuse everything that is bad in this letter.
Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
J. Wovrg.

But “ the end of our march™ was still far off, for nearly two
)

1 months later the younger of the two brothers, who had been

sharing a horse between them, was detached on a foraging errand

‘ to Bonn, and in the following letter gives us a glimpse of what was
2 passing at that time.

Evwarp Worre fo ms Farner.
Bonn, April Tth, 1743.

Dearesr Suy,—I am sent here with another gentleman to

buy provisions, for we can get none upon our march but eggs

and bacon and sour bread; but I have lived upon a soldiers

ammunition bread, which is far preferable to what we find upon

i t the road. 'We are within two leagues of the Rhine, which it is

most people’s « pinion we shall pass the 14th and then encamp.

i I have no bedding nor can get it anywhere ; not so much at this

/ ‘ place, where the Elector’s court is, which I think a little extra-

ordinary. We had a sad march last Monday in the morning.

I was obliged to walk up to my knees in snow, though my

brother and I have a horse between us and at the same time

I had it with me. I seldom see him, and had I had the least

thoughts of coming to this place, I am sure he would have wrote

to you. This 1s the first opportunity T have had since I wrote

to you from Aix-la-Chapelle, which letter I hope you have
‘ received.

I do not expect a letter from you, if it does not come by
my captain, this great while. I have often lain upon straw, and
should oftener had not I known some French, which ! find very
useful ; though I was the other day obliged to speak Latin for a
good dinner, which if T had not done, I should have gone with-
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out it. Most people talk that language here. We send for
everything we want to the priest, and if he does not seud what
he has, we frighten him pretty much. The people are very
malicious here and very poor except the priest and burgomaster,
who live upon the republic ; but I have had the good luck to be
billeted at their houses, where there is everything good but their
bread.

We were here at the worst time, for they kill no meat be-
cause it is Lent. They say there are many wolves and wild
boars in the woods ; but I never saw any yet, neither do I desire.

myself that you have a pleasure in hearing from
Dear Sir,
Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
Epwarp Worre.

Pray my duty to my mother, and I may venture very safely
the same from my brother to you both.

Hard canteen biscuit, hard floors and hard weather:—it was
a severe trial for the two delicately-nurtured lads.

The idea now was to effect a junction with the Austrian and
Hanoverian troops at Hochst, near Frankfort-on-the-Main, which,
on account of the winding of the river, was supposed to offer a
capital strategic position. From Frankfort a letter from Edward
seems to hold out a prospect of a good deal more marching.

Eowarnp Worre to mis Morner.
Frankfort, May 4th, N.8,, 1743.

Dearest Mapam,—I don’t doubt but you will think me very
neglectful in not writing to you, but I assure ’tis no fault of
mine, for whenever I had an opportunity of sending a letter to
you I did it with a great deal of pleasure. I don’t expect to
hear from you till we have beaten the French, and return to
Flanders, which time is very uncertain. We are now within a
day’s march of the French army, which it is reported we shall
soon engage, but there is no credit to be given to half is said
here. It is likewise said in case the French should go into
Bavaria we shall follow them, which 's about two month’s march ;
50 I reckon this summer will be spent in that agreeable manner,
though I feel no more of it than anybody else, so I am as well
contented as if we were marching in England.
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I have at least bought my bedding at Frankfort, which place
I think has a little the resemblance of London, though not half

assure you I have not, though I must confess there’s not a woman

‘ so large. I reckon you think I have forgot Mrs. Cade, but I
p in Frankfort, nor indeed in all Germany, that has half beauty |
| ! enough to put me in mind of her. Pray be so good to remember
\ L me to all our neighbours at Greenwich, and if Mr. Swinden or 1
| 1 any one else should ask after me, you will be pleased to mention «
i [ that was I in a settled place they should have no room to com- I
\ plain of my not writing to them, but now as I am always hurried ]
1 about in mounting pickets, etc., I am not able to write to any i
one but where my duty forces me. b
/ I keep my health very well; live merrily, and if it please
God that you and my dearest father do yours, nothing else will b
! make me do otherwise. I hope and pray when you write to sl
‘ uncle Brad you will be so good as to make my compliments to h
them both; and my duty to my father concludes me, dearest st
d Madam, fe
Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
Epwarp Worrk. hi
di
b ‘ Since the death of Cardinal Fleury the affairs of France were p
\ ) directed by D'Argenson and his priestly coadjutor Cardinal Tencin, wi
[ the latter famous for his devotion to the House of Stuart. After B
g | Belleisle’s retreat from Prague the French army had wintered in av
] northern Bavaria, thereby enabling the new Emperor to pass a re
- brief period in security in his capital. But the Austrians were
i closing around him, a battle took place, and he was again driven he
Y '; forth, M. de Broglie not caring to risk a battle in his behalf. po
|9 The French Ministry felt that some decisive blow must now for
i ' be struck. The Duc de Noailles was sent with 12,000 troops to eni
| Broglie’s assistance, and a check offered to the Austrian advance,
under their leader Prince Charles of Lorraine, husband of Maria es
Theresa. The unhappy Emperor took refuge in Frankfort, the of
: neutrality of which as a free city continued to be respected, at the —
} very time the British army was on the march from Flanders. En :,‘:;
5P route Stair was reinforced by some Austrian regiments under the
1 Aremberg, and the 16,000 Hanoverians who had been wintering in Asec
) the neighbourhood of Liége. It was to prevent the junction of
| this army with that of Prince Charles that the French bent all
their energies. Marshal Noailles with 60,000 men was to engage
Lord Stair’s forces, while, at the same time, 50,000 under
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Broglie were to guard Alsace and prevent the Austrians from
crossing the Rhine. On May 14, Noailles crossed the Rhine six
miles below Worms, and marched his army towards the Main,
with the intention of seizing an elevated position near Hochst,
which would give him a commanding advantage.

This move induced Lord Stair to leave Hochst for Aschaffenburg,
twenty miles east of Frankfort, where he established his head-
quarters and wrote to Aremberg to join him. But Noailles was at
his heels, out-generalling him at every point: and as for the Austrian
general, he wrote back to say that as Lord Stair had “ got himself
into a scrape it was his business to get himself out of it as well as
he could.”

The truth is, Stair was old and incompetent, and Aremberg,
besides a natural jealousy, had but a poor opinion of his general-
ship. In a day or two, deprived of the Austrian help, Stair found
himself cut off' from his nagazines at Hanau and his expected
supplies from Franconia, the enemy occupying all the principal
fords and passes on the river.

At this moment, with the two hostile armies only a few
hundred yards from one another (although Stair’s intelligence
department was so bad that he actually did not know of the close
proximity of the enemy until he nearly stumbled on them in a
wood when he went to reconnoitre in person),! France and Great
Britain were nominally at peace, enacting merely the part of
auxiliaries, and with the ministers of the respective countries still
resident at London and Paris.

No wonder if our young warriors, like many older and wiser
heads, made little attempt to unravel the mazes of international
politics, but were content to accept war as a natural dispensation
for the exercise of mental talents, of courage and mere physical
endurance.

1 The intelligence d(*}\nrtmvv"» in Lord Stair's army would appear to have
been very inefficient, and when that officer became acquainted with this move

of the French he determined to advance. Accordingly the allied army
marched to Hellinback, between the edge of the forest of Darmstadt and the
river Main, where Lord Stair formed, in the opinion of all the generals, an
impregnable camp. Want of supplies, however, and the need of securing
the communications of the Upper Main, forced him to move on again to
Aschaffenburg. —Townshend, p. 11.




III
A LIEUTENANT AT DETTINGEN

Very black it looked for the British under Lord Stair on
June 19, 1743, when King George II, accompanied by the youthful
Duke of Cumberland and Lord Cartaret, arrived from Hanover to
join the army, now reduced to 37,000 men, on half-rations, and
the horses of the cavalry dying for want of forage. They were
cooped up in a narrow valley bordering the river Main, between
Aschaffenburg and a village called Dettingen. Two days later
Wolfe writes his father—

To wis Farugr.
Camp near Aschaffenburg,
June 21st, 1743, N.S,

Dear Sir,—Captain Rainsford joined the regiment yester-
day ; he brought us your letter, and made us both very happy
with the good news of yours and my mother’s health. We also
gota letter from you by the post. Your kindness is better than
our best behaviour can deserve, and we are infinitely happy in
having so good parents.

My brother is at present very much fatigued with the hard
duty he has had for some days past. He was on a party last
night, and saw shot fired in earnest, but was in no great danger,
because separated from the enemy by the river Mayne. The
French are on the other side that river, about a mile from us.
We have now and then small skirmishes with those people.
They attacked the other night a party of our men, but were
repulsed with the loss of an officer and four or five men killed,
and some made prisoners, Thoy desert prodigiously ; there
were yesterday no less than forty deserters in the camp, that
came over in the middle of the dy, and brought with them
great numbers of horses, for the river 1; fordable. I'is said there
are 2000 Austrian Hussars come to us ; I fancy they will harass
them a little, The Hessians, Pulteney’s and Bligh’s regiments
have not yet joined us, as likewise some Hanoverian horse, 1
believe we only wait for them to attack our enemy. We shall
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soon know what we are to do now that our King is come. His
Majesty came two days ago. The Duke of Cumberland is
declared Major-General.

The Earl of Stair had like to have been hurt by an escort of
two squadrons of English and Hanoverian cavalry (when he was
reconnoitring the enemy), who retreated with a little too much
haste before some squadrons of French hussars, who, upon their
retreat fired upon them, and killed a trooper and dragoon of
ours. The reason of the retreat, as I heard, was this,—the word
being given to a sergeant and twelve men, who were an advanced
guard, to go to the right about, the whole did it, thinking they
were ordered, and, I fancy, at the odd and unexpected appear-
ance of the hussars out of a wood. However, they were rallied
by General Cope, and would have charged the hussars had they
been permitted.

Colonel Duroure, who acts as Adjutant-General, was thrown
from his horse yesterday by a Hanoverian discharging his pistol
just by him, and was much bruised. We are all sorry for it.
He has been very good to his ensigns this march; we have had
the use of his canteens whenever he thought we had occasion for
them. We are now near forty miles from Frankfort, which we
marched in two days and two nights, with about nine or ten
hours’ halt, in order to gain a pass that is here, and now in our
possession.  The men were almost starved in that march. They
nor the officers had little more than bread and water to live on,
and that very scarce, because they had not the ammunition
bread the day it was due. But I believe it could not be helped.

We have left a very fine country to come to the worst I ever
saw. I believe it is in the Prince of Hesse's dominions. The
King is in a little palace in such a town as I believe he never
lived in before. It was ruined by the Hanoverians, and every-
thing almost that was in it carried off by them, some time
before we came. They and our men now live by marauding., I
hope we shall not stay here long, if we do I don’t know how it
will be possible to get provisions. The French are burning all
the villages on the other side of the Mayne, and we ravaging the
country on this side.

I am now doing, and have done ever since we encamped, the
duty of an adjutant. I was afraid when I first undertook it
that the fatigue would be too much for me, but now I am use
to it, I think it will agree very well with me, at least I hope so.
Brigadier Huske inquires often if T have heard from you lately,
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and desires his compliments to you. He is extremely civil to
me, and Iam much obliged to him. He has desired his Brigade-
Major, Mr. Blakeney,' who is a very good man, to instruct me
all he can. My brother intends writing very soon. We both
join in love and duty to you and my mother, and I am, dear Sir,
Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
J. WoLrEg.

They were always ready enough—then, and since, in the army
—to put extra work upon any one, however young, who showed
any alacrity for work.

It was clear even to the eyes of the new acting adjutant that
something must be done to rescue the British army from the pre-
dicament into which the incapacity of its commander had thrust
it. It was decided, although by no means a simple move, in view
of the saperiority both in numbers and position of the enemy, to
retreat upon Hanau, where were the magazines and reinforcements
of Hessians. But Noailles was on the alert; he at once became
apprised of the plan, and under cover of diversions by his hussars,
threw a couple more bridges across the Main, making ready to
pounce upon the foe, whom he had, as he believed, caught in a
trap. On June 26 (N.8.), Lord Stair, at Aschaffenburg, issued the
following orders—

After Tattoo this night the tents of the whole army to be
struck without any noise and all the baggage and nrti{lcry to
hold themselves in readiness to march ; the army to remain under
arms in front of their encampments,

To-morrow at break of day every regiment to march into
their new ground ; and as soon as the army are arrived in their
new camp, they are to remain under arms in front of the new
ground in the same manner as they did the night preceding till
further orders, keeping a profound silence, no fires Lcing suffered
in the camp.

Stair supposed the French would attack from the Aschaffenburg
side. All his injunctions of secrecy were useless, for Noailles knew,
quite as soon as Stair’s own generals, that the British intended
marching on the night of June 26. And knowing this, he ordered
his nephew, the Duc de Grammont, to cross the Main at Seilenstadt
with 80,000 troops and entrench himself at Dettingen, thus blocking
the British retreat. Moreover, the moment the British abandoned

! A nephew of General Blakeney.
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Aschaffenburg, Noailles p()urc(l 12,000 men into it, Stair having
courteously refrained from blowing up the bridge in his rear. At
four o’clock in the morning of June 27, Duroure’s and the other
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PLAN OF THE BATTLE OF DETTINGEN,

regiments began their march to Dettingen. At seven a French
battery posted at a small chapel near Stockstadt opened fire on

the British cavalry, putting the baggage-train into a panic, the
D
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drivers escaping from their wagons into the woods. A general
loot ensued. At the beginning of the bombardment King George
was at the rear. As it grew hotter he rode up to the head in full
view of his troops, who cheered him enthusiastically. The French
were now visible, drawn up in battle array between Dettingen
and Welsheim, all in white uniforms and bearing white standards.

It was a fine day; a few fleecy clouds flitted across the sky.
Picturesque was the scene, illumined by the June sun, the red coats
of the British, the black cuirasses and helmets of the German
cavalry, the blue jackets and red breeches of the Uhlans, and the
green and red of the Hungarian hussars. James Wolfe was about
to suffer his baptism of fire. By a singular coincidence Jeffrey
Ambherst, his destined commander-in-chief in America, Robert
Monckton and George Townshend, his second and third in
command at Quebec, were also present.

It was twelve o'clock. The French artillery had been firing all
the morning and doing disastrous execution. All was now in
readiness for King George and the Allies to advance. The Duc de
Grammont with 30,000 men held the defile, an impregnable position
and fatal to the British as long as he remained on the defensive.
His chief Noailles on the other side of the river could hardly
believe his eyes when he saw Grammont’s troops moving towards
the British. The impetuous youth could not wait: the sight of
the enemy had proved too much for his discretion. Noailles was
in despair. “Grammont,” he cried, “has ruined all my plans!”
He spoke truly, for Grammont had voluntarily quitted his
advantageous position to meet the Allies in the plain. The latter,
cheering and full of zeal, made ready for the impact. Royal
George galloped down the line, flourishing his sword, and addressing
the British infantry, called out, “ Now, boys, now for the honour
of England. Advance boldly and the French will soon run!”
The King had chosen his charger with less felicity than his words :
the animal began rearing and plunging desperately. Fearing the
fate which overtook many officers that day, George dismounted
and remained on foot, sword in hand, throughout the battle.! As
the Allies advanced the French fell back ; their cavalry came on
impetuously, and General Clayton ordered Bland’s Dragoons to
charge. Bland's Dragoons (now the 13th Hussars) obeyed, but so

! We need not believe the malicious story circulated by Voltaire that the
King went through all the sword drill he had been taught by his fencing-
master, lunging in excitement at imaginary opponents, alternately advancing
and recoiling, and perspiring with his harmless exertions.
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fierce was the onset of the French Gens d’Armes that if a battalion
of British infantry had not intervened the dragoons would have
been cut to pieces. Cavalry charge succeeded cavalry charge before
the chance of the infantry came. Wolfe busily doing an adjutant’s
duties on the field, was in the very thick of the fight, as was his
brother. The latter wrote three days afterwards to his mother
the following account—

Eowarp Worre to ms Morurr.
June 30th, 1743.

Dearest Mavam,—I take the very first opportunity I can
to acquaint you that my brother and self escaped in the engage-
ment we had with the French, the 16th of June last [0.S.], and
thank God, are as well as ever we were in our lives, after not
only being cannonaded two hours and three-quarters, and fighting
with small arms two hours and one-quarter, but lay the two
following nights upon our arms, whilst it rained for about twenty
hours in the same time; yet are ready and as capable to do the
same again. We lost one captain and a lieutenant. Captain
Rainsford is very well and not wounded ; he desires you will
send his wife word of this as soon as you hear it. Our Colonel
had a horse shot under him, but escaped himself. The King
was present in the field. The Duke of Cumberland behaved
charmingly. . . . Duke d’Aremberg is langerously wounded.
We took two or three general officers and two princes of the
blood and wounded Marshal Noailles.

Our regiment has got a great deal of honour, for we were in
the middle of the first line, and in the greatest danger. . . . My
brother has wrote to my father and I believe has given him a
small account of the battle, so T hope you will excuse it me.
The Emperor is come to Frankfort and we are encamped about
two leagues from it; and it is said that the King is to meet him
there and that there’s a peace to be made between the Queen of
Hungary and the Emperor.

I hope I shall see you some time or another and then tell
you more ; but think now that I have given you joy and concern
enough. Pray, my duty to my dearest father, who I hope is well.

I am, dearest Madam,
Your dutiful and Affectionate Son,
E. Worrk.

Pray be so good as to excuse my writing for this time, I am
in such a hurry to send you this news.

D2
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Not until a full week after the battle was James able to send

/! the following report of his first engagement to his father— g
To nis Farner.
‘7 i Haochst, July 4th, N.S., 1743. ,
y Dear Sir,—This is the first time that I have been able or 1
| have had the least time to write, otherwise I should have done ]
/ it when my brother did. The fatigue I had the day we fought I
1] ; and the day after made me very much out of order, and I was ]
;, 4 obliged to keep my tent for two days. Bleeding was of great I
/ service to me, and I am now as well as ever. t
] 7 The army was drawn out this day se'nnight between a wood ¢
1 and a river Maine, near a little village, called Dettingen, in five t
; lines—two of foot and three of horse. The cannon on both n
! sides began to play about nine o’clock in the morning, and we b
! { were exposed to the fire of theirs (said to be about fifty pieces) W
for near three hours, a great part of which flanked us terribly W
from the other side of the water. The French were all the while a
| drawn up in sight of us on this side. About twelve o’clock we vi
marched towards them ; they advanced likewise, and, as near as T
§ 1 I can guess, the fight began about one. The Gens d’Armes, or t
Mousquetaires Gris, attacked the first line, composed of nine in
regiments of English foot, and four or five of Austrians, and Wi
some Hanoverians. They broke through the Scotch Fusileers, tre
who they began to attack upon; but before they got to the of
second line, out of two hundred there were not forty living, so wl
they wheeled, and came between the first and second line (except ga
," an officer with a standard, and four or five men, who broke wa
{ through the second line and were taken by some of Hawley's ha
' regiment of Dragoons), and about twenty of them escaped to fol
f their army, riding through an interval that was made for our the
Horse to advance. These unhappy men were of the first families nof
in France. Nothing, I believe, could be more rash than their sev
undertaking. rib
| The second attack was made on the left by their Horse ali
M against ours, which advanced for the first time. Neither side the
did much, for they both retreated; and our Horse had like offi
f to have broke our first line in the confusion. The Horse fired to
| their pistols, which, if they had let alone, and attacked the tho
French with their swords, being so much stronger and heavier,

they would certainly have beat them. Their excuse for re- beh,
treating—they could not make their horses stand the fire! thre
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The third and last attack was made by the foot on both sides.
We advanced towards one another; our men in high spirits,
and very impatient for fighting, being elated with beating the
French Horse, part of which advanced towards us; while the
rest attacked our Horse, but were soon driven back by the great
fire we gave them. The Major and I (for we had neither Colonel
nor Lieutenant-Colonel), before they came near, were employed in
begging and ordering the men not to fire at too great a distance,
but to keep it till the enemy should come near us; but to little
purpose. The whole fired when they thought they could reach
them, which had like to have ruined us. We did very little
execution with it. As soon as the French saw we presented
they all fell down, and when we had fired they all got up, and
marched close to us in tolerable good order, and gave us a
brisk fire, which put us into some disorder and made us give
way a little, particula ly ours and two or three more regiments,
who were in the hottest of it. However, we soon rallied again,
and attacked them with great fury, which gained us a complete
victory, and forced the enemy to retire in great haste. “I'was
luck that we did give way a little, for our men were loading all
the while, and it gave room for an Austrian regiment to move
into an interval, rather too little before, who charged the enemy
with great bravery and resolution. So soon as the French re-
treated, the line halted, and we got the sad news of the death
of as good and brave a man as any amongst us, General Clayton,
who was killed by a musquet ball in the last attack. His death
gave us all sorrow, so great was the opinion we had of him, and
was the hindrance of anything further being done that day. He
had, ‘tis said, orders for pursuing the enemy, and if we had
followed them, as was expected, it is the opinion of most people,
that of the 27,000 men they brought over the Maine, they would
not have repassed with half that number. When they retreated,
several pieces of our artillery played upon them, and made ter-
rible havoc; at last we followed them, but too late; they had
almost all passed the river. One of the bridges broke, and in
the hurry abundance were drowned. A great number of their
officers and men were taken prisoners. Their loss is computed
to be between six and seven thousand men, and ours three
thousand.

His Majesty was in the midst of the fight; and the Duke
behaved as bravely as a man could do. He had a musquet-shot
through the calf of his leg. I had several times the honour of
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speaking with him just as the battle began, and was often afraid
of his being dash’d to pieces by the cannon-balls. He gave his
orders with a great deal of calmness, and seemed quite uncon-
cerned. 'The soldiers were in high delight to have him so near
them. Captain Rainsford behaved with the greatest conduct
and bravery in the world. I sometimes thought I had lost poor
Ned, when I saw arms, legs, and heads beat off' close by him.
He is called *The Old Soldier,” and very deservedly. A horse
I rid of the Colonel’s at the first attack was shot in one of his
hinder legs, and threw me: so I was obliged to do the duty

of an adjutant all that and the next day on foot, in a pair of

heavy boots.

I lost with the horse, furniture and pistols which cost me
ten ducats ; but three days after the battle got the horse again,
with the ball in him,—and he is now almost well again,—but
without furniture and pistols.

A brigade of English and another of Hanoverians are in
garrison in this town, which we are fortifying daily. We are
detached from the grand army, which is encamped between
Frankfort and Hanau, about twelve miles off.

They talk of a second battle soon. Count Khevenhuller and
arshal Broglie are expected to join the two armies in a few
days. We are very well situated at present, and in a plentiful
country. Had we stayed a few days longer at Aschaffenburg
we had been all starved, for the French would have cut off our
communication with Frankfort. Poor Captain Merrydan is
killed. Pray mine and my brother’s duty to my mother. We
hope you are both perfectly well.

I am, dear Sir,
Your dutiful and affectionate Son,

J. Wourk.

Such was the famous battle of Dettingen. A hollow triumph
had been obtained, when so little lacked to make it an effective
victory. The French had been repulsed across the river with 4000

killed and wounded, the losses of the Allies being, perhaps, half

that number. Duroure’s had twenty-nine officers and soldiers
killed and sixty-eight wounded, more than any other regiment.
“The French, to the surprise of every one,” wrote one participant,
“were suffered to escape unmolested. The King halted and the scene
of action and military ardour was suddenly turned into a Court circle
---His Majesty was congratulated by every military courtesan on
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horseback, on the glorious Event—the Hanoverian Generals gal-
loped up with their reports—questions innumerable were asked and
reports made ; the British Generals returning lamented the loss of
so interesting a crisis and some of them ineffectually represented
upon it, yet the Enemy was suffered to quietly repass their bridge
over the Mayne! although 6000 Hessians were at Hanau in perfect
order for Action—the greatest part of the British army with great
solemnity then passed the rivulet and encamped on the ground to
the west of it where the Field Marshal de Noailles had left his first
position.!

After the bactle, the Allies spent the night in the open where
they had fought. The rain came down in torrents, increasing the
sufferings of the wounded. At daybreak the march—or more
truly the flight—to Hanau was begun, leaving the maimed and
dying to the tender mercies of the French, who behaved with great
consideration. By this time Stair was for renewing the attack, but
the King and his friends were in no mind to risk another battle.
In the afternoon they reached Hanau, where an entry in Lord
Stair’s order-book explains Acting-Adjutant Wolfe’s delay in
writing home after the battle—

June 19th, 1743, Hannau Camp.

The commanding officers of troops to examine into the state
of their troops and to make a return of what men and horses are
now fit for service, what condition their arms are in, what camp
necessaries they have lost the day of the action and are wanting
in each troop. This examination to be made this day and the
return to be given in by eight o’clock to-morrow morning to the
adjutant.

Wolfe's ability, despite his years, and it must be remembered
that he was but sixteen and a half, was shown so conspicuously at
Dettingen that a fortnight later (July 13, N.8.) the King was
pleased to appoint him adjutant of his regiment. Before the
month was out at Hanau he had got his commission as lieutenant.
Amongst those who had noted specially the conduct of Wolfe on
the field was the young Duke of Cumberland, who at the age of
twenty-two already exhibited a rare talent for command. It is the
custom to give royal princes honorary military titles, but of the
many such who have received their major-generalships with their
majority, few had seemed more likely to become worthy of such
high military rank than Prince William Henry.

! Townshend's Journal.
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Dettingen revealed the weaknesses of the British Army,a thing
not to be wondered at after thirty years of peace. But the moral
and political effect of the battle upon the situation was marked.
While Noailles was recovering at Offenbach, Prince Charles with
64,000 Austrians advanced upon him, compelling his rapid retreat
across the Rhine into Alsace, blowing up his magazines as he went.
The Allies made no attempt in pursuit, although again Lord Stair
urged it upon the King and the military eabal with which he was
surrounded. They moved on quietly and safely to Worms, where
a new camp was formed. From hence Licutenant Wolfe writes to
his father—

To wms Faruer.
Camp near Worms, Sept. 1, N.8., 1743.

Dear Sir,—By a letter I received from you some days ago,
I have the happiness and satisfaction to hear that you and my
mother are well ; but it being my brother's turn to write (which
we intend to do in turns every Saturday), I put off answering
until to-day.

The army passed the Rhine the 23rd [N.S.], a little below
Mentz, and came to this ground yesterday. It was possessed by
the French before the action of Dettingen. The fortifications
of the Swiss camp (who would not pass the Rhine) are just by,
and those where the bridge was that the French went upon is
close to it. The boats that made our bridge below Mentz are
expected here to-morrow for the Dutch troops to come over,
who, we hear, will be with us in six or seven days. There are
numbers of reports relating to Prince Charles’s army, so that I
won't pretend to send you any account of it, only that most
people think he has not passed the Rhine. The French are now
encamped between Landau and Wissemberg. Captain Rainsford
says if they have any spirit they will attack us here before we
are joined by the Dutch, and so I believe our Commanders think,
for they have just given orders to have all encumbrances removed
from before the front of each regiment, in order to turn out at
a minute’s warning, and a chain of sentries are to be immediately
placed in front of the camp. Our camp is tolerably strong ; we
are open in the front, with hills, from which cannon cannot do
us much harm. At the bottom of these hills is a little rivulet ;
in our rear is the Rhine. The left is secured by the town of
Worms, and the right is open ; but neither the front nor right
have greater openings than we have troops to fill them up; so I
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believe we are pretty safe. I am just now told that a party of
our hussars have taken a French grand guard ; they have killed
the captain and thirteen men, and have brought sixty-four to
Worms. I'm convinced of the truth, because some gentlemen
of our regiment saw them go along the line, and are going to
buy some of the horses. I cannot tell if the Duke of Cumber-
land knows what you mentioned in your letter; I have never had
any opportunity of inquiring. It is but a few days that he is
come abroa? : he has marched since we crossed the Rhine, at the
head of his second line of English, which is his post. He is
very brisk, and quite cured of his wound. His presence en-
courages the troops, and makes them ready to undertake any-
thing, having so brave a man at the head of them. I hope some
day or other to have the honour of knowing him better than I
do now; ‘tis what I wish as much as anything in the world
(except the pleasure which I hope to enjoy when it shall please
God), that of seeing my dear friends at Greenwich. Poor
Colonel Duroure is, I am afraid, in great danger; we left him on
the other side of the Rhine very ill with a bloody flux. Our
major is at the same place likewise, very much out of order,
()lll' C()]()“l'l was never more \\'ulltu(l to ('l)l""lll"(l us thlul now,

I shail say nothing now of the behaviour of the Blue Guards ;
I wish they may do better next time, and I don’t doubt but they
will. It would give me a great deal of sorrow if they did
not.

We have a great deal of sickness amongst us, so I believe
the sooner we engage (if it is to be) the better. I hope you,
Sir, and my mother are perfectly well. I heartily wish it, and
that you may continne so. My brother joins with me in duty
and love to both.

I am, dear Sir,
Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
J. Wourre.

Three days later Stair, whose position had been one of great
difficulty ever since the King's arrival on the scene, resigned his
command. Yet he had his adherents still. One officer writing
home said, “ If the general’s advice had been followed we should
have been half way to Paris by now.” His resignation put an
end to all notion of further engagements with the enemy, and soon
afterwards the King and his suite returned to London to revel in
the applause of the multitude, who magnified the business into
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a glorious victory. While odes and Te Deums were thus the
order of the day at home, the camp at Worms was broken up,
Field Marshal Wade being appointed Stair's successor as com-
mander-in-chief of the British forces in Flanders, The fifth
division (which included Duroure’s), under Lord Rothes, marched
to Brussels, which they reached November 22, and from thence to
Ostend for the winter, much to our lieutenant’s disgust. Edward,
whose health had considerably suffered by the campaign, got leave
to go home during the dull season, but his brother’s services as
adjutant were too indispensable for him to be spared for any length
of time. There was a great shortage of officers, and being in-
tensely ambitious he dared not plead any excuse for a remission of
his duties. That his promotion had come full early he well knew :
it had doubtless occasioned comment: his great object was to
deserve it.  So he passed the whole winter in Ostend uncomplain-
ingly, making himself meanwhile a thorough master of his work
and winning the affection of both his fellow-officers and the men.
Christmas and his birthday found him at Ostend. In February he
heard with joy that his father had been promoted to the rank of
brigadier-general.  Thinking that all the Wolfes ought to have a
share in titular advancement, he pleasantly promoted his brother,
still under the paternal roof in London, to a captaincy in an
amusing letter he wrote in the spring—

James to Epwarn Worre.
Ostend, March 21, 0.8,, 1743.

Dear Nen,—I got yours yesterday from Dover by a gvnt]c
man who was so good to take it up and bring it me from thence.
I expected to have had my box at the same time, for I thought
our going to England (or rather the appearance of it) was
entirely laid aside. I shall be obliged to you if you will take
the first opportunity of sending it. I want it very much. I have
not a pair of boots I can wear. "The regiment will very soon be
out toexercise. You and I are to be tented together next cam-
paign. The marquee is making and will cost us about £4. I
shall send to Ghent very soon to bespeak a cart, which with
harness for two horses I am told will come to ten pounds or
thereabouts. T shall get everything I find necessary for us ; so
you need not be in any pain about your equipage. I think
Rainsford is not brutal enough to send you from England, who
have done all his duty this three or four months ; sure he knows
better. I have a better opinion of his understanding.

—ﬂ

colc
be
the
muc
resic
som
to s
each
rela:
cont
for

1
~W

2

atten



‘THE FAIR SEX’ 43

I hear of no promotion in the regiment, except that “ Thick-
head ™! has got his father’s company. Stephens is certainly going
out, he is to be surgeon to the two troop of Horse Grenadiers and
sell his employments with us; so you will get a step by that.
Ryder I believe will buy the Surgeonship. I am glad you find
the mantua-maker pretty. I thought so, I assure you ; I give
up all pretensions. Pray use her kindly. Doubtless you love
the company of the fair sex. If you should happen to go where
Mus, Seabourg is, pray don’t fall in love with her, I can’t give
her up tamely, remember I am your rival. I am also in some
pain about Miss Warde. Admire anywhere else and welcome,
—except the widow Bright.  Miss Paterson is yours, if you like
her, and so is the little staring girl in the chapel * with twenty
thousand pounds. Pray give my duty to my mother, I hope
her cold is well.  The plum cake she gave me was very good and
of singular service to me. I do not believe the box would hold
any, but—they say “tis particularly wholesome at Ostend !

I am, dear Ned, sincerely yours,
J. Worrk,

N'oublie point mes compliments i les adorables femmes que
j(' \'i(‘“S (l(‘ nommer.
To Carr. Worre at Brig. Wolfe's
in old Burlington Street,
Burlington Gardens,
London.

“Pray give my duty to my mother,” may seem a somewhat
cold and formal phrase from a youth of seventeen, even though he
be a seasoned soldier and an adjutant, but we must bear in mind
the epistolary spirit and filial ceremony of the age, which tempers
much that to us seems callous and anti-fervid. There still remains a
residue, however, in Wolfes letters to his mother which discloses
something of the peculiar character of their relations. We seem
to see a good deal of the antique Roman spirit about them both :
each sincerely loved the other, both were chary of expressions of
relaxing endearment. Wolfe himself usually takes a stern, self-
contained tone towards his mother, easily to be mistaken now-a-days
for priggishness. But James Wolfe was no prig: moreover, his

! “Thickhead,” Lieutenant Romer, whom Edward Wolfe succeeded.
~Wright.

* The chapel of Greenwich Hospital, where the Wolfe family at one period
attended service.
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effusion of natural spirits is sometimes notable, as in the last
quoted letter,

Shortly after this Wolfe got his commission as captain, and
was transferred to Barrell's Regiment (the 4th Foot), and his
brother rejoined Duroure’s as lieutenant.  Both regiments marched
away to join the army now assembled on the banks of the
Scheldt under Marshal Wade, consisting of 22,000 British, 16,000
Hanoverians, 18,000 Austrians, and 20,000 Dutch—in all, 76,000
troops.  Afterwards they were reinforced by 18,000 Dutch.
While this large army remained inactive on the Scheldt, the
French under Marshal Saxe, after being concentrated at Lille,
proceeded to overrun the Netherlands.

Wade was, as we see now, » pitiful sort of general, more at
home in road-building than in planning and fighting battles. He
considered himself too weak to offer any effectual barrier to the
French, who took Courtrai, Menin and Ypres successively before
their English opponent was spurred forward to action by in-
dignant orders from home, The surrender of Ypres was especially
disgraceful, and Wade became so frightened that he sent away his
plate for safe-keeping at Antwerp, a fact well known to British
officers and men. A letter written by Edward Wolfe, the last of
the brief series written by that hapless young officer, throws some
light on the situation—

Evwarp Worrk to wis Faruen,
Camp near Berlingham, June 17th, 1744,

Dear Sir,—I am sorry to inform you of so disagreeable
piece of news as Ypres being surrendered after a siege of eight
days. No doubt but it gives great spirits to our enemy, who,
'tis said, have lost very few men ; but I have not yet heard their
loss.

We have some expectations of their visiting us next.
They have a party of men very near our advanced guard, on the
other side of the Scheldt. However, we are prepared for them ;
so they won't find it very easy to pass that river. We suspect
the designs of Duke d’Harcourt, with his army between thirty
and forty thousand men, who, ‘tis said, are encamped between
Mons and Mauberge. Our last motion, I am told, retarded the
siege of Ypres two days. They, expecting we were coming
towards them, were under arms a quarter of an hour after we
left our ground.

I have a list of our army, which I would willingly send you,
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but Major Rainsford gave it me, and desired 1 would be cautious
of showing it, and advised me not to venture sending it over.
We are in hopes of the six English regiments coming to join us
with 6000 Dutch. The wind has been fair for bringing them to
Ostend ; but we don’t hear they are landed.

Duke de Chartres was killed at the siege of Ypres, He was
one of their chiefs, and a very experienced officer. The French
had a hundred pieces of cannon and five or six batteries of small
mortars, The taking of the town is really no great feat, if we
consider the strength of the garrison, which was said to be but
four weak battalions,

I wrote to my dear mother I))' Sergeant Somerset, who I sup-
pose will be with you before you receive this. Idon't doubt but
she is in some apprehension, of our being in danger ; but I hope
she'll not fright herself while we continue in health, as we are
both now.  We have had no fatigue yet in comparison of that
we had in Germany ; but nobody knows what we may have.
We have here a defensive army, and fewer in numbers than we
were last campaign ; still we never despair of coming off with
laurels whenever we meet our enemy. Our men keep up their
spirits. The taking of these two towns and the number of men
they imagine the French have does not in the least deject them,
but makes them only wish for a meeting. My brother desires
his duty to you and my dearest mother.

I am, dearest Sir,
Your dutiful and affectionate son,
Eovw. Worre,

I return you many thanks for my lieutenancy.

This postseript reminds us that the Wolfes were actively engaged
in pushing the fortunes of both their sons in that age of patronage
and promotion by purchase.

A month after the foregoing letter was written Wade held a
council of war, but although the French raids became daily more
daring (on one occasion they nearly carried off' the aged marshal
himself) little came of it. Inaction ate the heart out of the
troops. Some of the generals almost went down on their knees
urging Wade to attack, especially when the enemy was obliged to
withdraw half his strength to meet the Austrian forces, Nothing
was done; rivalries and petty jealousies abounded. Discipline
was relaxed. The two Wolfe brothers being now in different
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regiments, only saw each other occasionally. Already Edward’s
constitution was undermined by hardships. In September he was
ailing and with the advent of the first chilly winds he became
seriously ill. Then he went to pieces, and a galloping consump-
tion soon claimed *the Old Soldier,” whose sweetness of disposition
and military enthusiasm had endeared him to all. In a few
weeks the brave boy was dead. He was not yet seventeen. On
this melancholy occurrence, James, whom circumstances had pre-
vented from witnessing it, wrote off’ at once briefly to his parents.
The poor mother was overwhelmed, and desperately anxious to
snatch her surviving son from a like fate. She desired him to come
home on furlough as soon as leave could be granted. In the fol-
lowing letter, awkward enough yet characteristic of the writer at
that time, James supplies some particulars of Edward’s demise.

To wis Moruer.
Ghent, 20th October, 1744, 0.8,

I reccived your letter this morning with a great deal of
pleasure, and have with this wrote to my father about coming
to England. I hope he will be able to get the better of some
obstacles, and I shall be sincerely happy.

Poor Ned wanted nothing but the satisfaction of seeing his
dearest friends to leave the world with the greatest tranquility.
He often called on us. It gives me many uneasy hours when I
reflect on the possibility there was of my being with him some
time before he died.  God knows it was being to exact, and not
apprehending the danger the poor fellow was in; and even that
would not have hindered it had I received the physician’s first
letter. T know you won’t be able to read this paragraph without
shedding tears, as I do writing it; but there is a satisfaction
even in giving way to grief now and then. *Tis what we owe
the memory of a dear friend.

Though it is the custom of the army to sell the deceased’s
effects, I could not suffer it.  'We none of us want, and I thought
the best way would be to bestow them on the deserving whom
he had an esteem for in his lifetime. To his servant—the most
honest and faithful man I ever knew—I gave all his clothes. . . .
I gave his horse to his friend Parry,! with the furniture, I know
he loved Parry, and I know for that reason the horse will be
taken care of.  His other horse I keep myself. Ihave his watch,

Vl Brother of Rev. Joshua Parry, who afterwards wrote an ode to General
Wolfe.
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sash, gorget, books, and maps, which I shall preserve to his
memory. Everything else that I have not mentioned shall be
taken care of, and given to proper persons.

He was an honest and a good lad, had lived very well, and
always discharged his duty with the cheerfulness becoming a
good officer. He lived and died as a son of you two should,
which, I taink, is saying all I can. I have the melancholy
satisfaction to find him regretted by his friends and acquaintances.
His Colonel is particularly concerned for him, and desired I
would assure of it. There was in him the prospect (when
ripened with experience) of good understanding and judgment,
and an excellent soldier. You'll excuse my dwelling so long on
this eruel subject, but in relating this to you, vanity and partiality
are banished. A strong desire to do justice to his memory
occasions it.

There was no part of his life that makes him dearer to me
than that where you have often mentioned-—he pined after me.
It often makes me angry that any hour of my life should pass
without thinking of him; and when I do think of him, that
though all the reasons I have to lament his loss are now as
forcible as at the moment of his departure, I don’t find my heart
swell with the same sorrow as it did at that time. Nature is
ever too good in blotting out the violence of affliction. For all
tempers (as mine is) too much given to mirth, it is often necessary
to revive grief in one’s memory. I must once more beg you will
excuse my tiresome length and manner of writing, but I know
your indulgence, I'm just now going to write to my Uncle
Wolfe.!

Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
J. Worrk,

By the middle of September the Austrian and Dutch com-
manders had proposed to Wade to evacuate that part of Flanders
and establish themselves in Ghent, where forage was to be had
easily. Upon Wade's declining the proposition the Allies left him,
and he was quickly under the humiliating necessity of being obliged
to follow. So Wolfe was at Ghent once more. The prospect of
spending the winter there was so little cheering that it is small
wonder he looked forward eagerly to the chances of furlough. But
furlough was not to be. This time his father’s influence was not
sufficient, or he was considered too valuable an officer to be dis-

! Major Walter Wolfe, then at Dublin,
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pensed with.  Nor is it wholly improbable that his own ambition
had again something to do with his remaining with his regiment
all that winter at Ghent.

Ghent well deserved to be for ever associated with James Wolfe,
for here no inconsiderable part of his military education was formed.
It was in the old Flemish town that he had, as an ensign, studied
the duties of an adjutant ; it was now, as a captain, he prepared
himself for the onerous post of brigade-major. We can believe
that other young captains and licutenants easily obtained their
furloughs.

While Wolfe sedulously strove to perfect himself at Ghent that
winter of 1744-45, a new administration had come into power in
England. Carteret had been expelled, and Wade the inglorious
was recalled. Amongst the new men of the Opposition from
whom much was already expected was William Pitt.  This rising
statesman, then entering his thirty-seventh year, whose eloquence
and high patriotic professions marked him out for office, had had
the ill-fortune to provoke the personal dislike of George IL.  But
there were compensations. The aged and eccentric Duchess of
Marlborough, had just died, leaving him in her will the hand-
some sum of £10,000 in consideration of “the noble defence he
has made for the support of the laws of England and to prevent
the ruin of his country.”

Pitt and the Opposition leaders had gained a great deal of
credit by their fierce antagonism to the Hanoverian policy pursued
by Granville. This antagonism, joined to his resolution to accept
no place save that of Secretary of War, kept Pitt out of office.
But it was soon seen that the Pelhams had no real intention of
subverting the Hanoverian policy which the King had so much at
heart. A new subsidy to Saxony of £150,000 was even decreed,
and in January 1745, a Quadruple Alliance was concluded between
Great Britain, Holland, Austria and Saxony. Nor was this all ;
besides other and minor subsidies half-a-million sterling was voted
to the Queen of Hungary. This advance of £200,000 on her
previous subsidy was designed to enable her to pay the Hanoverian
and Hessian mercenaries, who hitherto had been paid direct out of
the British Exchequer! "Thus the popular clamour was quieted
for a twelvemonth, when, stirring events having intervened at home,
18,000 Hanoverians were again taken into British pay. This time
Pitt the patriot, but also Pitt the politician, did not antagonize
the measure so adroitly concerted between his friends and their
sovereign.
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AIDE-DE-CAMP AT CULLODEN

In April 1745, Captain Wolfe was still at Ghent and fighting
in Flanders was resumed. On the 10th of that month the ne
commander of the British and Allied forces arrived in Brusse'
William, Duke of Cumberland, was then only just entering the
twenty-fourth year of his age. The mere circumstance of its
being possible for a youth of his years, even with all the prestige
which attaches to a prince of the blood, to be entrusted with
the supreme command of 50,000 troops forcibly illustrates the
character of contemporary warfare and constitutional idéas. T'rue,
there was a check on Cumberland’s motions in the person of the
Austrian general, Marshal Konigsegg, who had the veto power.
On the other hand he possessed, as has already been hinted, very
considerable military qualifications. He was of an imperious dis-
position, full of courage, and inspired confidence. Nor was he
ignorant of the technical part of war.

At the time of Cumberland’s arrival the French marshal Saxe
was busily besieging Tournay, one of the principal fortresses of
Flanders. To attempt to raise this siege the commander ordered
forward a number of regiments from Brussels. Unluckily, Barrell’s
not being one of these, Wolfe had to stay behind to garrison
Ghent.  When Saxe learnt of the British advance he massed four-
fifths of his army at the village of Fontenoy, and gave battle to
Cuaberland and the Allies on April 80. A few days Wolfe sent
home the following account of what happened—

To wis Faruer,
Ghent, 4th May, O.8., 1745,

Dear Sir,—I'm concerned I must send you so melancholy an
account of a great but unsuccessful attempt to raise the siege of
Tournay. I shall just tell what a letter before me from Captain
Field, who commanded Colonel Duroure’s Regiment, says of it :—

“We attacked a numerous army, entrenched with a multi-
plicity of batteries, well placed both in front and flank. "The
action began the 80th April, 0.8, about five o'clock in the
morning, and lasted till two in the afternoon. There has been
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| a great deal of slaughter, particularly amongst the infantry,

officers more in proportion than soldiers. The enemy’s army (in

were supposed to be 70,000, and ours about 50,000. The ho

I soldiery behaved with the utmost bravery and courage during at
the whole affair, but rather rash and impetus. Notwithstanding fiel

the bravest attempts were made to conquer, it was not possible fou

d for us to surmount the difficulties we met with.” bat
I\ Thus the gentleman speaks of the affair. The army made Du
i a fine retreat, in such order that the French did not think proper else
“| to pursue them. The Duke, I hear, has shown in this action thu
g most unparalleled bravery, but was very sensibly touched when day
he found himself obliged to give over the attack. The Hanover- fou

‘ ians have shown themselves good troops, and the Blues have had

! regained their reputation, having been several times broken by in |
) two battalions, as often rallied, and returned with fresh vigour or(
{l to the charge. The French go on with the siege of Tournay, Wo

iy and will have it very soon. We expect every hour to be ordered

:j Y into the field, and replaced by a weak battalion. Our army is Ghe
encamped at Ath, and I'm afraid will make but an indifferent gar

defensive figure the rest of the campaign. I shall write to-day and

{ to Major Rainsford for an exact return of the loss our troops one
1 sustained. In the meantime, I will give you an account of some disg
E‘ unfortunate men that have fallen, and some others that are had
4, wounded, down to the majors, though we are not yet exactly quar
l | sure. I will be particular in your regiment (of which I wish one |
i1 you much joy), because I imagine you will be glad to know how him.
{; it goes with them, as I had it this morning from the Paymaster. S
J' No officers killed, but several wounded, and them you'll find Cont
i hereafter to be very good ones:—Colonel Keightley; Major Char
l! Grey ; Captains Dallow, Loftus, Hill, Elkins. Subs, Rickson, sent
' ete. . . . I don’t hear that any of their wounds are mortal. for 1
g . " | . s % > . King
i The old regiment [Duroure’s] has suffered very much; 18 Geor,
i officers and 300 men, killed and wounded ; amongst the latter is Flanc
Major Rainsford. V

I believe this account will shock you not a little; but “tis destir
surprising the number of officers of lower rank that are gone. and 1
{ Pray my duty to my mother. weeks

! I am, dear Sir, Cope,
Your dutiful and affectionate Son, Edint
J. Worrk. £ &

As it has turned out we may thank providence we were not there. Duke g
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So heavily had Duroure’s suffered in this disastrous engagement
(in which the total British loss was 4074 kille.' and wounded, 620
horses and 21 guns) that Edward Wolfe by his death in hospital
at Berlingham narrowly missed in all probability a death on the
field of Fontenoy. Owing to the bravery with which the troops
fought, Fontenoy has been called a “glorious defeat.” After the
battle the Allies entrenched themselves at Lessines, and there the
Duke of Cumberland sent for reinforcements from Ghent and
clsewhere.  Amongst the regiments dispatched was Barrell's, and
thus Wolfe found himself on May 21 at Lessines. On the same
day Tournay surrendered to Saxe. Ghent was threatened, and
four British battalions were ordered thither to defend it. Wolfe
had a cordial welcome from the Duke, who, not always constant
in his friendships, ever afterwards seems to have manifested a
cordiality towards the young officer. On June 12 he signed Captain
Wolfe's commission as brigade-major.!

By his departure Wolfe had just escaped sharing the fate of
Ghent, which was surprised on the last day of June. As the
garrison slept, 4000 of the enemy got over the ditch with fascines
and let down the drawbridge. The resistance offered was feeble :
one may be sure our hero would never have consented to the
disgraceful display of a white flag at the citadel before any effort
had been made. Moltke, the Commander of the Allies in that
quarter, was so frightened that he fled pell-mell to Sluys, twenty-
one miles away, where the governor very properly refused to admit
him.  After this the fall of Ostend was a foregone conclusion.

Such was the posture of affairs with the British Army on the
Continent in the summer of 1745, Not without reason to Prince
Charles Edward and his adherents did it scem to offer a heaven-
sent opportunity for raising the standard of the banished Stewarts,
for making a fresh attempt upon the crown of the United
Kingdom. None could say the time was not auspicious. King
George was in Hanover, the bulk of the standing army was in
Flanders ; British generalship was in nubibus.

Wherefore on July 25, 1745, the Young Pretender, who seemed
destined by Fortune to win hearts by the beauty of his person
and the grace of his manner, landed in Scotland. It was three
weeks before the news of this audacious attempt reached Sir John
Cope, who commanded the forces in the north. Cope set out from
Edinburgh with 1500 men for Fort Augustus, thinking to nip

1 ¢ Captain Wolfe is appointed Brigade- nm_|nr to Pulteney’s Brigade.”—
Duke of Cumberland's Note-book, Townshend, p. 83

BE2
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the rebellion easily in the bud. e was provided with a Royal
Proclamation offering a reward of £30,000 to any person who
should seize and secure the pretended Prince of Wales, and he
carried a thousand stand of arms to distribute to native volunteers,
He might have spared himself the trouble. On arriving at Dal-
whinnie he found an important pass in possession of the rebels,
and to avoid a battle changed his course and marched straight on
to Inverness, It is unfair, perhaps, to accuse Cope of cowardice ;
he caleulated the chances of success against the forces he found
were too slender, and decided to beat a retreat. It may have been
a foolish calculation, but such as it was his officers agreed with it.
The retreat certainly gave colour to the report which flew about
the Highlands that the soldiers of the Elector (as the rebels called
George IT) had fled before the gallant adherents of Prince Charles,
The latter descended upon the Lowlands, entered Perth, was in
Stirling on 14th September, and on the 17th reached Edinburgh.
Here he took up quarters in his ancestral palace of Holyrood.

No wonder the Government was thoroughly alarmed. Their
alarm was still greater when they learnt that the Pretender, so far
from being content with his exploits already achieved, had left the
capital, offered battle to Sir John Cope and utterly routed that
officer at Preston Pans.

Reinforcements must come home in haste from the Netherlands,
and Wolfe was not left long in doubt that Barrell's was amongst
the seven battalions ordered to cross the Channel to Scotland.

Late in September the passage was made and a march begun
northward to Newcastle. There old Marshal Wade had collected
10,000 troops to face the Pretender, daily growing bolder. Wolfe
was busy enough at Newcastle, where besides his proper duties as
major he would seem to have performed those of Deputy Quarter-
master General, if we may judge by an order still extant signed by
Marshal Wade directing “ Major James Wolfe to be paid £930 for
allowance for 93 baggage horses to the seven battalions lately
come from Flanders,” The pleasure must have been great of
meeting his father, who, now at the age of sixty and rather gouty,
was seeing active service as general of division. It must have
furnished an entertaining picture to see the old general leaving
Newcastle with General Bland with a detachment ordered up the
East Coast, unable to sit his horse, hurrying along in his post-chaise,
hearing at every stopping place all the idle rumours about Prince
Charles's movements, his victories, sieges and flights, and the
probability of the “confounded Highlanders ® making a prolonged
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MARCH FROM NEWCASTLE 53

resistance. That post-chaise, had a younger man been inside,
would have served as a fitting symbol of the old school. But the
rugged veteran within clung to service to the last.

Already it was known that 14,000 muskets and at least 80,000
had come to the rebels from France. In November the Pretender
invaded England and laid siege to Carlisle. About this time we
get the following letter from Wolfe to his mother.

Newecastle, November 14th, 1745.

I received yours the day the last post went out, but as my
father was then writing to you I thought it needless. I was
under some apprehension for him on the road to Berwick, and
was even told he was made prisoner, but not with foundation to
give much credit to, as it had fallen out. T really believe you
need not concern yourself about my fathers safety, for “tis the
opinion of most men that these rebels won't stand the King's
troops ; and as to marching north and south with the army in
his post-chaise, it does him so much service that I never saw him
look better,

It is said the Pretender’s people made an attack on Carlisle,
but have been repulsed with loss; this, however is not to be
depended upon.

You cannot doubt the sincerity of my intentions, but to
convince you I must beg you will no more think of what you
have mentioned in your letter. I wrote to you in a style of
complaint, just as the accident happened, but T have now got
the better of that, and am in a condition to repair the loss. I
know very well the many good uses you have of putting your
money to; pray don’t let me be the instrument of preventing it.
Besides, you give it to a person that ought to give you, by the
difference of income. I desire you won't imagine I am so un-
reasonable a dog as to think of it.

There is one thing that I must beg leave to assure you, that
though I don’t take it T am not the less obliged to you, and
shall always own a proper acknowledgment for this and the
innumerable kindnesses I have always received from you. 1
heartily wish you your health, and am,

Your dutiful and affectionate Son,
J. Worre.

Two days after this letter was written Wade, greatly hesitating,

set his troops in movement towards Carlisle. The weather was
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unusually severe and the roads well-nigh impassable through snow,
It took fifteen hours for the men to cover ten miles. Another
day’s such march and tidings came to Wade that Carlisle had
surrendered. This was enough for him: he turned round in his
tracks back to Newcastle, leaving the insurgents to do as they
please. How ¢ k the Brigade-major of nineteen must have been
of Marshal Wade’s method of making war !—a capital illustration
of how not to do it. The Government was getting to be, though
slowly, of the same opinion.

Meanwhile the Duke of Cumberland had arrived in England
with the rest of the British army and was quickly encamped with
8000 men at Lichfield. Another army began to be formed at
Finchley (the “ March to Finchley ™ of Hogarth is recalled), which
the King declared he was ready to command in person. All these
forces were likely to be needed, for Prince Charles, finding that
Wade did not intend to attack him, came boldly onwards to Preston
in Lancashire, where he was received with three hearty cheers, * the
first he had heard in England.” At Manchester there was a ringing
of bells and more cheering, and there several hundred volunteers
were enrolled. In the midst of this encouraging progress came
news that Wade had at last made up his mind to do something.
He was advancing against the invaders through Yorkshire.

This brought Charles Edward to a halt. With Cumberland
on one side and Wade on the other the situation needed consider-
ing. At first the Prince rejected proposals for a return to
Scotland. But he yielded to the counsel of his officers at Derby
and sullenly consented to a retreat on the 6th December. It
was a momentous decision. It is more than one historian’s
belief that had Charles marched onward from Derby he would
have gained the British throne. Henry Fielding, writing in the
True Patriot, declared that “when the Highlanders, by a most
incredible march, got between the Duke’s army and the metropolis,
they struck a terror into it scarce to be credited.” King George
himself prepared for flight and the Duke of Newcastle was
paralyzed. So great was the run on the Bank of England that,
but for the stratagem of paying out in sixpences, it would have
been brought to bankruptey.

On the heels of the retreating Pretender Cumberland with his
cavalry set off straightway in pursuit. At Macclesfield he found
the enemy two days in advance. Joined by a body of horse sent
across country by Wade the Duke pressed close at their heels,
reaching Carlisle the day after the Highlanders had left.
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Wolfe had already received orders to march with his regiment
on to Scotland to intercept the rebels on their route to the Scottish
capital.  On the 5th of January 1746, Charles summoned Stirling
to surrender, "The Castle was in charge of an able soldier, General
Blakeney, who, undismayed by the array of battering guns and
French engineers at the disposal of the insurgents, bade them
defiance. In three days the town surrendered, but Blakeney had
hopes of immediate succour from the troops of Wade. The latter
advanced rapidly from Edinburgh, Wolfe amongst them, but they
were no longer led by the veteran of '15. Wade had been recalled
and his successor was General Henry Hawley, nominated by his
royal patron, the Duke of Cumberland, who after the reduction of
Carlisle, marched southward. History has bestowed upon the new
commander the title of “ Hangman Hawley,” and in this instance
Clio, whose pronouncements so often reverse prejudice and occasion-
ally, alas, confirm it, cannot be charged with infelicity or injustice.
To mediocre military ability Hawley united a ferocious temper
and a genuine love of cruelty. He indulged himself in the pleasure
of carrying a couple of gibbets with him as camp furniture. His
men hated him. Hawley commanded about the same numerical
strength as Charles Edward, namely, about nine thousand men.

On Hawley’s approach Charles Edward assembled his troops
near Stirling and awaited an attack. To his surprise, Hawley
halted at Falkirk, firm in the belief that the * Highland rabble,”
as he contemptuously termed the Pretender’s troops, would disperse
in a panic on hearing of his approach, In fact, he had boasted at
White's Club not many weeks before that with two regiments of
dragoons he would drive the rebels from one end of the kingdom
to the other. So little did he anticipate an attack that he rode
off some miles to dine with the Countess of Kilmarnock, and his
own troops were actually feeding when some rustics flew into camp
and gave the alarm. Two officers sprang up a tree and distinctly
saw the approaching Highlanders through a telescope. General
Huske, left in command, instantly gave orders to beat to arms,
and the troops, dropping their rations, were formed in line for
action. But owing to the Prince’s stratagem of sending round a
detachment as a feint in his rear, Huske became confused, not

daring to act without Hawley's sanction. The troops began
murmuring, *“ Where is the General ? = What shall be done? We
have no orders.” Perchance there was one brigade where the men’s
confidence in their major quieted their speculations. Suddenly
the General, hatless and perspiring, came galloping up. At the
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same time a winter storm broke and the icy rain beat full in the
faces of the troops. Hawley, pulling himself together and recog-
nizing the inconvenience of his position, desired that the battle, if
battle there was, should be fought on the summit of Falkirk moor.
But he was too late—the Pretender was before him, and Hawley
was compelled to face the foe in a very inferior position. His
artillery stuck fast in a morass and could not be extricated, and it
was the greatest luck the Pretender had not brought his with him.,
Hawley then ordered Ligonier to charge. The cavalry was
received by the Highlanders with great composure, and men and
horses recled from the impact. Three of Hawley's regiments
had no better success. Drunk with their achievement, the clansmen,
dropping their muskets, seized their swords and fell on before and
behind. It was hardly in human nature for even seasoned troops
to stand firm before such an onslaught of both Scotsmen and Scots
weather,  In vain their officers strove to urge them forward : their
centre broke and gradually all fell back.

The three English regiments on the right did their utmost to
stand firm, but at length they too were compelled to yield. It
must have gone greatly against Wolfe’s grain when the orders
came for relreat ; but at least he had the satisfaction of bringing
off his men steadily to the beat of drums and with flying colours—
a great feat. We are told that many of themselves as well as
some of the enemy, supposed the retreat was a piece of military
tactics rather than an affair of compulsion. Otherwise, it is prob-
able an attempt at pursuit might have been made, and under the
circumstances the King’s troops must have been completely routed.
Through the rain and darkness they marched to Linlithgow, on the
way to Edinburgh, leaving Prince Charles and his Highlanders
rubbing their eyes and undecided whether they had scored a victory
or a defeat. Finding Hawley had left his cannon behind him, they
concluded they were the victors, Wolfe himself writes thus to his
uncle Sotheron—

70 WiLLiam SoTHERON.

Edinburgh, January 20th, 1746.
Dear Sir,—If you have not seen the Gazette, you will have
heard of our late encounter (for 'twas not a battle, as neither side
would fight) : and possibly it will be told you in a much worse
light than it really is. Though we can’t have been said to have
totally routed the enemy, we yet remained a long time masters
of the field of battle, and of our cannon, not one of which
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would have been lost if the drivers had not left their carriages
and run off with the horses. We left Falkirk and part of our
camp because the ammunition of the army—on which we can
only depend—was all wet and spoiled ; but our retreat was in
no ways molested by the enemy, as affecting our superiority.
The loss of either side is inconsiderable, and we are now making
all necessary pn-p:n'u(inna to try once more to put an end to this
rebellion, which the weather has hitherto prevented, and in my
opinion can at any time be the only objection.
I am, dear Sir, ete.,
J. Worre,

Notwithstanding the young officer’s way of treating it, the
battle of Falkirk was a decidedly unpleasant episode, and the loss
iv killed, wounded and prisoners on the Royal side far from incon-
siderable, as Wolfe discovered when the muster rolls of regulars
and volunteers came to be issued. Instead of resting themselves,
the Highlanders, who took possession of Falkirk, passed the entire
night, we are told, stripping the dead bodies left on the field, so
that in the morning a spectator likened these last to a large flock
of white sheep lying upon the slopes of the distant hill. Having
loaded themselves with plunder, many of the clansmen retired, as
was their wont, to the mountains, thercby weakening the forces at
the disposal of the Prince, who now continued his fruitless siege
of Stirling castle.

In London the news of Falkirk caused great uneasiness, as
well as surprise.  Cumberland made no secret of his opinion that
the whole business was due to lack of discipline. “Had 1
been there,” he said to a friend, “I would have attacked
the rebels with the men Hawley had left.” This dictum was
repeated in the Royal hearing; whereupon the King requested
Cumberland to take charge of the situation in Scotland. The
Duke agreeing, he set out with alacrity, arriving on January 30
(a day fatal erstwhile to the Stewarts) in Edinburgh. There he had
conferences with Hawley, and inspected the troops, who received
him with rapture. Cumberland certainly appeared to know his
own mind, and the very next day ordered a march back towards
Falkirk and Stirling. With him went, as Lieutenant-Generals,
Hawley and the Earl of Albermarle, father of Wolfe’s future
colonel, Lord Bury. The force numbered about 7,800 men, all
now full of zeal, and anxious to erase the blots their reputations
had suffered at Preston Pans and Falkirk.

ST —
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Scarce were they well on the march than grievous dissensions
in the insurgent army caused Charles Edward to abandon the
siege of Stirling and retreat across the Forth in haste, leaving
his wounded and prisoners. He reached Inverness, where he
instantly dispossessed Lord Loudoun, reduced the citadel, and t -k
and destroyed Fort Augustus. At his heels soon followed Cu.:a-
berland, who, having first left Hessian garrisons at Stirling and
Perth, on February 28 entered Aberdeen.  Here numbers of the
nobility and gentry—prudent in their generation—came to offer
their services to King George, and the next few weeks saw detach-
ments sent to scour the surrounding country, offering protection
to the loyal, and compelling flight on the part of the disaffected.
Some of these detachments were overtaken by the rebels and cut
to pieces. But it was generally easy work. Major Lafausille, for
example (he was afterwards Licutenant-Colonel of Wolfe's), at the
head of three hundred men, spread havoe about the district of Glen
sk, long remembered. T'wo Aberdeen non-juring churches were
burnt by the soldiers, but generally speaking there were no breaches
of discipline.  "T’he Duke was strictness itself, and had his men well
in hand. They had little leisure, as despite the severity of the
weather, Cumberland insisted upon so many hours’ drill daily.

As for Wolfe, he was, at the Commander-in-Chief’s request,
appointed aide-de-camp to Hawley. In this capacity there now
oceurred an interesting episode in the life of our hero which demon-
strates his own complete subjection to discipline and his strict obedi-
ence to orders, however distasteful.  On the arrival of the army in
Aberdeen the Duke took up his quarters at the house of an advo-
cate, Alexander Thomson, who, although a Whig and a firm
supporter of King George, received no compensation for being
thus deprived of his house and furniture. He afterwards com-
plained bitterly that his bed and bed-linen had been abused and
spoiled, and that he had been robbed of a stock of sugar which
he locked up. ‘Thomson’s next neighbour was a Mrs. Gordon, of
well-known Jacobite proclivities. The house of this lady Hawley
was told to take possession of for his own quarters. The story of
what happened is somewhat difficult to unravel, because only Mrs,
Gordon’s own account, as recited in various Jacobite memoirs,
exists ; but inferences are obvious. Says the lady, describing the
“disgraceful episode ™ with great circumstantiality—

“The Duke came to my house, attended by General Hawley
and several others. The General lay in my bed, and very early on
Friday morning sent a messenger to the house where I was, demand-

an
mi
co
H
elc

G




ions
the
ving
he
2k

[P g
and
the
fer
wh-
tion
ted.
cut
for
the
ilen
rere
‘hes
vell
the

est,
10w
on-
«di-
7in
vo-
irm
ing
m-
ind
ich

MRS. GORDON 59

ing all my keys. . . . That evening, one Major Wolfe, came to me,
and after asking me if I was Mrs. Gordon, and desiring a gentle-
man who was with me to go out of the room, he said that he was
come to tell me, that by the Duke of Cumberland’s and General
Hawley's orders, I was deprived of everything T had, except the
clothes on my back. After delivering this message, he said that
General Hawley, having enquired into my character of several
persons who had all spoke very well of me, and had told him that
I had no hand in the Rebellion, and that I was a stranger there,
without any relatives in that country, he, the General, therefore,
would make interest with the Duke that T might have any particu-
lar thing that I had a mind to, and could say was my own. 1
then desired to have my tea, but the Major told me it was very
good, and that tea was scarce in the army ; so he did not believe
I could have it. The same answer was made when I asked for my
chocolate. I mentioned several other things, particularly my
china. That he told me was, @ great deal of it, very pretty, and
that they were very fond of china themselves ; but as they had no
ladies travelled with them, I might perhaps have some of it. 1
then desired to have my pictures. He said he supposed T could
not wish to have them all. 1 replied that I did not pretend to name
any except my son’s. He asked me if T had a son, where was he ?
I said I had sent him into the country to make room for them.
To what place ? said he. I answered, to Sir Arthur Forbes’s. He
asked how old my son was. I said about fourteen. Said he, then
he is not a child, and you will have to produce him; and thus we
parted. This Major Wolfe was aide-de-camp to General Hawley.
The next day, after petitioning the Duke,” she continues, * Major
Wolfe came to me again and told me, that the Duke had sent him
to let me know that my petition had been read to him, and that
he would take care that everything should be restored to me.
Notwithstanding this, when I sent to the house to ask for any-
thing, as, in particular, I did for a pair of breeches for my son, a
little tea for myself, for a bottle of ale, for some flour to make
bread, because there was none to be bought in the town, all was
refused me.”  She goes on to say, *“ I should have mentioned above
that Major Wolfe did one day bring me my son’s picture, but
without the frame ; and he then told me that General Hawley did
with his own hands take it out of the frame, which was a gilt one
and very handsome. The frame the General left behind him, and
I afterwards found it in the house.™!

! Bishop Forbe's Jacobite Memoirs, edited by R. Chambers, 1834,
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Now, in perusing the foregoing, one has only to bear in mind
that Mrs. Gordon was a Jacobite lady of substance, against whom
the Duke of Cumberland had decrced no mercy, that she drew up
an inventory of the goods in her possession, amongst which were
large supplies of salt beef, pickled pork, brandy, rum, tea, chocolate,
which naturally excited the suspicion of the Duke, This suspicion
was confirmed by a further entry of “One set of blue and white,
ten dishes, forty plates and three dozen plates. Note. These were
not my own, but were sent to my house to see if I would buy them.”
Under the circumstances Cumberland, Hawley and Wolfe believed
that the lady was artfully endeavouring, as has been observed by
Wright,! to conceal the property of her proscribed friends. It was
not a pleasant task, thus to be obliged closc!y to interrogate a lady,
and Wolfe was no doubt heartily glad to be quit of the affair,
Doubtless, too, his concession of the portrait brought down on him
a reprimand from * Hangman ™ Hawley, who was little likely to be
influenced by any tender feelings.

On March 12 Barrell’s regiment was dispatched to Straths-
bogie to make a demonstration against a body of rebels
there.  Welfe did not accompany them, but was kept busy for the
next few weeks at head-quarters. On Aoril 6 Cumberland was
ready to march, but news coming that a French sloop bearing
men, money and arms to the rebels had been driven ashore, a
detachment was instantly sent to that quarter. A nu. ber of
French and Spaniards who hod thus been foreed to land with their

belongings were captured d some £12,000 was brought into
Aberdeen.  The camp bro' o up on the 8th, the ships sailing along
the coast in full view « e troops. The Spey was duly forded
in fine weather. Th er came up to the men’s waists and the
current was strong, but it was part and parcel of a soldier’s lot to

Wolfe, who felt they were well out of the business with the drown-
ing of only a single one of his dragoons.  All along the march the
enemy hung about, falling back at Elgin and Forres. On the 15th,
being Cumberland’s birthday, permission was given for a halt at
Nairn. Such rejoicings apparently were anticipated by the rebels,
who planned a surprise at Nairn. Unluckily they miscalculated
the time required, and dawn overtaking them, they allowed the
Royal troops to enjoy in peace their extra royal ration of brandy,
biscuit and cheese (paid for out of the Duke’s pocket), and fell
back again crestfallen to Culloden Moo,

A battle was inevitable. Charles Edward had taken up his

! Life of Major-Gieneral James Wolfe, 1864, p. 81.
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CULLODEN 61

quarters four miles east of Inverness, at the residence of the Lord
President Forbes, known as Culloden House. His troops were
spread out on the surrounding moor, five thousand in number, ill-
fed, weary and anxious. At dawn on the 16th they descried
Cumberland’s  force advancing against them on its march to
Inverness. Charles Edward at once gave orders for his men to
be drawn up in two lines to receive the enemy. Ill-luck, from the
first, hung over his banners. He had neglected to place the clan
Macdonald on the right of his army, a place they had enjoyed,
they said, in all Scotland’s struggles since Bannockburn.  As a
consequence of this slight, the men of that clan were sullen to the
point of insubordination.

On hi side, Cumberland took every precaution. To diminish
the terrous of the Highland claymore he had even invented a new
bayonet exercise. Each soldier, he directed, should thrust not at
the man immediately opposite him, but at his right-hand neighbour.
This ingenious drill, whatever its real value, filled the troops with
still greater confidence in the military capacity of the Duke, Their
officers must have admired the masterly way in which he formed
his force into three lines, having cavalry on each wing and two
pieces of cannon between every two line regiments. He then
addressed them in a speech to this effect: “If there is any man
who, from disinclination to the cause or from having relations in
the rebel army would now prefer to retire I beg him in God's
name to do so, as I would rather face the Highlanders with 1000
determined men at my back than have 10,000 with a tithe of
them lukewarm.” Small wonder his speech was greeted by the
men with huzzas and cries of * Flanders! Flanders!™ When it
was proposed, it being one o'clock and the enemy making no
movement, that the troops should dine before the battle, * No,
no,” cried Cumberland, “ they will fight all the better on empty
bellies,. Remember what a dessert they got to their dinner at
Falkirk ! ™

Barrell’s regiment was in the first line when the mutual
cannonade announced the beginning of a memorable action. The
rebel marksmanship was very bad; but the English discharge of
grape went home with terrible effect, causing the Highlanders to
fall back in disorder. When they advanced again, flinging away
their muskets, they were received by Barrell's and Monro’s at the
point of the bayonet. 'We are told that * the rebels so obstinately
rushed on death that there was scarce an officer or soldier in
Barrell's regiment or in that part of Monro's which was engaged

b e e O B
T

p—— ey

———
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who did not kill one or two men each with their bayonets or
spontoons.”!  But for an account of the battle of Culloden we
may turn to a letter of Wolfe’'s to a friend of the Wolfes at
York, Major Henry Delabene, who had promised to convey the
news at once to London.

To Hesry Devranese.
Inverness, April 17th, 1746.

Dear Sir,—I have the pleasure to tell you that yesterday
about one in the afternoon we engaged the Rebel army, and in
about an hour drove them from the field of battle: they left
near 1500 dead, the rest (except prisoners) escaped into the
neighbouring mountains ; the action was three miles short of
this place on Lord President Forbes’ land, and from thence the
name of the battle of Culloden. I have never seen an action
so general, nor any victory so complete. The Rebels had posted
themselves, so they imagined we could neither use cannon nor
cavalry, but both did essential service. They waited till we
came near enough to fire cannon on them, and were greatly
surpris'd and disorder’d at it, and finding their mistake, they
charged upon our front line in thick solid bodies, throwing down
their arms without exploding them, and advancing furiously
with their drawn swords. You must understand before the
cannonading they were (I mean the clans) in a very extended
thick line, with their right to some houses and a wall on their
left, and centre were supported in their rear by the Lowlanders
and some few horse. Four pieces of cannon were in their front,
which they often fired, but with little effect. The Duke’s army
had at the beginning six battalions in the first line, commanded
by General Albemarle, and Lord Semple ; as many in the second
under General Husk, and three regiments formed a third line of
reserve, commanded by Brigadier Mordaunt ; Cobham’s Dragoons
and two squadrons of Mark Ker's were on the left of the front
line, where the ground was firmest ; the other squadron and one
of Kingston’s Horse were on the right, and two pieces of can-
non in equal intervals between the battalions of the first line.
And a little after the Rebels begun their attack, the Duke
observed they intended to extend their line beyond his right by
breaking to the left from their centre, and instantly ordered
Pulteney’s from the reserve and form on the right of his first
line, and brought the rest of that Corps towards the right of his
! Bigg's Military History.
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second line to strengthen that wing; these movements obliged
them to attack his front. The front line of the Rebel’s near
approach begun a most violent fire, which continued 8 or 9
minutes, and kill'd so many of their best men that they could
only penetrate into our Battalion ; that on the left of the line
was Barrell's regiment ; they were attacked by the Camerons (the
bravest clan amongst them), and *twas for some time a dispute
between the swords and bayonets ; but the latter was found by
far the most destructable weapon, The Regiment behaved with
uncommon resolution, killing some say almost their own number,
whereas 40 of them were only wounded, and those not mortally,
and not above ten kill'd; they were, however, surrounded by
superiority, and would have been all destroyed had not Col.
Martin with his Regiment (the left of the 2ud line of Foot)
mov'd forward to their assistance, prevented mischief, and by a
well-timed fire destroyed a great number of them and obliged
them to run off.

General Hawley, who commanded the five squadrons of
Dragoons on the left, had, by the assistance of 150 Argyleshire,
thrown down two stone walls, and was (when the fire of the
Foot began) posted with his Dragoons opposite to the extremity
of the enemy’s right wing, and as soon as the Rebels began to
give way and the fire of the Foot slacken'd, he ordered Genl
Bland to charge the rest of them with three squadrons, and
Cobham to support him with the two. It was done with won-
derful spirit and completed the victory with great slaughter.
We have taken 22 picces of brass cannon or near it, a number
of colours, and near 700 prisoners, amongst which are all the
Irish picquets, most of the remainder of Fitz James’s Horse,
and a part of Drummond’s Regiment, great quantity of powder,
muskets, bayonets, broadswords, and plads innumerable. All the
troops acquitted themselves as troops worthy the command of a
great and gallant General, and no individual corps has been
wanting in their duty.

The Rebels, besides their natural inclinations, had orders not
to give quarter to our men.  We had an opportunity of aveng-
ing ourselves for that and many other things, and indeed we did
not neglect it, as few Highlanders were made prisoners as possible.
Lord Kilmarnock is one, and Brigr Stapleton, with some others
you have a list of. The enemy, by their own order of battle,
had 8300 men in the field, and our utmost was 7200. Our
loss is inconsiderable. Poor Col. Rich had his left hand quite
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cut off, and a very bad cut in his right elbow, and six in his
head, one or two very bad ones. Lord Robert Ker was kill'd
fighting against numbers. Rimon, Edmunds, Hillary, Campbell
and Brown are wounded ; the last of them obstinately defending
one of the colours that was knocked to the ground, but not
carried off. Twenty-one old soldiers kill'd and wounded by
your former company. The Rebels are much dispers'd, and it is
supposed will never be able to collect a body again. The Pre-
tender was in their rear, but soon quitted the field. You must
observe it blew and rain’d very hard almost all the time we
marched from our camp at Nairn, till just as the battle began.
It then became fair, and continued so all the remainder of the
day. You must also take notice that the Rebels were, the night
before the action, within four miles of our camp, intending
to have surpris'd and attack’d us in the dark ; but an unforseen
accident and a good deal of circumspection prevented them.
This and other lucky circumstances must make every discerning
man observe whence ’tis that success can only be expected. We
wanted to have fought the 15th, his Royal Highness's birthday,
but his charity for the men after many marches prevented it.
Yours,

J. Worre.

PS.—I forgot to tell you that the whole loss of the King’s
troops together was about 20 officers and 300 men kill'd and
wounded ; so you may see what a share your old Regiment had
in it. I likewise forgot to mention the cavalry of the right,
who were, I should have said, employed in pursuing and destroying
the broken Rebels.!

“Culloden,” says Mr. Bradley, “changed the fatc of Dritain in
a few moments, just as Quebec changed the fate of the British
Empire.”  Yet, although the victory was decisive enough, a
different result might have been looked for had the Prince Charles
Edward chosen his ground elsewhere. Nor did the victors by any
means acquit themselves without blunders which against another
foe might have cost them the battle. Indeed, Wolfe himself hints
darkly at all this in a letter written yeurs afterwards, when, on
service in Scotland, he revisited Culloden battlefield, a letter which
will be given in its proper sequence,

! The original of this letter belonged to the Rev. C. B. Noreliffe, of Langton
Hall, Malton.
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On the same day Wolfe wrote the following and dispatched it
to his uncle Sotheron.

To WiLLIAM SoTHERON,
Inverness, April 17, 1746.

Dear Siy,—I have the pleasure to tell you that yesterday,
about one in the afternoon, the Duke engaged with the rebel
army, and in about an hour drove them from the ficld of battle,
where they left nearly 1500 dead ; the rest, except prisoners,
escaped by the neighbourhood of the hills. The action was
three miles short of this place, on Lord President Forbes'! land,
from whence it takes its name, the battle of Culloden.

The rebels had posted themselves on a high boggy moor,
where they imagined our cannon and cavalry would be useless ;
but both did useful service. The cannon in particular made
them very uneasy, and after firing a quarter of an hour obliged
them to change their situation and move forward some hundred
yards to attack our front line of Foot, which they did with more
fury than pridence, throwing down their firearms, and advancing
with their drawn swords. They were however repulsed and
ran off with the greatest precipitation, and the dragoons falling
in amongst them completed the victory with much slaughter.
We have taken about twenty pieces of cannon in the field, and
near it a number of colours, and I believe seven hundred
prisoners, amongst which were all the Irish piquets, most of the
remainder of Fitz-James’s horse, and some of Drummond’s
regiment ; great quantity of powder, ball, muskets, bayonets,
broadswords, etc; plaids innumerable.

The troops behaved themselves as they ought to do, and no
regiment was wanting in their duty. The enemy by their own
order of battle had 8300 men in the field, and the utmost of
our number was 7200, of which we had about twenty officers
and three hundred men killed and wounded. Barrell’s regiment
suffered particularly, having out of three hundred and fifty
had one hundred and twenty officers and men killed and
wounded, fighting in a most obstinate manner against
the Camerons, the best clan in the Highlands, Orders were
publicly given in the rebel army, the day before the action, that
no quarter should be given to our troops. We had an
opportunity of avenging ourselves, and I assure you as few
prisoners were taken of the Highlanders as possible.

! Duncan Forbes, whose son was in the Army in Flanders.
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You must observe that it blew and rained very hard almost
from the time we marched from our camp at Nairn, till just the
battle began, when it became fair and continued so the remainder
of the day. Another thing you must take notice of, that the
rebels were the night before the action within three miles of our
camp, intending to surprise and attack us in the dark ; but some
unforseen accident, together with a great deal of superstition,
turned them back. These circumstances with many others I
could name, will make every discerning man observe from whence
only our success can proceed. I heartily wish you joy of the
happy end of so horrid an undertaking. And may they every
be punished in the same manner who attempt the like! Iam,
dear Sir, etc.,

J. Worre.

An anecdote is narrated (on the authority of Sir Henry Stuart
Allanton) that riding over the battlefield, the Duke of Cumberland
observed a wounded rebel smiling defiance at him. Turning to
Major Wolfe at his side he said: “ Wolfe, shoot me that Highland
scoundrel who dares look on us with such contempt and insolence !
Whereupon the young aide-de-camp replied: “ My commission is at
your Royal Highness’s disposal, but I never can consent to beecome
an executioner,”!

The bloodthirsty injunction is much more in keeping with the
character of Hawley than of Cumberland, but the retort, what-
ever its verity, by no means clashes with our notions of the young
officer’s independence,

! Auti-Jacobin Review, vol, xiii. p. 125.
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AFTER LAFFELDT

CurrovexN proved effectually the death-blow to Jacobite
aspirations, On the one hand we sec a hunted fugitive, Charles
Cdward, with a price set on his head ; on the other his victorious
cousin, the Duke of Cumberland, taking up his quarters after the
battle at Culloden House whence he dispatched his aide-de-camp,
Lord Bury, to London post-haste with news of the triumph.!

Slower than the wings of rumour (for he had taken nine days).
Bury found the people of the capital already in an ecstasy of
rejoicing.  The Duke was hailed as the deliverer of the nation,
and Parliament voted him £25,000 a year for life. Cumberland
himself remained with the army in the neighbourhood of Fort
Augustus until July 18, engaged in those severely repressive
measures which have earned him the eternal opprobrium of
Jacobite writers. He certainly carried fire and sword ruthlessly
through the disaffected districts, resolved that as far as he could help
there should be no repetition of the affairs *15, *45. But it was not
all bloodthirstiness in the camp about ruined Fort Augustus, Horses
and ponies were taken from the rebels, and so plentiful that every
private could own his steed, besides oxen, sheep and goats, The
Duke condescended to patronize horse races, in one of which

“ Hangman” Hawley was declared “a winner by about four
inches.”

Brevet-Major Wolfe was kept very busy while at Inverness.

At Forfar was stationed Cobham’s Dragoons in charge of
Captain Charles Hamilton, with whom Wolfe had consider-
able official correspondence, which illustrates the unpleasant
character of the work in hand.

1 ¢ My friend Lord Bury arrived this morning from the Duke, though the
news was got here before him, for with all our victory it was not thought safe
to send him through the heart of Scotland; so he was shipped at Inverness
within an hour after the Duke entered the town. Kept beating about at sea
five days and then put on shore at North Berwick from whence he came post
in less than three days to London, but with a fever upon him. The King has
immediately ordered him £1000 and I hear will make him his own aide-de-
camp.” —Walpole to Mann, April 25, 1746.
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10 Carrary Hamivron,
Inverness, May 19th, 1746.

Sir,—I am ordered by General Hawley to acquaint you that
he has shown your letter to his Royal Highness, who approves
of everything you have done, and desires you will continue that
assiduity in apprehending such as have been in open rebellion
or are known abettors, and that you will be carefull to collect all
proffs and accusations against them, and deliver them to Major
Chaban, and let the Major know from General Hawley that he
is to receive and keep together all such accusations as shall be
sent him from you, or any other officer under his command, that
they may be more conveniently had when called for. You know
the manner of treating the houses and possessions of rebels in
this part of the country. The same freedom is to be used where
you are as has been hitherto practised, that is seeking for them
and their arms, cattle, and other things that are usually found.
These that have submitted to his Royal Highness’ Proclamation
are to be treated as you have mentioned. The list is to be kept
and their arms are to be taken from them.

I am, Sir, your most obedient Servant,
J. Worrg, Aide-de-Camp to General Hawley.

PS.—You will be so good to show Major Chaban what
concerns him in this letter, and also what relates to the posses-
sions of the rebels, that he and the officers under his command
may make a proper use of it.!

To Carrain HamirtoN,

Sin,—The General has shown your letter to his Royal
Highness, and both approve your conduct. You are permitted
to graze your troop in that neighbourhood, for the reasons you
assign as the most effectual means of doing your duty. Major
Chaban must be acquainted with the General’s intentions in that
respect ; and you are likewise to let him know that he and the
rest of the regiment have no right to claim any share of seizures
made by your troop when in separate quarters.

The General is satisfied with what you have done in regard to
the meeting house, and the money may be applied as you think
proper.  Young Fletcher’s effects are to be secured, but not dis-
posed of till further orders. If you think the attestation of

! I owe a knowledge of these letters to Mr, Charles Dalton, editor of the
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Mr. Watson’s! warrant a sufficient proof of his having acted in
treasonable manner, you are to make yourself master of his
person, and confine him at Montrose with the rest.
I am, Sir, your most obedient humble Servant,
James Worrg, Aid-de-Camp to General Hawley.
Fort-Augustus, June 11th, 1746,

To Carraiy Hamirton.

Si,—General Hawley acquainted the Duke with the purport
of your letter, who was very well satisfied with your conduct, and
you have leave to dispose of the effects of Brown and Watson,
but nothing further is to be done in Fletcher's affairs.

The General bid me tell you that when any seizures were
made of cattle or otherwise in this part of the world, the com-
manding-officer and every person concerned have shares in
proportion to your pay. You mention Mr. Doway to me as a
person to be recommended, but at the same time say you have
very little knowledge of him ; as I have much less, and no more
interest here than you have, I think if you have found him
serviceable to you, will not neglect an occasion of rewarding him,
as it is not known when the troops will move from hence, or
what road General Hawley will go. I'm sorry to let you know
it’s impossible for me to appoint any place for your seeing him.

I am, Sir, your most obedient humble Servant,
J. Wourrg, Aid-de-Camp to General Hawley.

(On the letter is written: “This letter was brought me from
Fort-Augustus by Baillie Doway on Tuesday 22nd July, 1746.)

With Cumberland’s departure the Royal army began to melt
away. Wolfe’s, Pulteney’s and other regiments accompanied him
to Flanders, where a new campaign was beginning. Others were
dispatched to Stirling and other Scottish localities. Major Wolfe
remained behind, being sent with a company to reconstruct the
little fort of Inversnaid, situate between Lochs Lomond and Katrine,
which had been wrecked by the insurgents. Here he remained
until late in November 1746, when he received orders to rejoin his
regiment on the Continent in six weeks' time, with a prospect of
further fighting. The interval would enable the brevet-major,
who was just completing his twentieth year, to pass the Christmas
holidays with his parents in London.

! David Watson, afterwards Quartermaster-General in Scotland.
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We still may see, on the east side of Old Burlington Street,
scarce a stone’s throw from the rear of Burlington House,
Piccadilly, the town house of the Wolfes. It is one of several
plain-fronted, substantial brick mansions built about the very time
that James Wolfe was born.! Here the old General, now some-
what recovered from the effects of his active service in the North,
and his lady, greeted their son on his return to London in the last
month of the year 1746.

After the first warmth of the greeting had passed away, and
James began to lay before his sire his plans for a Continental out-
fit, he found the General in a fit of economy and by no means the
best of tempers. The Government, he complained, had plenty of
money for the Queen of Hungary, and the Duke of Cumberland, and
for every petty German Prince who chose to ask it, but not enough
to pay its own soldiers. His own salary as Inspector of Marines
was three years in arrears, He told James he had memorialized
the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty, under whose direction
he had held office. Their lordships had referred him to Pelham,
First Lord of the Treasury, who referred him to the Secretary at
War, who referred him back to the First Lord of the Treasury.
The General had a horror, he said, of being regarded as a dun, but
he seems on the whole to have been a very good business man, or
Mrs. Wolfe was a very good business woman, and he ultimately
received whatever was owing him. We will have occasion in the
sequel of this narrative to see Mrs. Wolfe petitioning with great
persistency the ruling powers in order to obtain her celebrated son’s
back pay and the result of such petitioning.  James's income at

! Mr. H. B. Wheatley, the topographer, writes me : ““ When Burlington
House was first built the gardens extended to the end of what afterwards
became Savile Row, as may be seen from Kip's view of the house and gardens,
but when the third Earl rebuilt the house he cut off the gardens where the
thoroughfare called Burlington Gardens now exists, and by virtue of an Act
of I'arfimnmt (1717-18) laid out the ground known as Ten Acres Field in
building plots.

““Queensherry House, on the site of Uxbridge | ¢ (now the Bank of
England), was one of the first buildings (1721). It is probable that the
gardens were cut off before this, because Vigo Street ran on to Bond Street
and was known as Vigo Lane. As the Battle of Vigo was fought in 1702, the
name must have been given when the victory was fresh in public memory.

““Old Burlington Street was called Nowell Street in 1729, but in 1733 had
become Great Burlington Street—New Burlington Street was originally Little
Burlington Street. Burlington House always fronted Piccadilly (with a
large forecourt and wall). I remember the old gardens at the back which
extended to Burlington Gardens.” The Wolfe mansion might well be indi-
cated by a Tablet, as a place of historic interest.
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present was hardly equal to fitting him out for the Netherlands,
and his usually liberal father told him flatly, what he wrote to
the Duke of Bedford, that in consequence of his Inspector-
Generalship of Marines he * was in a worse position than any man
who had the honour of having a regiment in His Majesty’s service.,” !
But this was probably in a manner of speaking. Wolfe got all he
needed, and after some weeks in town sailed with his regiment for
Holland early in January 1747.

To wis FatnER.
Camp near Breda, Feb, 15, 1747.

Dear Sir,—There is such a dearth at present of everything
new and entertaining, it seems no easy task to fill a letter; at
least to give it such a turn as may please. We military men,
don’t accustom ourselves to moral topics, or seldom entertain one
another with subjects which are out of the common réle, from the
frequent occasion we have to mention our own affairs, which, in
time of war, are of no small extent and concern. Possibly our
manner of writing may proceed in some measure from diffidence
and modesty, as not caring to attempt things, that we are
sensible have been better touched upon, and rather choose to be
confined to that particular branch of knowledge with which we
are supposed to be well acquainted.  Nine-tenths of the letters
from hence, I am persuaded, are filled with observations from
what occurs in the army in general, or in the particular battalion
to which the writer belongs. I know or at least guess by
myself, how much every man’s attention is taken up with the
things about him; and the use of thinking constantly on the
same matter weighs greatly with the mind, and in time becomes
its first principle, so that setting aside a man’s modesty and his
diffidence, he has little else to talk of. I am led into this
observation by a discourse at Gen. Howard’s an hour ago, of
the difficulty some people there said they were under for want of
sufficient variety of occurrences to fill up their paper; and so
put off testifying their love to their friends till next post. Now,
I was secure, certain, that you could expect nothing very extra-
ordinary or amusing in the wuy we are in, and that your good
nature and friendship would have been satisfied, to have known
your son in health, and to have had a mark of his respect and

1 Bedford Correspondence, vol. i. p. 123 ; Wright, p. 96.

e

=

e

i
il
!‘




‘r,'
/
',
i

72 LIFE AND LETTERS OF WOLFE

affection for his parents expressed in ever so few lines. I heartily
wish you health, and am, dear Sir,
Your most obedient and affectionate son,
J. Worre,
My love to my mother.

The British section of the Allies assembled near Maestricht
numbered all told 8000 English, 18,000 Hanoverians, and 6000
Hessians. These were under the Duke of Cumberland, who was
also given supreme command of the entire forces, including
Austrians, Dutch and Bavarians numbering 126,000 men.

Our hero occupied the leisure which the commander’s tardiness
afforded him to carry on a lively correspondence with a young lady
then resident in Brussels.

To Miss Lacey,
Camp of Bonvel, May 21, 1747.

Dear Miss Lacey,—If it is necessary to be convinced of
your good sense, I would desire you to write and nobody would
doubt it. But as I have been long assured of it, I should be
greatly deficient if I did not admire its effects, so I think you
may observe it which ever way you converse with me you have
the means of pleasing.

I was doing the greatest injustice to the dear girls, your
friends to admit the least doubt of their constancy, I mean to
your person 3 perhaps with respect to ourselves there may be
cause of complaint. Carleton I'm afraid is a recent example of
it.  Madam Sawyer has seen variety, is generally admired, and
consequently unique.  The other young one might admit of an
impression at first, but a few more years maternal instruction
will divest her of any inclination to unnecessary attachment.

Your time must pass agreeably ; nothing from us has yet
given occasion to prevent it nor do I see any immediate proba-
bility of a change in our situation. We are here the guardians
of the Republic, and since their reformation, I begin to think
them worth our care,

I hope you have found a sufficient number of men to be of
your parties, That “M. Gravesend™! supports his credit I cannot
doubt, or as I may now properly say, has resumed his tyranny.
Your spirit, I think, will never submit to such a sway, how great

I A jocose nickname for one of the English officers.
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ly soever may be the scarcity; if you are moved the object will

have merit. This letter you will be so good to direct, and let it be
sent to the embroiderer ; If you think my manner of correcting
too harsh, it is left for you to soften ; sure they must be dense
if my French is useless, unless it could be in the least thought
otherwise by you. That’s an acquisition you have at heart,

ht and as you are now placed to advantage in that particular,
00 you certainly won't neglect. I'm your old friend’s faithful
as adherent still, and could hear her talk with pleasure; tho' the
ng tale is long, “tis harmonious from her tongue.

Mrs. Lee I fancy contributes to soften the Dutch dialect and
- make rugged seem smooth, at least if I don't mistake her
dy character. The Captain is perhaps one amongst us the most to

be envied, within reach of his wishes, and not subject to accidents
that might be the consequence of a bold excursion to the Basch

from one of us. "Tis dangerous riding backwards and forwards
if a man is not master of his time,

¢ My neighbour Bernard has great pleasure in knowing you
;)l are well ; he speaks of you with esteem and affection, and bids me
Ib(c be careful to make you his compliments. I heartily make mine
to your friends, and am, dear Miss, most sincerely your friend
s and admirer
ve J. Worrk.
ur
t6 His fair correspondent was of Irish birth, the daughter of
be General Lacey in the Austrian service, himself related to the
of Russian Field Marshal Count Lacey. A little harmless flirtation
nd of this kind doubtless helped to make the time pass agreeably :
an and we may acquit Wolfe of having any serious designs on the
et lady’s heart.
ret To Miss Lacky.
- Camp of Westerloo, June 11th, N.8S., 1747.
ns Dear Miss Lacey,—As I have showed great impatience to
nk procure my coat, I conceive how great yours must be to hear I
have got it. 'With that consideration and the great pleasure of
of seizing the first opportunity to speak my gratitude and return a
ot thousand thanks, I put this into your father’s hands for a
‘y"' quicker and surer conveyance, and am, I assure you, infinitely
o

obliged to you. Though it comes late “tis not less necessary ;
one strong reason is to convince any amongst us that no views
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of preferment shall ever alter my observance of superior duty
nor the expense (however unreasonable) shall ever prevent my
conforming. I take the liberty to enclose another letter to
M. Lebrun in which he may easily observe my sentiments ; you
will judge of them equity, by the past of his conduct which
relates to you.!

Your affection for your father (one amongst the many
estimable points of your character) makes you see dangers at too
great a distance, and you too readily admit fears which to
me appear groundless. I may be wrong in my conjectures, but,
unless the French attempt Maestricht or pretend to act offen-
sively, I think this campaign will not be less inactive than the
preceeding ones, The implacable enemy may however depend
on their former success and use it as a motive to new enterprises ;
in that case, be assured, that nothing a fine army can undertake
in their defence will be wanting for their preservation.

You have left me in a doubt that is hurtful to my repose.
Sure it must never happen that a soldier can be unhappy in his
love ; if so, what reward for great and glorious undertakings, or
what relief from despair? Can we be forgot in the midst of
danger and fatigue? But worse than this, shall I live to see
an inhabitant of the bush succeed to my place and triumph in
the frailty of my country-woman ? Explain that part as you
think me safe, or deny a thought on’t.

I have been a fortnight detached from the army. Our
situation has been agrecable and might have been honourable,
would the enemy have waited our attempts; but their idleness
has denied us the pleasure of conquest. I speak rather positively
on this subject, but when I speak of war, I'm sensible, tho’ a
soldier, that there is One who directs.

I write this in a moment of reflection ; you'll pardon the
style, 'tis unusual and has not in it that turn of gaiety that
would perhaps be more pleasing to you ; but 'tis nevertheless of
the sort you must sometimes expect in your conversation with
men, particularly those whose situation should make them often
subject to serious hours. I'm glad to catch myself in such a dis-
position and think it the beginning of reform. My wishes are
never wanting for your health and happiness of you and your

! This is all pure raillery. Lebrun was the embroiderer in whose hands
was the sglcm]id scaclet officer’s coat whose elaboration Miss Lac y had
to superintend.
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BATTLE OF LAFFELDT 75

pretty friends, TI'll say it to my praise that no man has a
greater consideration for the sex than,
Your obedient humble servant,
J.W.

I have directed the fellow to embroider but one waistcoat.

It will be recalled that at the close of the last campaign the
French had overrun the Netherlands, largely owing to their greater
and earlier activity. Cumberland was in consequence seized with
a fit of imprudent enterprise. It is ever unwise for a general
to start operations before he is ready. After marching towards
Antwerp, Cumberland was obliged to lie many weeks in idle-
ness because he was without siege guns and forage wagons. The
weather bitterly assailed the unfortunate troops who hung about
a spot ten miles from Breda waiting for the completion of simple
arrangements which should have been settled before they had
marched a step. Yet exposure and privation could have been
borne with greater fortitude than the derision of the French, who
had a larger army, well fed, well housed, and well placed.

Cumberland, eventually in a fit state to march, seeing Saxe
in movement and believing he intended to besiege Maestricht,
set forward to intercept him. On June 19 the British reached
Laffeldt, a hamlet three miles west of Maestricht and the key of the
enemy’s position. Here they encountered the French infantry on
the morning of the 21st, the Irish brigade leading. Then ensued
a desperate struggle. Again and yet again was the hamlet taken
and retaken. As fast as Pulteney’s and Crawford’s and the other
British regiments hurled back the foe, other brigades came
pouring in. The slaughter was dreadful. Our brigade-major,
wounded, continued to fight gallantly. At last, after the fifth
attempt, overwhelming numbers pushed aside the exhausted
British and occupied Laffeldt, an empty advantage.

Meanwhile, Cumberland ordered an advance of the Dutch and
Austrians, as a measure of relief to the overworked infantrymen.
In their centre was a body of Dutch cavalry, to whom was given
at a critical moment the order to charge. But instead of facing
the exulting enemy, the cavalry was seized with panic, and,
turning, fled.

In vain Cumberland tried to rally the retreating Dutch—the
entire centre began to give way, and the Allied army was cut
in two. A precipitate retreat upon Maestricht followed, which
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li g might have developed into a panic-stricken flight, but for the h
b !JL prompt and gallant action of Sir John Ligonier. This officer, hi
)" i with some British and Austrian cavalry, charged boldly on the cC
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hilated, but time thereby was gained for the infantry. Ligonier
himself, horseless, was captured by a lucky French carabineer. The
cost to the Allies of this day’s fighting was 5680 in killed and
wounded. Amongst the latter was Wolfe, who had received a ball
in the body in the height of the action. Never had he fought with
greater zeal and courage: not losing control of his brigade for a
single moment. He was several times in great danger through the
fight, so much so that his faithful servant, Roland, became alarmed
for his safety. “He came to me,” wrote Wolfe, long afterwards, “at
the hazard of his life in the last action with offers of his service,
took off my cloak and brought a fresh horse; and would have
continued close by me had I not ordered him to retire, I believe
he was slightly wounded just at that time, and the horse he held
was shot likewise. . . . Many a time has he pitched my tent and
made the bed ready to receive me, half-dead with fatigue; and
this I owe to his diligence.”*  For his behaviour on the field that
day Wolfe received the formal thanks of the Commander-in-Chief.
Henceforward, he was truly a marked man.

The battle of Laffeldt was without any useful result, except
to confirm the Allies in the possession of Maestricht. Having
reinforced the garrison of the town so coveted by the French,
Cumberland crossed the Meuse into the duchy of Limburg, and
there encamped. As for his opponent, despairing of taking
Maestricht that season, Saxe burned his magazines about the
close of August and decamped. Both armies retired into winter
quarters in November, twenty transports landing five regiments
of foot at Gravesend on the 16th of that month.

After being nursed in field hospital a few days for his wound
Wolfe reached home about the same time as the Duke of Cumber-
land and Sir John Ligonier, the latter having gained his freedom
by exchange. Our hero celebrated his coming of age at the house
in Old Burlington Street.

Here he saw much of good society. Not only did his parents
have the entrée into many influential circles, but being himself,
young, ardent, of a convivial temper, fond of ladies’ society, it is
not wonderful that he should have been regarded as a hero in many
eyes. Thus far, however, he had not expressed more than a passing
preference for any of the fair enchantresses he had met.

Besides Miss Warde, Miss Lacey and others to whom he
pays tribute in his letters, there came upon the scene this winter,
Miss Elizabeth Lawson, eldest danghter of Sir Wilfrid Lawson, of

1 See Letter post, p. 164,
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Isel. This young lady was one of the maids of honour to the
Princess of Wales. Her mother was Elizabeth Lucy Mordaunt,
niece of Charles, third Earl of Peterborough, a lady whom the
malicious gossips of the town credited with what we, in modern
times, have come to denominate fout court, a past. Whatever
may have been the truth of such slanders (and very few of the
court ladies were exempt from such in George II's day), they did
not prevent the lady’s daughter from being a favourite of her
royal mistress. Wolfe was attracted to Miss Lawson from the
first, and the more he saw of her the more her charms grew upon
him. Her uncle, General Sir John Mordaunt, was an old friend
of his father’s, and himself took a deep interest in the young
brigade-major.

At this time it was not certain whether the Continent was to
offer a further field for active service or not. Both sides were
weary of a conflict which had already lasted six years. In the spring
of 1748, international plenipotentiaries met at Aix-la-Chapelle.
Notwithstanding these negotiations for peace the military com-
manders on both sides resolved to keep things moving with vigour,
The Congress opened on March 11, and a week or so later
Wolfe was ordered to join a detachment of German troops in the
vicinity of Breda. He, therefore, took leave of his parents and
London friends, and set sail from Harwich, crossed over to Flushing,
and made his way to Osterhout. Here he found that the Duke
of Cumberland’s illness, and Marshal Saxe’s superior strategy, were
having their effect upon the army of the Allies. He writes thus ina
letter to his father—

To wis Farues,
Osterhout, April 12, N.8., 1748.

Deanr Sir,—General Fowke is left here with four regiments
of Foot, and eight pieces of cannon, to assist in defending this
part of Holland. The troops are cantoned in the village, two
leagues from Breda and one from Gertruidenberg, and wait the
orders of him who is appointed to lead the army here; ’tis at
present the Prince of Wolfenbuttel, but we are apprehensive of
losing him.

As a Major of Brigade, and the first of that rank, I am
here, though I took some pains to avoid it. The corps that
I hear is intended to assemble in this quarter will be of thirty-
five or forty battalions and some squadrons, unless the enemy’s
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present undertaking should require them upon the Maese. I
hear Maestricht is invested. Marshal Lowendahl passed the
Maese with some troops at Namur, was joined by those that
wintered in Louvain, marched through a country that is almost
impassible in the finest seasons, seized Limbourg, and is, we are
told, on the other side of the river, where our army lay the
greatest part of last campaign; while M. de Saxe moves with
the larger part of the French army, and invests Maestricht on
this side. If so, the body of Austrians there will be inferior
to either of these corps, and will certainly retire, or rather has
retired, and leave the unhappy fortress to its garrison and a
Dutch commander. I am much at a loss to know whether
that place is thought of such worth as to risk a battle with
disadvantage, especially in numbers; though the situation is
such that a fortunate stroke might be the total ruin of the
besieging army, from the extreme breadth of the Maese, and
difficulty of retiring with a beaten army over a bridge or two.
But if in two or three days these regiments should move, I shall
think the attempt a thing determined, and be out of doubt as to
our destination,

The Prince of Orange is expected here soon. Marshal
Bathiany is laid up with the gout (and in an evil hour) at
Bois-le-Due.  H.R.H. has been ill again at Venlo, but is some-
thing better, and perhaps gone to Roremonde; the greatest
part of the army is in full march to that place. Neither the
English regiments to the north, nor that expected from the
river, are yet arrived, though never so much wanted as at this
unlucky time.

I am preparing to tell you the purport of a conversation
with Colonel Yorke, the then Adjutant-General, to whom I
addressed myself on being ordered to remain here. He said
some civil things in relation to having a person with these
people that was acquainted with this country, and the customs
of the army; and proceeded to tell me that the Duke, in dis-
course with him, had expressed great concern at not having it in
his power to serve me, but that his intention was just, and he
would take an opportunity soon of making it appear. And
Yorke, as a secret, told me H.R.H. intended that Field should
succeed Cossley, and that he would give me the Major's com-
mission of Bragg’s regiment for nothing, and (as he was pleased
to say) in order to my being Lieutenant-Colonel to it, for
Jocelyn is dying. Cossley, you know, is to go out with a
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government, and the sale of his company only. If this be
true, you will make the proper reflections on it, and think me
not much hurt. I'm sure the thing is yet far off, possibly may
fail as heretofore ; but with sincerity I assure you, I am out of
the reach of disappointment. I heartily wish you both well.
I writ to my uncle Wat from Harwich, and foretold the siege
of Maestricht. He will be astonished at their early proceeding,
and equally displeased with us. My duty to my mother.
I am, dear Sir,
Your most obedient and affectionate Son,
J. Worrk.

I have bought Jemmy Streton a horse and he has writ to the
Captain to pay £7 to my banker or agent.

Wolfe's references in the foregoing to the Duke of Cumberland
show that he still retained the good graces of the Commander-in-
Chief. Indeed, it is much to Cumberland’s credit that he, from
the first, detected the merits of the young officer. Wolfes duties
with the foreign corps were very arduous. Existing documents
show that he was given control of the commissariat of that detach-
ment, corresponded with bread and beef contractors, and issued
orders for forage. In whatever capacity he was employed he
evinced his thoroughness. He could be relied upon, and that was
probably more than could be said of nine-tenths of the young
officers of that day.

Daily some issue was expected from the Congress at Aix-la-
Chapelle, to which Lord Sandwich had been dispatched as plenipo-
tentiary. The Duke of Newcastle, the leader of the war party at
home, had himself nominated Sandwich for this post, and the two
shortly afterwards met in Flanders.

Wolfe writes about the middle of April—

To nis FATHER,
17th April, 1748,

Dear Sir,—The Duke of Newcastle and Lord Sandwich are
expected at the army in a few days; they will see the sight, and
go off. . . . The Imperialists march to-morrow towards Rure-
monde. The neighbourhood of Bois-le-Due cannot furnish toan
army without money. These troops must receive great assistance
from the country about them. The conferences at Aix are rather
languid ; the warlike spirit conceives favourably, from the interest
or intrigue perhaps of some mischievous particular, who may
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retard the general good, and keep the world in arms. Sincerely
I believe you'll think I'm crazy in the brain. In one letter I tell
you all is at an end, and in the next that things have a fairer
face. I'm sorry to say that my writings are greatly influenced
by the state of my body or mind at the time of writing ; and I'm
either happy or ruined by my last night’s rest, or from sunshine,
or light and sickly air : such infirmity is the mortal frame sub-
ject to. I thank you for the part you are so ready to act in my

behalf.  Your officers are all well, and free from complaint, as
from any cause.

Marshal Saxe having invested Maestricht, drove the Austrians
back to Ruremond, with the loss of their stores and powder. But
the combined Dutch and English, lacking the reinforcements of
the Russians, who had not yet arrived, were too weak to do very
much to prevent the fall of the fortress. When it fell, Holland
would be invaded. In these circumstances, the British Government
were only too ready to accept the terms of peace which France
offered at the Congress. So, while the ministers of the other
Powers declined to join, late at night on the 80th of April, N.S,,
the English, Dutch and French plenipotentiaries set their names to
the Treaty of Peace.

But while the negotiations were going on, the enemy had
approached close to the beleaguered city, which they attacked and
carried the covered way, with the loss of 900 grenadiers, Their
triumph was brief, however, for Baron I’Aylva, the Governor of
Maestricht, sallied forth and put them to flight with heavy loss,
All doubt about the result was cut short by the news of the sign-
ing of the Treaty of Peace, and orders for hostilities to cease.
Cumberland, whose military reputation had hardly been increased
by this campaign, dispatched an officer to Baron D’Aylva, in-
structing him to turn over the fortress to Marshal Saxe until the
ratification of the Treaty. In consequence of this, the garrison

marched out with all the honours of war on the 8rd of May.
Thus terminated, as far as Britain was concerned, the War
of the Austrian Succession. It was an extraordinary contest:

England and France had begun as mere allies of the two powers,
Austria and Prussia, and ended by being the principals. But
what had been gained 7 All conquests were to be restored, even
that of Louisburg. There was no stipulation regarding the first
cause of the war, the commercial claims of England upon Spain,

and there was a general consciousness that France had the best
a
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of it, and was only restrained by the present state of her navy
and her exchequer. This consciousness was quickened when it
became known that two noble hostages were to be sent to France
to guarantee the restitution of Louisburg. It gave British
pride a sad shock. By no one was it more deplored than by our
hero, who little expected when he cried out against giving back
Cape Breton and Louisburg, that fate had reserved to him a
chief share in the task of reclaiming the one for the Empire and
blotting the other, one day, from the face of the earth.

“Never, perhaps,” remarks Stanhope, “did any conflict, after so
many great events and so large a loss of blood and treasure, end in
replacing the nations engaged in it so nearly in the same situation
as they were at first.” !

All through that summer of 1748 both armies rested in their
respective camps. It was then, being assured that no active service
was imminent for some time to come, that Wolfe desired ardently
to get prolonged leave from his regiment for the purposes of travel.
Although more than six years in the army, he had seen little of
the world. He had always been too hard-worked to have had
many opportunities for enlarging his mind or of acquiring the
accomplishments of a gentleman. His great fear was of becoming
narrow and uncouth if this course of life went on, and he believed
that travel and mixing in cultivated society would make him the
more eflicient officer. In this opinion he was supported by his
uncle, Major Walter Wolfe, with whom he continued to keep up a
spirited correspondence. The old Major was a keen soldier, and,
having been disappointed, purely through the nature of the times,
in his own advancement, took a deep interest in that of his
nephew.

Wolfe writes to his mother—

T'o s Morugr.
August 1748,

When you have anything to grant, or a good-natured thing
to say, you don't lose time, I got your letter much sooner
than I expected, but upon opening it easily perceived the
reason.

There will be difficulties in everything that contradicts a
principle or settled opinion, entertained amongst us, that an
officer neither can, nor ought ever to be otherwise employed
than his particular military functions. If they could beat men’s

! History of England, chap. xxx.
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WISHES TO TRAVEL 83
avy capacities down, or confine their genius to that rule (to be ob-
it served with the expected nicety, so as to exclude all other
nee attachments), no man would ever be fitted for a higher employ-
tish ment than he is in. *T'is unaccountable that who wishes to
our see a good army can oppose men’s enlarging their notions, or
ack acquiring that knowledge with a little absence which they can’t
na possible meet with at home, especially when they are supposed
and masters of their present employment and really acquainted with

it. In all other stations in life, that method is usually pursued
r 80 which best conduces to the knowledge every one naturally wishes
lin to have of his own profession,
ion Whether my request will be consented to or not I shan’t
pretend to say ; it depends on them whether even I shall ask it.
heir Pray tell my father that I thank him much for his approbation,
vice but I can’t help differing both from him and you in your objec-
itly tion, that I must lay aside all thoughts of preferment ; because,
vel. if we may judge of what has happened, attendance, or the fre-
: of quent offer of one’s person to their observation, has had hitherto
had little effect, and I know myself secure of your voices and en-
the deavours whether absent or not ; and more particularly that, if
ling I rise at all, it will most probably be by the means of my father’s
wed pocket. But, not to be tiresome upon this subject, I'm told that
the my intended journey will really be put off. I spoke to my
his uncle Wat in my last letter to him to this purpose. Perhaps he
1p a may mention it to you with his sense of such undertaking.
and, The sum in question puts me into the very state you wish
mes, me, and I as truly wish myself, I mean that of independency ;
his and though I dare not pray for money, £10,000 is worth asking
for fair purposes, and might be prettily disposed of. None but
earthly gods and goddesses are moved far without the precious
bane,!
\8.
hing Sure Palliser can’t in honesty be partial to that red head of
oner hers,* and think there is beauty in the motly of white and yellow ;
the he has certainly meant his speech in compliment to some female
of the fairer kind, within the hearing of so much gallantry. He
ts a can never be so blind as to imagine any perfection, but in the
L an
)yﬁl ! This is a reference to one of Mrs, Wolfe's match-making schemes.

s * Mrs. Wolfe had written to say that one of his old Greenwich comrades

had fallen in love with a rather plain damsel, whose beauty, however, he had
insisted upou.
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Jjust medinn between the dismal black and palid white. He has 1
sacrificed his own opinion and Mrs. Higsham’s affections in of ec
pure civility to the neighbourhood of that same lady, who matt
was, as I said before, undoubtedly the object and first in his too 1
thoughts. sum .
I desire you will speak without any reserve, if there is here possil
or within my reach whatever you wish for imagine yourself visior
mistress of it, and tell me how I may endeavour to be of the His »
least use. Though I don’t think the troops will any of them of W,
embark till the en! of October I would not have you lose time comm
in fixing upon what you would have brought over, and if you B
know anything that would be agreeable to my father pray yet V
mention it. had t]
The Duke went suddenly over to Hanover a day sooner than he ney
even he spoke of, and express from thence determined his quick distan
remove; H.R.H. is expected back in a weck, but one aid-de-
Camp, or more properly his travelling secretary (Col. Yorke) is To un
gone with him of all his retinue,
As to the bulk of our correspondence, I know nothing
that can justly excuse my putting you to an extraordinary aced
expense. Any inclination to much talk can never be a good but
reason. A man should shorten his discourse, or learn to tion
write close. Everything that seems to prevent any scheme of toy
‘ cconomy I am a bitter enemy to. In the notions I entertain at of il
b present, spare diet and small beer have a strong place. Nothing prod
. but an unlucky knowledge of the immediate necessity of living used
i well and drinking claret could, sure, persuade me to such a useft
1 ) practice in opposition to good, close, parsimonious maxims, and
! i | But what is there one may not be forced to do, where the Was (
| ,Q A health is concerned, however averse to inclination ? To repel of m
| ¥ the vapours (as my friend justly terms them), Jemmy Donneilan c
i\ and I are obliged to have recourse to a couple or three good think
dan things every day, and some Bordeaux; the management of of sl
i 4 | all which he has solely undertaken, and calls for my meekly and ¢
‘ h t partition. recep
103 If Mr. Fox knew how well we feed, and that sometimes the multi
il table for four is crowded, he would be jealous of our emoluments their
a7 and censure our extravagance, refuse perhaps our arrears, and amus(
i i cut off the non-effectives. My duty to my father. I always troop
wish you both well, and am, dear Madam, The
Your most obedient and affectionate Son, they
J. Worrk. or exi
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The paragraph in the foregoing which relates to the principles
of economy is a good example of the writer's playful mood. As a
matter of fact his mother had been fearful that his camp diet was
too rigorous for his feeble constitution, and in sending him the
sum of £50 had urged him to nourish himself as generously as
possible. Wolfe was no gowurmet, generally taking the mess pro-
visions as he found them, and in this campaign they were very bad.
His supposition that the corrupt old placeman Fox, the Secretary
of War, would feel scandalized at the Lucullan extravagance of the
commissariat, was amusingly fantastic,

By November the definitive treaty had been signed a month,
yet Wolfe was still in Flanders with the foreign battalions, nor
had the hoped-for leave of absence been granted.  When, however,

he next wrote his mother, a return to England was only a few wecks
distant.

To wis MoTHER.

Camp, Nesselroy, 10th November, 1748,
You have given me the greatest pleasure imaginable in your
account of my father’s situation. He not only can walk well,
but I hope does, or at least takes such exercise as fits his inclina-
tion and contributes to his health, I would recommend the like
to you, if I did not know how sensible you are of the necessity
of it, and how ready to give a good example. I have been
prodigiously careful of my own thin person, and I think have
used all the remedies, plasters, unguents, etc., that were not only
useful, but even thought so, in complaisance to your opinion ;
and I am thoroughly reinstated. Your green oil in particular
was of singular service to me, for a hurt I received by the falling
of my horse (not from my horse), and that's well likewise,
Captain Thornton is the only one of our countrymen that
thinks our army worth looking at; he was present at a review
of six Wolfenbuttel battalions, and expressed both satisfaction
and astonishment. He is gone away very well pleased with his
reception and entertainment. It is really surprising that in the
multitude of the idle and curious, it does not enter into any of
their heads to be for once spectators at a military show, and
amuse themselves some little time with a view of the variety of
troops that compose the three separate bodies in the country.
The English should accustom themselves to such sights, that
they may be less at a loss, and act like men when anything new
or extravagant presents itself, and that a plaid, whiskers, or a
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ruff cap may not be esteemed by them altogether terrible and
invincible.

I received a letter yesterday from my father, and one from
Rickson. The little man seems to entertain but a very in-
different opinion of widows, and threatens to be much better
acquainted before he engages a second time; he even carries it
so far as to suspect some of them of coquetry and deceit, and
with great earnestness advises his friends to avoid that species.!

My father’s good designs are seen by me in the very light he
means them ; but 'tis too late. Other views and interests succeed
at the end of a war, and favours are thrown into quite a different
channel. For my particular, I wish nothing so much as the
means of escaping from the noise and idleness. T never till now
knew our army otherwise than I could have desired it (I don’t
mean as to the successful part), but then I never knew what it
was to wait, in smoke and subjection, the signing articles of
peace, and till now have always had, or imagined I had, a
prospect of better times. I'm even flattered with the distant
view of a happy arrival at Gibraltar or Minorca,—a very
desirable retreat, and well adapted to my years and inclination !

I have sold my poor little grey mare; I lamed her by
accident, and thought it better to dismiss her the service im-
mediately, than wait a long while for her recovery, as has been
sometimes the custom. I grieved at parting with so faithful a
servant, and have the comfort to know she is in good hands, will
be very well fed and taken care of in her latter days. Such
another good animal I shall hardly meet with. T shall be very
much obliged to you if you will let me know whether a part of
a former letter from you relating to my cousin Burcher be true.
I hope it is otherwise, Mrs. Inwood may give herself what airs
she pleases, and boast all her ability ; but I shall return, perhaps,
more than her match. I have taken care by practice, and a
well-regulated attention to the game, to prepare myself for the
greatest trials; and so I think she should be informed, to put
her the more upon her guard, and make my attacks (as they are
called at chess) less formidable. T heartily wish you both your
health, and am,

Most dutifully and affectionately your Son,
J. Worrk.

1 believe we shall remain at least six weeks in this camp.

! Rickson did not marry until 1767, when he espoused Miss Euphemia
Bremner of Edinburgh.

day
his
the
174
20t
Sacl
yeai
plac
callq
effec
Of “
tot
afte
chie
Gen
land
fron
subl
of ti
the ]
are
with
whei
£
and
here(
Jaco
to pr
be di
the -
aboli
“ Suc
were
A
were

1
8
Georg
some
Majo
see yo




ant
ery
m!
by
im-
een
il a
will
uch
rery
t of
rue.
airs
Aps,
d a
the
put
are
rour

emia

MAJOR IN THE “TWENTIETH” 87

By Christmas Wolfe was home again, and after the festive birth-
day and Christmas rejoicings were over, lost little time in renewing
his addresses to General Mordaunt’s niece. But what courtship
there was, was destined again to be brief, for on the 15th of June
1749, he at last read his name in the Gaztte as a Major of the
20th Regiment.! This regiment, then known as “Lord George
Sackville’s,” was then quartered in Stirling. For the next few
years, therefore, destiny called him to Scotland.?

Scotland, and particularly the Highlands, was at that time the
place in the British Empire which if it did not occasion uneasiness,
called for the most alert and prudent statesmanship. Since the
effectual repression of the Rebellion, three years before, a system
of “reconstruction ™ was demanded, something similar in character
to that undergone by the Southern States of the American Union
after 1865. A large part of Scotland was in the hands of feudal
chiefs ruling idle, reckless, ill-fed clansmen. In the report made by
General Wade after the rising of 1715, he observes of the High-
landers that “their notions of virtue and vice are very different
from the more civilized part of mankind. They think it the most
sublime virtue to pay servile and abject obedience to the commands
of their chieftains, although in opposition to their Sovereign and
the laws of the kingdom ; and to encourage this their fidelity, they
are treated by their chiefs with great familiarity; they partake
with them in their diversions, and shake them by the hand
wherever they meet them.”

Statutes were accordingly passed to put down this undue power
and consequent lawlessness. Military tenures were abolished,
hereditary jurisdictions were replaced by Crown Courts, the
Jacobite clergy were required to take the oath of allegiance, and
to pray publicly for his Majesty King George. The clans were to
be disarmed and (still more important in Highland eyes at least)
the tartan was placed under the ban. The term for the total
abolition of the national garb was the 1st of August, 1747, but
“Such parts thereof as are called the plaid, philabeg or little kilt,”
were forbidden after the 25th of December, 1748.

As long as the war was going on in Flanders and the troops
were needed on the Continent, not many battalions could be spared

! Now the Lancashire Fusiliers,

? There is a letter from John Warde, Esq., of Squerryes, to his brother
George, then in Scotland, which shows that Wolfe did not join the corps for

some weeks at least. It is dated Conduit Street, 24th Jan, 1749 : 1 saw

Major Wolfe the other day who was going northward, and tells me he will
see you."”
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88 LIFE AND LETTERS OF WOLFE

to see that the Rebellion Statutes were strictly carried into
execution, But now that the war was over, the Government
began to follow up its initial measures in Scotland. Several
battalions were ordered north to garrison the Highland Forts, and
to hunt out philabegs, non-juring priests and claymores.!

This was the state of affairs and these the duties of the
soldiery when Major Wolfe returned to Scotland. He found the
20th threatened with the loss of its Lieutenant-Colonel, the Hon.
Edward Cornwallis, who had been selected to go out to Nova
Scotia as Captain-General and Governor of that new colony. Thus
he was at so early an age called upon to act as commanding officer
of a regiment. In itself such a position was a trying one, but the
circumstance of the troops being in the midst of those speaking
their own tongue and resenting their presence, demanded the
highest degree of tact and self-control.  Stirling must then have
been far from an agreeable place in the eyes of an Englishman, It
was dirty and the inhabitants much addicted to inebriety. The
burghers were narrow and clannish to a degree. We were told
that none but a freeman of some of their guilds could embark in
any business. No one durst so much as sew a button on his breeks
or put a patch upon his brogues unless he were free of a craft of
tailors or shoe-makers, and had the barbers been a corporation no
one durst shave himself or employ a servant to do it for him, with-
out being entered a freeman of that trade.  Even the well-to-do
inhabitants were frugal to the point of parsimony.?

Wolfe's first care was for the men under his charge. His regi-
mental minutes are still extant. Nothing we have exhibited so far
in these pages so attests the complete soldier. Soon after his
arrival at Stirling, under date of February 12, 1749, he wrote
that: “The Major desires to be acquainted in writing with
the men and the companies they belong to, and as soon as
possible with their characters, that he may know the proper objects
to encourage and those over whom it will be necessary to keep a
strict hand.  The officers are enjoined to visit the soldiers’
quarters frequently ; now and then to go round between nine and
eleven o'clock at night, and not trust to sergeants’ reports. They
are also requested to watch the looks of the privates and observe

! If arms were found in a Highlander's possession, or if he wore a
philabeg ; if a priest officiated contrary to the Act, or if either refused to take
the oaths prescribed, he was liable to six months’ imprisonment for the first
offence, and transportation to the American Plantations for the second.
¢ History of Stirling (1794), p. 161,
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A STUDENT AT GLASGOW 89

whether any of them were paler than usual, and that the reason
might be inquired into and proper means used to restore them to
their former vigour. And subalterns are told that ‘a young
officer should not think he does too much.’”?!

At this time he did not know how long he would be stationed
at Stirling, It was therefore with infinite relief that in a few
weeks he received orders to march to Glasgow. One reason in
particular made him welcome the change. It was the young
officer’s abiding ambition to atone for the deficiencies in his
education. Brother officers at mess might have derided this as an
unnecessary aspiration after an undue piety, even the common
soldiers might wonder to see their acting Lieutenant-Colonel taking
to his school books again, but the opportunity was one not to be
lost. There was a celebrated college at Glasgow (since grown
into a University) and capable teachers, so Wolfe put himself in
their hands. He writes to his mother—

Glasgow, March 25th, 1749.

Dear Mapam,—Neither my inclination or interest lead me
to do anything that may disoblige cither my father or you,
much less against both, can I be persuaded, to oppose your wills ;
it would humble me indeed if you were once to suppose that I
could be biassed in my opinion by either of the gentlemen you
mention, though they should receive advice and assistance, from
the artificial and fraudulent female ; or that she (prepared as I
am against all her attempts) should be able to work upon me
with lies and falsehood, her constant weapons; I had not
five minutes’ discourse with her, but in company with the others
where her intimacy is not yet strong enough to allow the
freedom of utterance upon all subjects ; so that, what she might
be wanting in truth, must have been chiefly upon indifferent
topics, more proper to move one’s contempt, than displeasure.
One melancholy proof of her pernicious example, I foresee will
appear in that child Miss Sotheron; if Jezebel be suffered to
meddle in her education, the girl is undone ; I pressed the father
to send her to New York ; his fondness, and Fanny’s wickedness,
will be her distraction, if she is not quickly removed. It is a pity
the poor thing should be neglected, for she appears ready
enough on her part to do what is right.

You have mistaken that part of my letter where Masterman

! Major Wolfe's Order-book is preserved at the United Service Institution.
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isnamed. Billy Sotheron ! does not speak of him as any hindrance
to his showing the respect due to his aunt, but as one cunning,
and insinuating, execrably bent to find his advantages in the
ruins of your family : that is the light he sees him in, and I dare-
say a just one. This Mr. Sotheron’s behaviour may easily be
accounted for when I tell you that he is the most consummate
rake of all my acquaintances, indolent, negligent, and vicious,
with a great share of good nature, and quick sense enough, but
withal so idle and a victim to debauchery, that I believe you
had almost as great a share of his company as any of his f:
relations in London, at least he assures me so.

Col. Cornwallis does certainly go to Nova Scotia for New
Scotland : he is to be absent two years: all his share of duty will
then fall upon me: six or seven campaigns, and an age in Scot-
land. I shall be sick of my office : the very bloom of life nipped
1 in this northern climate. I am determined to make the same
y use of my stay here, at least ; two hours every dz\y are given up r
i to application : in the morning I have a time to instruct me in by
mathematics : and in the afternoon another comes to assist me to

7 regain my almost lost Latin. The College furnishes abundantly fath
b {5 all the arts of learning to the inquisitive. My horses will be
: * ;n here in a day or two: they have cost me forty-five guineas. I

e am half undone with these expenses. 1
1 "I' Be so good to pay Mr. Fourmantel for the wig:? it will be
about thirty shillings. A Sergeant of this regiment is gone to
London: I bid him call upon you: he may bring it. The
: man is very honest and an excellent sergeant: Edwards is his
N name.

I must make use of your interest with the General, my
father, to bring about my purpose. Will you desire him to let
) Mr. Fisher give me credit for any sum not exceeding four-

) score pounds, the money due to me, for my old post? Not that

] I want it all at present, or would draw for the whole treasure at
f ' a time; but a part is absolutely necessary. It would be very
4 ‘ easy to make that appear, if I were to enumerate the different

8 articles of expense that necessarily attend a supreme command in
such a place as Glasgow ; and I don't apprehend you would wish

i Major Wolfe should distinguish himself the worst way. I give
you my word that the common demand for my horse, servants,

Pl P o e o e e e

] ! William Sotheron, his cousin,
{ ? The absurd legend that Wolfe never wore wigs is sufficiently refuted
elsewhere.
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e washing, lodging, and diet, is no less than three pounds ten
:, shillings a week.  Judge then what there is over, for many other
e things not less requisite, at fifteen pounds a month! I reckon
" myself to have a shilling a day for what they call pocket money.
e God forbid every part of Scotland should be of the same ex-
e hausting nature with this.  If my father consents, as I have no
, reason in the world to doubt it from his constant friendship and
t goodness, will you be so kind to inform me, and let me know
a Fisher’s christian name and place of abode.! My duty to my
8 father.

I am, dear Madam,

v Your most obedient and affectionate son,
Il

J. WoLrke.

PS.—My horses are this moment arrived and both lame, etc.,
d with travelling only.

P There were then no barracks in Glasgow, and the house occupied
n by Wolfe in Camlachie, a suburb of the city, was still standing a
0 few years ago. It had been built in 1720 by Walkinshaw, the
y father of Prince Charlie’s mistress, and was owned in Wolfe's day
e by a Mr. Orr of Burrowfield.

I

! Thomas Fisher, an Army agent, lived in Axe Yard, Westminster.
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Amonest Wolfe’s most intimate friends whose name has already
occurred in these letters was William Rickson, who had been a ,tl
lieutenant in General Wolfe's regiment, and was now a captain in -
the 47th Foot (Lascelle’s regiment, stationed in Dublin). Rickson h
was an earnest, ardent young man, considerably Wolfe's elder,! and o
an unbounded admirer of his friend’s talents. Many of Wolfe's fo
best letters are addressed to Rickson, Thus he writes from his -
Camlachie lodgings— :’l:
To Carraix Ricksox. Sc
Glasgow, April 2, 1749, do
Dear RicksoN,—When I saw your writing upon the Back sy
of a letter, I concluded it was in consequence of the mandate Sh
I sent you by Lt. Herries, of this Regiment (that letter he ad
| carried upon your account and mine, not his own, as you will ad
¥t easily discover); but I find myself more in your debt than I ch
/4 expected. “T'was vour desire to please, and to express the part to
¥ i you take in your friends’ good fortune. These were the motives ow
iif '8 that persuaded you to do what you knew would be agreeable. the
| ke You'll believe me, when I tell you that, in my esteem, few of -
448 what we call advantages in life would be worth acceptance if o
‘,“ i‘k ‘h none were to partake them with us. What a wretch is he who g
;l 3 ' lives for himself alone! his only aim. It is the first degree of 1t i
IR ! happiness here below, that the honest, the brave, and estimable her
‘ part of mankind, or, at least, come amongst them, share our _rat
! success. There were several reasons concurring to have sent me Hme
(1% 4% into Italy, if this had not happened [his promotion] t> prevent e
‘ my intention. One was to avoid the mortifying circumstance of ey
going, a Captain, to Inverness.* Disappointed of my sanguine this
a7 1 hopes, humbled to an excess, I could not remain in the Army kep
i and refuse to do the duty of my office while I staid in Britain. e
J & Many things, I thought, were and still are wanting to my this
i ]' f ! He was born in 14]') M
i 2 His « Brigade-major ended with the war: and he had beauty
previously only held hrutt-mnk of \i)ujor M

i 92
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education. Certain never to reap any advantages that way with
the regiment: on the contrary, your barren battalion con-
versation rather blunts the faculties than improves my youth
and vigour bestowed idly in Scotland; my temper daily
changed with discontent ; and from a man become martinet or
a monster.

You shall hear in justice (and in return for your confidence)
that I am not less smitten than yourself. The winter we were
in London together I sometimes saw Miss Lawson, the maid of
honour, G. Mordaunt’s niece. She pleased me then; but the
campaign in view, battledore and dangerous, left little thought
for love. The last time I was in town, only three weeks, I was
several times with her,—sometimes in public, sometimes at her
uncle’s, and two or three times at her own house. She made &
surprising progress in that short time, and won all my affections.
Some people reckon her handsome; but I, that am her lover,
don’t think her a beauty.! She has much sweetness of temper,
sense enough, and is very civil and engaging in her behaviour.
She refused a clergyman with £1300 a year, and is at present
addressed by a very rich knight; but to your antagonist’s
advantage, he has that of being mad added, so that I hold him
cheap. In point of fortune,she has no more than I have a right
to expect, viz. £12,000. The maid is tall and thin, about my
own age, and that’s the only objection! I endeavoured, with
the assistance of all the art I was master of, to find out how
any serious proposal would be received by Mordaunt and her
mother. It did nol appear that they would be very averse to
such a scheme ; but as I am but twenty-two and three months
it is rather early for that sort of project; and if I don’t attempt
her, somebody else will. The General and Mrs. Wolfe are
rather against it, from other more interested views, as they
imagine. They have their eye upon one of £30,0002 If a
company in the Guards is bought for me, or I should be happy
enough to purchase any lieutenant-colonel’s commission within
this twelvemonth, I shall certainly ask the question ; but if I'm
kept long here, the fire will be extinguished. Young flames
must be constantly fed, or they’ll evaporate. I have done with
this subject, and do you be silent upon it.

' This is a lover's whim. Miss Lawson, as her portrait reveals, was a
beau'y
* Miss Hoskins, of Croydon.
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Cornwallis is preparing all things for Nova Scotia; his
absence will over-bother me ; my stay must be everlasting ; and
thou know’st, Hal, how I hate compulsion. I'd rather be Major
upon half pay, by my soul! "These are all new men to me, and
many of them but of low mettle. Besides, I am by no means
ambitious of command when that command obliges me to reside
far from my own, surrounded either with flatterers or spies and
in a country not at all to my taste. Would to God you had a
company in this Regiment, that I might at last find some com-
fort in your conversation. Cornwallis asks to have Loftus with
him. The Duke laughed at the request and refused him.

You know I am but a very indifferent scholar. When a
man leaves his studies at fifteen, he will never be justly called a
man of letters. I am endeavouring to repair the damages of my
education, and have a person to teach me Latin and the mathe-
maties ; two hours in a day, for four or five months, this may
help me a little.

If I were to judge of a country by those just come out of
it, Ireland will never be agreeable to me. You are in the midst
and see the brightest and most shining in other than in a
soldiers character. I wish it were more pleasing to you than
you mention, because probably you will stay there some time.

The men here are civil, designing and treacherous with
their immediate interests always in view; they pursue trade
with warmth and necessary merchantile spirit, arising from the
baseness of their other qualifications. The women, coarse, cold
and cunning, for ever enquiring after men’s circumstances.
They make that the standard of their good breeding. You may
imagine it would not be difficult for me to be pretty well
received here, if I took the pains, having some of the advantages
necessary to recommend me to their favour: but . . . .

My dear Rickson,
Your affectionate friend,
J. Worrk.
To Carrain Ricxson, of Col. Lascelle's Regiment.
To be left at Lucas's Coffee House, Dublin, Ireland.

We need have less surprise at Wolfe's impressions of Glasgow if
we compare them with those of other visitors, his contemporaries,
or even with the animated picture which Sir Walter Scott has
painted for us in Rob Roy. But Glasgow then and probably
now improves upon acquaintance. In 1749, the inhabitants

nu
uny

cou
we
vei)

he |

1o

mer
disa
and
live
cour
intr
su le
]
office
shall
great
the 1
The




MANKIND’'S HIGHEST JOY 95

numbered scarce above 20,000. Here we see, in spite of whatever
uncongenial surroundings, the Major attacking his mathematies and
Latin with a will.  'When his father wrote him a letter of fatherly
counsel apropos of a military career as the veteran had found it,
we find Wolfe responding in a somewhat formal and *literary™
vein. He moralizes on warfare, and the “highest joy " he describes
he himself was to taste for one fleeting moment.

To mis Fatuer,
Glasgow, April Tth, 1749,

Dear Sir,—That variety incident to a military life gives our
profession some advantages over those of a more even and
consistent nature.  'We have all our passions and affections
roused and exercised, many of which must have wanted their
proper employment, had not suitable occasions obliged us to
exert them. Few men are acquaintedl with the degrees of
their own courage till danger prove them and are seldom justly
informed how far the love of honour or dread of shame are
superior to the love of life. "This is a knowledge to be best
acquired in an army ; our actions are there in presence of the
world, to be freely censured or approved. Constancy of temper,
patience and all the virtues necessary to make us suffer with a
good grace are likewise parts of our character, and, as you know,
frequently called in to carry us through unusual difficulties.
What moderation and humility must he be possessed of that
bears the good fortune of a successful war with tolerable modesty
and humility, and he is very excellent in his nature who triumphs
without insolence. A battle gained is, I believe, the highest joy
mankind is capable of receiving, to him who commands ; and his
merit must be equal to his success if it works no change to his
disadvantage. Lastly, a defeat is a trial of human resolution,
and to labour under the mortification of being surpassed, and
live to sce the fatal consequences that may follow to one’s
country, is a situation next too damnable. But I make my
introduction a little too long; however, as you started the
subject, and gave me the first hints, you won’t be displeased.

Your letter and several others mention Cornwallis’s new
officers, He will certainly get the regiment in America, and I
shall as certainly have a Lieutenant-Colonel put in, In this
great demand for employment, Lord George’s interest, or even
the Duke’s own, will hardly be sufficient to keep out a new man.
The Ministry must manage their people, and secure them by
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obligations. Let it be as it will, the sooner 'tis determined the Wl
greater share I shall have of freedom, and be more at liberty to fe
visit you in the south. th
I have this morning received a letter from my mother, by an
which it appears how great your consideration is for your poor col
Major, and how much I'm obliged to you for your ready assist- col
ance. I promise you these sums are not employed but in a rec
manner that you yourself might approve; and I should be ha
ashamed ever to ask, but to such purposes as becomes your son ; mo

and that I should be somewhat cramped in a sort of generous

notions that are part of my inheritance, you should not hear of |
from me on this subject ; for, though I had rather be indebted ina
to you for any kind of aid than to any man alive, yet the name offi
of a debt is more than enough to make it disagreeable in the moi
affair of money only. My duty to my mother, ete. pre!
J. WoLrk. find

The old General had enclosed a draft for a substantial sum, do
which came in very handy to pay for the Major’s tuition and Tk
other fees. He was living in the quietest manner possible in his dosa
lodgings in Camlachie. From thence he writes to his mother, .
me ¢
To nmis MoTHER, plea:
Glasgow, 14th April, 1749. serge
Dear Mapam,—It was very kind in you, as soon as you 1
knew my distress; your second letter does not in the least this |
diminish the merit of your first and I'm as much obliged to my Bank
father and you as if I had more immediately received your of w}
assistance, very
At the same time I can't help saying that the fruits of my ladies
own labour are perhaps the most proper supplies, and if I should despe
go any length beyond the usual bonds, 'tis just I should pay for retain
it. If ever my opinion differs from my father’s, tis certain to outws
be in my own favour. I don't believe he ever thought better of Justly
me that I do of myself. The same reasoning may serve for the M
greater part of mankind, so that it does not say tha. I am right a beat
when opposed to his sentiments, writ t
The General says that a lump of wealth will be of more service toleral
to me altogether when he is gone (sure he does not mean soon!) I
than part would be now. For undoubtedly he must observe that, which
I am as likely to make a good use of it now as I can possibly be every |
at any other time, and much more certain, for who can tell woul|

"
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which of the two shall survive? But suppose I should stay a
few years behind would it not be highly pleasing to him that
the person he intends for his successor should in his presence
and under his eye, flourish while he lives and give him some
convincing reason to hope that what he has been at pains to
collect would not be idly or basely employed 7 Would he not
receive some additional satisfaction when the very principles he
has taken care to instil are generously exercised for his credit
more than mine ?

I can produce a ready excuse for not attending to the miseries
of those that might look up to me for relief when I declare an
inability to help them, and that the common expenses of my
office at least require the revenue. But this is enough, and
more than I intended, since for twenty-two, a Major’s pay is
pretty well ; howvever, without any extravagance, I could easily
find use for more,

My father excepted no one alive wishes you so truly well as I
do, however vainly they may endeavour to profess it. Mus.
Inwood’s care of you during your illness was very obliging ; she
deserves everything of me for her love to the house. I wish the
boxes ten times more beautiful on her account. She shall beat
me at chess, scream in a coach unn-prm'(-d, or do anything she
pleases when I am with her. Don't send any money by the
sergeant ; you'll find employment for it.

They prosecute the wearers of cambric with great severity in
this place, so that I stand in need of some change of stocks (not

Bank Stocks nor South Sea). If you can get me a dozen made

of whatever sort you please, I shall thank you. This place is
very far from being so disagreeable as it appeared at first. The
ladies are very civil and in great numbers, and they are not so
desperately afraid of a soldier as formerly. The inhabitants still
retain all the religion they ever had, I dare say, with rather less
outward ostentation and mockery of devotion, for which they are
justly remarkable.

My uncle Wat has sent a drummer to the regiment ; he is not
a beauty. I wish Lord George don't dismiss him. The Major
writ to me about him; I consented, provided his figure was
tolerable.

I do several things in my character of commanding officer
which I should never think of in any other; for instance, I'm
every Sunday at the Kirk, an example justly to be admired. I

woull not lose two hours of a day if it did not answer some end.
)
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When I say “lose two hours,” I must explain to you that the
generality of Scotch preachers are excessive blockheads, so truly
and obstinately dull, that they seem to shut out knowledge at
every entrance. They are not like our good folks. Ours are
priests, and though friends to wvenaison, they are friends to

sense.
I am, dear Sir, ete.,
J. Worre.

With regard to attendance at divine service, there is a regi-
mental minute, July 1, 1749: *Lord George Sackville hopes
that decency and a proper sense of duty will for the future pre-
vail upon the officers to attend upon Divine Service, and that the
commanding officer of the regiment may not be obliged to order
them to church with their respective companies,” By that time
Lord George Sackville was in Glasgow on a visit to his regiment,
although the spirit of the order doubtless emanated from his
friend the acting Lieutenant-Colonel. Of this remarkable man,
Lord George Sackville, whose character appears such an enigma to
the ecighteenth-century historians, something will be said later.
Meanwhile, on April 28, Wolfe writes to his father. It may be
mentioned that the journey he speaks of was made in the new
stage coach between Glasgow and Edinburgh, the starting of

which enterprise was regarded as an important event.

To nis Faruer.
Glasgow, 28th April, 0.8., 1749.

Dear Sm,—I am within this hour returned from Edinburgh,
where I was a necessary person in a most disagreable office, 1
went there to bury a captain of the Regiment. He died of a
spotted fever at his return from Shetland, that same Milbourne,
whose fortitude and good understanding, preserved our four
Companies, lived to see them safe and then left them for ever.
The Regiment has lost an excellent officer and can as little spare
a Captain of his abilities at a time like this, as may be imagined.
He was our paymaster. His long absence from the corps has
thrown the accounts into confusion and there are few men like
him capable of setting ‘em to rights.

I saw several letters from London which spoke of our affairs.
My old master® has had ill-natured things said of him. Heis

! General Huske,

an
ho
o

be

ou
the
allc
sea)
befi
The
bre;
abl¢

It
,)y two
from t]
regime;
with co
to be |
not bee
on the s
men th
lmop\,
Sack villy
time, a
ln'idgc a
their ste,
the sold
saving p
homeless
May, GI;
from the
about the
H;




e

()

ke

ASSISTS AT A FIRE 99

strong to bear up against those sort of attacks, and if they
put him upon the stafl, will laugh at their sage counsel.

The embarkations are in great forwardness, I hear, it is to
be feared that the Mediterranean corps will suffer by desertion.
The soldiers have a strange abhorrence of such strict confinement,
and the unusual heats they expect to find in that climate. I
hope your men will behave steadily upon this as upon many other
oceasions, and confirm everything by their submission that can
be expected from such resolutions.

About 1500 men will be ordered this summer to the roads ;
our battalion furnishes their proportion. Would you think that
they intend to strike off' a little extraordinary pay, hitherto
allowed to the subaltern officers upon that duty. Such
scandalous ill-judged parsimony was never practised in any army
before and never can be without creating uneasiness and dislike.

These poor gentlemen are slaves to the service, and hardly get
bread from it and should they be cut off from this little reason-
able advantage 7 My duty to my mother.
I am, dear Sir,
Your most dutiful and affectionate Son,

J. Worrk,

It was about this time that 300 men of the regiment officered
by two captains and six subalterns were told off for road-building
from the Pass of Leny to the head of Loch Ern. From Wolfe's
regimental orders we learn that * the Privates were to be provided
with coarse shirts for working in, but check ones were on no account
to be bought.” Checks were too suggestive of plaid. He had
not been long in Glasgow before a terrible conflagration occurred
on the south side of the Clyde, and of regular town police and fire-
men there being none, the duties of such fell upon the King's
troops. ¢ Major Wolfe and the other officers of Lord George
Sackville’s regiment,” we read in The Courant, * were present all the
time, and were of singular service by placing guards upon the
bridge and at all the avenues to keep off the crowd and prevent
their stealing the effects belonging to the poor sufferers.  Many of
the soldiers exerted themselves in preventing the flames and in
saving people’s lives.” One hundred and fifty families were rendered
homeless by this fire at the Gorbals. A little later, on the 21st of
May, Glasgow was flung into great excitement by a riot resulting
from the exploit of a party of body-snatchers. It seems that

about the time that Wolfe arrived in Glasgow a party of body-
H2
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snatchers carried a corpse to the college. Whereupon a mob was To ¥
incited to attack the building, smash the windows and commit other
outrages. The ringleaders of the riot were apprehended, tried, and

two only found guilty. These were sentenced to be whipped led
through the town and banished for life. The populace were out- A
raged at the severity of this sentence, and another riot was car
threatened. When Wolfe wrote he was far from well. kir
To wis MorHER, 2;:\
Glasgow, 21 May, 1749. piit
Dear Mapam,—This is the most lazy and indolent disorder hot
I have ever been oppressed with; ’tis pain to undertake the an
slightest business; and what used to give me pleasure in the un(g
work, is now tedious and disagreeable. I should hardly imagine you
it, if I did not really feel it myself, yet the very writing a few you
words, though to the person I always loved to write to, is now a pow
trouble to me. T must drive off this heaviness by some means or of
other, and not be thus uneasy to myself, when everything about abil
me iooks gay and pleasant, two
The sergeant brought me the little bundles, just as you had app
given them into his hands; they came very seasonably and I gcxlli
thank you much for the relief. bl
Mr. Gedde too, has furnished me with what his shop affords ; o
I can't say they come at so easy a rate, as some other things, but inf
whoever deals with him, I find must pay well to be well served. 1
We expected a great tumult, and some mischief in a day or two, upor
at the punishment of two men concerned in the mob ; but they shell
have prevented all that by escaping out of prison. It has saved hat o
me a great deal of trouble, though it would have been for the e
future peace of the place, if these offenders had received what the pani
law intended them. I'm afraid the magistrates will suffer in the C
opinion of their superiors; though I can’t say it appears that revie
they connived at the prisoners’ flight : yet their fears of their duty

being rescued and their timorous behaviour throughout the
whole of this affair, will not fail to create suspicions to their pre-
judice. Present my duty to my father.

I am, dear Madam, To Ligwn
Your most obedient and affectionate Son, at @
J. Worre.
To Mrs. Worrg, i His
Greenwich, England. probabl

In his next letter he adverts to the impending regimental changes.




To Lievr. Genn. Worre,

probably a little wearing to his health.
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To wis Fatuer.

Glasgow, July 10, 1749,
Dear Sir,—1I have but one way of making you any acknow-
ledgements, and that if by endeavouring to deserve your esteem.
A number of words and sentences ever so well put together
cannot equal a good action, those are only to be paid in their
kind ; and though I should take the greatest pains to tell you
how much I think myself obliged to you, you would be better
pleased to hear that I did my share of duty as it should be done ;
and that every kindness I received from you was felt by the
honest and the good ; that every addition of circumstance was
employed as you yourself would wish, and that the same principles
and integrity that have hitherto guided your actions are through
you, the rule of mine. All this would be pleasing to hear, and
you have taken one more step to bring it about ; *tis now in my
power to be both generous and just, and I have an opportunity
of owning with great pleasure that both the inclination and
ability are from you. Lord George Sackville and Cornwallis are
two people whom no sordid or vicious man can succeed without
appearing in dismal colours, and a regiment accustomed to
genteel commanders, are so many censors to disapprove and
condemn a different behaviour; not but certain allowances are
to be made between men of high rank and fortune, and those of
inferior degree.

I laugh to think of Mrs. Fanny's? globes and spheres rolling
upon the ground, her drawing pens and brushes dispersed, her
shells in disorder, and a goblet broken in the fray. I hope it was
her effects and not her person that these rash robbers aimed at ;
sure they have not run away with her ? sweet soul! What a
panic she is always in at the sight of a rude man!

General Churchill is so much out of order that the Dragoon
reviews are put off for a week in hopes of his recovery. My
duty to my mother.

I am, dear Sir,
Your most obedient and affectionate Son,
J. Worre.

at Greenwich in Kent, South Britain,

His arduous regimental duties, added to his closet studies, were
Yet he was not wholly

! Miss Frances Thompson.
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unsociable, as local tradition shows him to have been a frequent f
visitor at “Shawfield,” the residence of Colonel Macdowall, Mr. a
Barclay’s of Capelrig, and others of the neighbourhood. g
To mis MoTHER. P
July 19, 1749. n
Dear Mapam,—I have your two letters before me and by il
them I perceive myself much in your debt. *Tis only an addition ”
to the large account that stands against me, and I'm afraid will i
for ever stand, for there always has been and is likely to be, a g
vast advantage on your side. There’s one article favours me, G
which is, that the pleasure you feel when you do good offices pl
almost pays the doing, and if I am not quite as grateful as I
should be, it will never be in my power to prevent your inclina- he
tion. The worst on my side will only vary the object, the act is to
still the same, and the better for being well appointed. &y
I have already explained the reason of my former wishes about
going to England, so, for this summer, my hopes are vanished. 17
In the winter Lord G. Sackville offers to get me leave for three md
months and was so kind to propose it himself. I have not con- in
sented even to his asking ; it shall be as my father pleases and
as he thinks it more or less for my advantage. Lord George i
talks of the necessity of keeping up my present acquaintance be:
amongst the heads of our trade and procuring new ones ‘hat bej
may be of use. I have no turn that way. If I'm really wanted
’tis well to be prepared. I have not a mean opinion of my gu
friends. My expectations fronu them are not great enough to bl
be troublesome, and I don’t think they'll forget in one year those pay
that have been honoured with their friendship for five or six. to

My father will see what is to be done. I have a real dependence
on him and can confide in his advice ; when he thinks fit to call
me to him, I'm ready to come.

It is not easy to describe myself in my present state. If I Gla
say I'm thinner, you'll imagine me a shadow, or a skeleton in
motion. In short I'm everything but what the surgeons call a lett
subject for anatomy; as far as muscles, bones, and the larger
vessels can serve their purpose, they have a clear view of them in Tl
me, distinct from fat or fleshy impediment. his du
It is great grief to me that your god-child ! is not in the right in all,
way. She should see more of the world, and then common “He |
objects would not strike so forcibly. I wish her well for the a vigo

1 Miss Streton.
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t friendship that has for so long subsisted between the two families
r, and because her well-being will be a great satisfaction to her
good parents,

My Maid of Honour (for I think she should somehow or
other be distinguished) you say was not of the party you met,
nor do I believe, had she been there, that you wou'd have thought

y ill of her companions. Such superiority has virtue and good
m sense over their opposites. It is the greatest mistake to place a
1l young woman of any condition in that office; tis but the
a genteeler way to wickedness, and in truth, with submission to
e, General Mordaunt’s notions, his niece need not be for ever in
es public to be taken notice of, admired and married.
I If Mr. Swinden desires it, T will write to him, but he often
a- hears by you, and cannot doubt of my esteem for him. Writing
is to men of business about trifles is stealing so much necessary
time from them.

ut I reckon myself the General's pensioner from the 1st July
d. 1749. Your letter is of the 30th June. Every three months is
ee most convenient for me. Do you know if he pays as he receives
n- in advance, or do we buy in in October ?
nd I'm surprised to hear you complain of heat. We suffer no
ge inconvenience from it in this country. On the contrary, it has
\ce been so excessive cold both yesterday and to-day, that I am now
b before a large fire, and cannot well stay in my room without it.
wed I am just now going to write to the famous Barbour for a
my gun; the game here is a temptation to shoot and this sort of
to exercise, moderately used, is wholesome enough. Mr. Fisher?!
ose pays the armourer as he has already done the sadler. My duty
ix. to my Father.

nee I am, dear Madam,

sall Your most obedient and affectionate Son,

J. Worrk,

f1 Glasgow, July 19th, 1749,

in I blush to think what difficulties you'll have to read my
la letter.

ger

1in The arrival of the Colonel of the Regiment relieved Wolfe of

his duties as commander. Lord George Sackville, take him all
ght in all, is one of the greatest enigmas of eighteenth-century history.
non “He had,” says Wraxall, “a frame of body naturally robust, and
the a vigorous constitution secured him almost uninterrupted health.
! The army agent.
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In his person, which rose to near six feet, he was muscular and
capable of enduring much bodily as well as mental fatigue.
Though his features were strongly pronounced and saturnine, yet
considered together as a whole their effect by no means displeased.
An air of high birth and dignity, illuminated by strong sense,
pervaded every lineament of his face.” He was while on first
acquaintance proudly reserved, yel “no man in private society
unbent himself more or manifested less self-importance.” The
Duchess of Dorset, his mother, had been Maid of Honour to
Queen Anne, and his father, the Duke, remembered William IIL
On the whole, Lord George, as his panegyrist avers, owed more to
nature than cultivation, although given a good education in the
college at Dublin. How he arose from the terrible infamy of
Minden to place and power a second time, surviving serenely a
second disgrace, is an unparalleled story belonging to the next
reign.

To Wolfe Sackville was kindness itself. He saw that the
major’s health had suffered by the northern climate, as well as by
his occupations. The weather that summer had been unusually
cold and wet, so that there were few days, even in July, when he
could dispense with a fire in his bedroom. Lord George proposed,
however, that Wolfe should remain in Glasgow until winter, and
then have three months’ leave, which he could not better employ,
in the Colonel’s opinion, than in keeping up acquaintance with
“the heads of our trade.” Wire-pulling and personal importunities
were very important factors in an officer’s advancement in those
days.

To wuis Farusr.
Glasgow, 2nd August, 1749,

Dear Sir,—You do for me every day much more than I can
Jjustly think myself entitled to, though by your care and anxicty
I ought to entertain favourable notions of myself and increase
in proportion to your bounty and liberality, the natural opinion
each man has of some merit in him ; whenever I find you engag'd
for me either in the business of advance or otherwise, I cannot
but applaud myself for being the object of so many good
intentions as I have always observed you very fastidious in the
distribution of your favours, I had writ to my mother to tell
her that she is too kind to be easily forgot and that it is not in
my power (if I was wholly made up of ingratitude) to remove
from my mind the reflection, at least of the many instances she
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has given of her affection. I can’t promise to repay her in any
shape, for I cant foresee the possibility ; but the recollection
must remain with me as long as I have the faculty of thinking.
If Ld. G. Sackville’s father is again Lord Lieutenant of Ireland,
you'll see our colonel a very considerable man in that country ;
we are to lose him without the hopes of finding his equal.

It is almost sure that we will have Hamilton’s Dragcons,
and unless Col. Conway ! falls to our share among the many that
solicit, none will be found that can in any manner make amends
for the loss of him. I have seen a letter this day which very
nearly confirms his success to him and our unhappiness in that
success, not but in justice we should rejoice at any good that
befalls him, but that excellency is not found in our natures, and
as sufferers, we complain. For my particular, I may expect his
assistance whether he is with the Regiment or not ; he has given
me such strong marks of esteem, that there can be little doubt.
He goes to Ireland in 14 days without any thought of returning
into this country, for some years,

My shirts are come and fit me every way except that the
ruffles make me a greater beau than I desire to be in this part
of the world. I'm almost out of conceit with Scotland; the
season has been so unusually bad that it has been a summer lost
to us. Such rains and winds as you might expect where you
are in the month of November. I had very near relapsed for
want of sun, and it is more or less cloudy every day. I am
neither better nor worse in health,

I heartily wish you both well and am, dear Sir, Your Most
obedient and affectionate Son,

J. Worrr,
My duty to my Mother,

Eleven days later he wrote to his mother. The summer of
1749 would appear to have been a disastrous one in the north.

To wis MoTHER.
Glasgow, 13 August, 1749,
Dear Mapam,—Any disorder that we have been accustomed
to for any length of time, tho’ not to be perfectly cured, often
admits of some alleviation from our acquaintance with it and

1 Conway, the friend of Walpole and afterwards Field Marshal, had just
been made Colonel of the 29th Foot.
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the remedies presented ; but the uncommon manner in which
yours has seized you makes me very apprehensive that the
o complaint is quite new and deserves your utmost attention.!
- | The elements seemed to have conspired against the face of
1 the earth, first by the destruction of every kind of fruit, and
‘ now by endangering the harvest. There is not in the country
a field of any sort of corn cut down. If the hand of the Lord
‘ be not upon them, they are in a terrible latitude.
| This is Sunday, and we are just come from Church. I have
observed your instructions so religiously, that rather than avoid
the word, I got the reputation of a very good Presbyterian, by
frequenting the Kirk of Scotland till our chaplain appeared.
I'm now come back to the old faith, and stick close to our
communion. The example is so necessary, that I think it a
duty to comply were that the only reason, as, in truth, it
is not.

To-morrow Lord George Sackville goes away, and I take
upon me the difficult and troublesome employment of a com-
mander. You can’t conceive how difficult a thing it is to keep
the passions within bounds, when authority and immaturity go
together ; to endeavour at a character that has every opposition
from within, and that the very condition of the blood is a
sufficient obstacle to. Fancy you see me, that must do justice
to good and bad; reward and punish with an equal unbiassed
hand ; one that is to reconcile the severity of discipline with the
dictates of humanity; one that must study the tempers and
: " dispositions of many men, in order to make their situation easy

i and agreeable to them, and should endeavour to oblige all
f without partiality, a mark set up for everybody to observe and
judge of ; and last of all, suppose me employed in discouraging
vice and recommending the reverse at the turbulent age of
EY twenty-three, when it is possible I may have as great a propensity
i that way as any of the men that I converse with !
My duty to my father.

I am, ete.,
J. Wovre.

At last the weather improved: and so had Wolfe’s learning,
so that he promises himself some recreation,

! What an age of ailments, ignorance, quacks, and nostrums it was! Mrs.
Wolfe had sciatica, which as time went on became acute. In the mean time
she was treated for several diseases.
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h To ms Morngr.

Glasgow, 8th September, 1749,
Dear Mapam,—I don’t know how the mathematics may

of assist the judgment, but they have a great tendency to make
d men dull. I, who am far from being sprightly even in my
y gaiety, am the very reverse of it at this time. I'm heavier in
d discourse, longer at a letter, less quick at apprehension, and

carry all the appearances of stupidity to so great a height, that
e in a little time they wont be known from the reality ; and all
d

this to find out the use and property of a crooked line, which,
Wy when discovered serves me no more than a straight one, does

i not make me a joy more useful or more entertaining, but, on
r the contrary, adds to the weight that nature has laid upon the
a brain, and blunts the organs.
it I have been writing congratulatory letters to General Mor-

daunt and Colonel Rich; they are both quick-sighted men; I
e wish they don’t pass censure upon my labours, and criticize my
o style cf writ (as ’tis termed here); but I could not deny myself
P the pleasure of assuring the General how glad I was of his
10 success, and the Colonel that he had the fairest title to the gift,
m large as it is.!
a I have got a gun from Mr. Barbour; now I propose to amuse
ce myself a little in that way, and in a few weeks I shall hunt.
o The regiment keeps hounds, and my horses are pretty good.
he I forgot in my last to speak of Captain Flight ; I know him
d quite well, and can assure those that inquire after him that
sy there is nowhere a man of a better disposition. He is greatly
Wl esteemed among us, and by all his acquaintance; 'twas the
W highest injustice of me not to mention him before, as I could
g not in truth say anything that was not to his advantage. My
of duty to my father. I am,
ty My dear Madam, ete.,

J. Wovrrk.
A Lieutenant-Colonelcy was now in sight. Cornwallis not
returning to the regiment, Wolfe writes to his father—
g, 18th September, 1749,
Diar Sir,—Lord Tyrawley said humorously, being asked if

the King spoke to him, and how he received his lordship, that

::u ! Mordaunt had been appointed to the 10th Dragoons, and Rich ded

Barrell as Colonel of the Fourth.
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“few words are best among friends.” The Duke has not kept
you in suspense, from whence we may conclude—according to
Lord Tyrawley—that our affairs are well there. I hope his
Royal Highness will make such a choice as must oblige us to
own his justice. If he is an older officer, it is to be supposed he
is a better, and then there can “e no complaints on our side.
I have attained to such a height of indifference and diffidence
together, that a denial sits very easy upon me. Frequent
refusals might in time alienate my affections from the service,
especially if many years are wasted in exile, with no very
entertaining objects to employ the thoughts upon.

The harvest throughout all the west of Scotland is utterly
destroyed by the great rains that have fallen. They have a sad
prospect for the winter, neither meal nor seed ; this destruction
must bring a great dearth and the want will occasion vast riot
and confusion particularly in this city.

Arthur's! greatest suffering at Gibraltar seems to be the want
of claret. I hope I have hit upon a method to send them some
supply.

I cannot make an end of my letter without assuring you that
the want of success in anything you undertake for me will never
lessen the obligation and that one great reason why I would
wish better fortune is that I am persuaded you take so large a
part in what concerns me that my prosperity would give you
pleasure and anything that can increase your satisfaction here
will add greatly to mine. My love to my mother. I am, dear

Sir, ete.
J. Worrk.,

We can see in his letters at this time the ardent, aspiring
young Major eating his heart out in Scotland.

To wis MotitEr,
Glasgow, 2nd October, 1749,

Dear Manam,—It will not be possible in my circumstances
to get leave of absence for four months; we can expect no such
indulgence. A less time is not worth asking for, and therefore
I'll pass the wintes at Perth. I must hunt and shoot for exer-
cise, and read for entertainment. After Christmas, when the
company comes into Edinburgh, and the place is in all its

! Loftus.
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AU REVOIR TO GLASGOW 109

perfection of dirt and gaiety, I'll repair thither, and stay a
fortnight or three weeks. It will help to dispel melancholy,
and I have been told that a certain smell is a remedy for the
vapours ; there I can’t fail to meet the cure.

This day fortnight we leave this town, and till we return to
it cannot hope to find so good quarters. According to the rota-
tion of the troops in Scotland, the sixth year brings us back :
but *tis a dreadful interval, a little life to a military man; and
for my particular, so far from being in love with the country,
that I'd go to the Rhine, or Italy, nay, serve a campaign against
the Turks, rather than continue in it the time I have mentioned,
and that, too, in the very blooming season of our days. It is
my misfortune to miss the improving hour, and to degenerate
instead of brightening.

Few of my companions surpass me in common knowledge,
but most of them in vice. This is a truth that I should blush
to relate to one that had not all my confidence, lest it be
thought to proceed either from insolence or vanity : but I think
you don’t understand it so. I dread their habits and behaviour,
and forced to an eternal watch upon myself, that I may avoid
the very manner which I most condemn in them. Young men
should have some object constantly in their aim, some shining
character to direct them. "Tis a disadvantage to be first at

an imperfect age ; either we become enamoured with ourselves,
seeing nothing superior, or fall into the degree of our associates.!

I'll stop here that you might not think me very uneasy. As
I now am, it is possible that I may be better pleased, but my
duty and a natural indolence of temper make it less irksome ;
and then a pretty constant employment helps to get me through,
and secures me from excess of debauch. That, too, is enough
prevented by the office of a commander. My duty to my father.

I am,
Your obedient and affectionate Son,
J. Worre,

Mrs. Hooker’s? is a terrible disorder. I know nothing that
can alleviate her affliction but kindness and assiduity from her

friends. I'm sure she may expect everything of that kind
from you.

1 ““Our acting commander here is a Paragon. He neither drinks, curses,
gambles, nor runs after women. So we make him our pattern.” Letter
from Captain Macrae, Glasgow, November 16, 1749.

 His mother’s neighbour at Greenwich,
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Wolfe had enjoyed no holiday all that year. He left Glasgow
with regret, and on October 16 began the march to Perth. On
the arrival of the 20th Regiment at Perth they learnt that his
friend, Lord Bury, the same who had carried the tidings of
Culloden to London, had been appointed colonel. He soon had
letters from Lord Bury regarding the regiment which demanded
careful attention, But his replies have apparently not been
preserved.!

To wis MorHER.
Perth, 15 December, 1749,

Dear Mapam,—You give the best reason in the world for
continuing in the country so late as you did. Wherever my
father and you have your health best, there I would wish you
most, and as Greenwich seems to agree with both, the best thing
you can do is to make it more agreeable by changing from a bad
house, to a good one, from a low situation to a high one, and as
near the park as possible. Do not be in any pain about me.
When I am well all places will produce something to entertain,
and when otherwise, it matters little where one is, the less
trouble to our friends the better. You need not hurry your-
selves about military promotions, for I take them to be at an
entire stand for some time. When these things were to be had,
I got my share, and (my necessary confinements excepted) have
reason to be well enough satisfied with what has happened.

I am mighty glad Mrs. Hoskins' disorder does not turn out
so dangerous as was apprehended. Her sweetness of temper and
social disposition makes her too valuable not to fear her loss.
The Duke of Montagu’s death will be of advantage to the
young lady,* since his conversation (in your opinion) was not
fitted for her tender ear. There is one kind of converse and dis-
course with the men that is of great service to the other sex,
and another as injurious, but it would take too much time to
distinguish the two. However, it obliges me to observe to you
that the women in this country partake very much of society
with men, and by that means, gain a certain freedom of behaviour,
uncommon in England, but which is nevertheless of great use to
preserve them from the bad consequences of sudden surprise or
novelty, and is a real protection to their virtue, though at times
one would imagine that their easiness in some particulars lead

! I have made inquiries of the Keppel family, but without result.
? Miss Lawson,
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directly to the contrary.! *Tis a usual thing for the matrons to
sit at table with the men till very late and concur in everything
but the actual debauchery, and as the men warm at wine, they
speak openly enough to give offence with us.

This fresh disappointment in love has changed my natural
disposition to such a degree, that I believe it is now possible
I might prevail upon myself not to refuse twenty or thirty
thousand pounds, if properly offered! Rage and despair do
not commonly produce such reasonable effects ; nor are they
the instruments to make a man’s fortune by but in particular
cases,

We have had the finest autamn season imaginable ; it has
made us some amends for the bad summer. The month of
November, so fatal to our countrymen, far surpassed anything
that could be expected.

You won't want diversion in London, if you will only think
that it is of use to partake of them. The great secret of
happiness in life is to employ every moment of our time, which

can only be done with the help of great variety. My duty to
the General.

I am, dear Madam,
Your most obedient and affectionate son,
James Worre,

Very different was Wolfe's Christmas at Perth to that of the
previous year in Old Burlington Street. The new year was already
under way when he next writes to his mother. In this letter the
reference to the young lady of Croydon deserves a word of ex-
planation. It has already been seen that her son’s attachment to
Miss Lawson was by no means approved of by Mrs. Wolfe, and
her objection she prudently based on the grounds of inadequate
fortune. She and the General had other views for their son. They
had “an eye upon a fortune of £30,000.” The accompaniment of
this very useful dowry was Miss Hoskins of Croydon.

To ms Morugr,

Perth, January 16th, 1749.
Dear Mapam,—Since Lord George Sackville left the
regiment I have changed my way of life. When we were at
Glasgow together, I had taken that opportunity to acquire a few

' This observation has since frequently been made by observers of American
life and manners.
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things that I was before ignorant of, and in which I might
expect assistance from some of the people in the College. I was
even so far engaged that I did not give up such a share of time
and attention as was due to his Lordship: now all that is
vanished, and I am entirely at leisure to prosecute such enter-
tainments as I find of use to my health, and agreeable to my
taste; and, as the latter is generally subservient to the first, I
have improved and strengthened my constitution beyond what
I have hitherto known.

Your letter confirmed some unsteady thought I had had of
providing a little coarse linen ; and I made the purchase the day
after I received it. Seven shirts at three shilling a yard will be
durable wear. Yes, I shall be very rich whenever we meet : I
have the talent for heaping up wealth ; and the temptation must
be very great when I am persuaded to part with it. My
Licutenant Partridge came by here a few days since, and
delivered Miss Hoskins’s compliments. He is her neighbour at
Croydon: he tells me he thinks her a complete woman, and
advises me (as a friend) to make up to her. This is his counsel,
and the manner in which he offered it. But he did not know
Miss Lawson, he confessed that. I thank you for remembering
my birthday. T had almost forgot it myself, and was in dispute
about my own age, whether twenty-three or twenty-four. I
believe the former. My duty to my Father. I am, dear Madam,

Your most obedient and affectionate son,
J. Worrk,

To Mrs. Worre,
in Old Burlington Street, London,

One more than ever regrets the loss of the Wolfe-Bury corre-

spondence after reading the first paragraph of the next letter because
of the light it would shed on Highland affairs in the middle of the
century.

To u1s FArner,

Perth, January 31, 1750.
Dear Sir,—My Colonel [Lord Bury] and I have a very exact
correspondence. He is extremely bent upon procuring all the
knowledge of regimental affairs that the distance between us will
allow of; in order, I suppose, to make such alterations and
amendments as seem requisite, and to be the better prepared
against he comes amongst us. I aonswer his letters very
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HIS COUSIN GOLDSMITH 113

punctually, and endeavour all in my power to satisfy him in such
particulars as are properly within my sphere ; confining, however,
my judgement of men and things to what is purely military, and
belonging to my office. He can give you weekly intelligence as
far as the assurance of a letter can go, whenever you are so good
as to make enquiry after me.

I have heard very lately from Gibraltar: both my friends,
Loftus 'nd Donnellan, seem to detest their situation, and are a
little displeased with their Governor. They complain (particularly
Donnellan) of being too strictly confined and of too much duty.
These are real grievances at the end of seven campaigns, when
men very naturally desire some respite from the fatigue of a
soldier’s life ; especially as they see almost all their brethren in
ease and quiet. I am afraid General Bland is not quite so well-
bred and so polite as might be wished ; he has a roughness about
him that breaks out sometimes into ill-manners, when he is in
any authority; though Sir J. Whiteford’s personal merit or
ability is not of the most eminent kind, and although there is
another objection in some opinions to his success ; I can’t help
being pleased that the King has taken the first opportunity to
give the officers of that regiment a mark of his favour; as the
corps in general do deserve well of their country, having given
notable proofs of courage and fidelity throughout the war.

I am glad that my cousin Goldsmith has at last got a
company, I suppose it is so, and I daresay he is obliged to you
for some assistance or if you have not done him service, I am
sure there was no want of inclination in you to do it. All your
relations will, I am persuaded agree, that, if they have deserved
well of you, they have not found you backward.
both much health and am, dear sir,

Your most obedient and affectionate son,

J. Worrk.

I wish you

To Lieur. Gex. Worre,
Old Burlington St.

From the foregoing letter it will be inferred that old General
Wolfe had some influence at head-quarters and was very benevolent
towards his Irish relations. Captain Edward Goldsmith, of the
3lst (Otway’s Regiment), was about Wolfe's age, a first cousin
of Oliver Goldsmith the poet, and a godson of old General Wolfe,

It was not to be supposed that with his disposition Wolfe would

yield up his fair charmer without a struggle.

Filial piety was one
1
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! " ¥ thing, and some youths now-a-days might think Wolfe carried it to H
] Wi ) an extravagant extent, but constancy to his mistress was another. he
! H Mrs. Wolfe having forbidden her son even to think of an alliance it
] i | with Miss Lawson, seems to have regarded the affair as settled. en
',“ i She even ventured to say that she had seen the lady, who she m
é gi‘, i averred was certainly about to be married to somebody else. o
4 t a4l . To m1s Motugr, ;:(“
{ :ﬂ‘ "" Gth February, 1750. w
/ _ " Dear Mavam,—If I have at any time omitted writing it has wh
1308 never been either to avert it as a trouble or an intentional neglect o
! !‘ " of the two people in the world that I have the greatest love and i
,? regard for, and the highest confidence in, but, I believe, the wl

want of something new may have stretched the interval a little
longer than it ought to be. We are here so totally barren of
everything that is amusing to ourselves or capable of diverting

g in S
e

) ;" others, that we are actually almost at a loss forideas. However, m
; ‘i i if you can be satisfied with a line or two I have no sort of excuse was n¢
‘{ left. _. mind,
dqins I believe you'll do me the justice to own that a gentle old ve
i i admonition from you has all the effect of the severest rebuke. heavy
! I have as great a desire to make a return for your tenderness and his Be
y i friendship as I have to pay reverence to your parental authority. “ Enot
! In short, I have a lasting remembrance of what I owe you both in erro
in duty and gratitude and am always concerned when you have the par
any reason to think me forgetful.
Your opinion of Miss Lawson has inflamed me anew, and To m1s
vou have exactly hit upon that part of her perfection (her
behaviour) that worked the strongest upon me; for I have seen L
a hundred handsome women before, and never was in love with b]nm;
R4 one. How could you tell me that you liked her, and at the of ew
same time say her illness prevents her wedding ? I don’t think or pe
/ you believe she ever touched me at all, or you could never speak etibest
with so much indifference of her ill-health and marriage,—the a pro
only things in relation to that lady that could give me the least t]losc]
uneasiness, except that I thought you were adverse to her; and Besid.
even that you have taken care to clear up by your approbation ﬁ‘itl‘nd
of her manners and person, and by that means have left me oould
absolutely destitute of relief. sentim
-' . .' . . . . i th(’ ex
I think I told you in one of my letters that Roland * was ill. betwee
' ! His old servant. and su

12
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to He has been in so terrible a condition for four months that 1
er. have hardly had any service from him. At length we thought
ee it would be better to get him into Chelsea, which I have
od. endeavoured to do to the utmost of my power. I did not
she mention it to my father, as I knew he does not love to be
troubled with these sort of things; nor did I tell Roland to
wait upon you, concluding he would do that of course. But I
perceive the poor fellow’s modesty is greater than . . . Captain
\ Wilson has undertaken to do his business, and he will tell you
has where the honest old servant is to be found. *T'was death to me
ect to part with him. It has made me vastly inconvenienced though
wd acidentally T hired a tolerable English groom who does pretty
the well.
ttle I am, dear Madam, ete.,
1 of J. Worrk.
ing
ver, The good lady, Wolfe's mother, finding that her own authority
use was not sufficient to dismiss all thoughts of Miss Lawson from his
mind, brought the General's weight to bear on the business, The
atle old veteran though at heart a doting father wielded a blunt and
ke, heavy pen.  He was no such suave and persuasive letter-writer as
and his next-door neighbour at Blackheath, the Earl of Chesterfield.
ity. “Enough of this philandering,” « this obstinacy and perseverence
woth in error,” were phrases which he probably calculated would make
ave the parental meaning clear,
and To uis FATHER,
(hcr Perth, Feb. 19th, 1750.
seen Dear Sir,—Though I have frequently given you occasion to
vith blame either my neglects or levity, I am not however conscious
the of ever having intended to give you any uneasiness by obstinacy,
hink or perseverance in an error; the high opinion I have all along
peak entertained of your just sense of things, has always forced me to
-the a proper submission to your will, and obliges me to acknowledge
least

those actions to be actually wrong, when you think them so.
and Besides, I am so convinced of your sincerity and secure of your

ition friendship that your advice cannot fail of its due weight, nor

t me could I without the highest presumption differ from your

sentiments in any of the concerns of life.  As what I have said is

" the exact truth, I mention it by way of making a distinction
s ill.

between that part of my behaviour that is guided by reflection,

and such steps as are the consequence of youth and inexperience,
12
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or, that have no rule to go by and are the pure effects of chance ;
but the main reason is to induce younot to look upon any slight
omission, or inadvertancy as done with design to offend or
displease ; so far am I from any such intention, that my greatest
satisfaction is the means of contributing in some measure to
your happiness.

Lord Bury promises to be with us in a month, by that time
the hunting or shooting season will be over, and we shall have
little clse to do than to march and wheel. My duty to my
mother.

) I am, dear sir,
“ » . . a8
Your most obedient and affectionate son,
J. Wovrre,

To Ligur. Gen, Worre,
Old Burlington Street.

He still attempts to propitiate both parents for his presump-
tion in continuing in love,

To nis MoTnER,
Perth, March 9, 1750.
. Dear Mavam,—I hope your long silence does not proceed
} "} from the continuance of your indisposition, I had rather it
should have any other cause, though ever so unpleasant to
myself; I desire you to think that I have undergone sufficient
punishment, and judge, by the pleasure it gives me to hear
from you. I'm sure you would not wish that the penalty should

1\ exceed the crime.

Because it is probable that old Roland has before now thought
J of his duty and has been to pay his humble respects to you,
‘ T perhaps some of your servants may know where the enclosed
14 letter can reach him. I have therefore taken the freedom to
put it within this frank, as the readiest and least expensive
conveyance, He writes me for two suits of clothing, which he
cannot but know are with the company; my old Lieutenant
promised to deliver them whenever they are called for, or send
them by some favourable opportunity to London. People of
Roland’s stamp have their views so extremely narrow and are
withal so very diffident, that they can hardly bring themselves
k2, to think there is common honesty in man. "Tis, I suppose,
because they meet with so much roguery amongst one another.
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L

There are in the neighbourhood of this place, some fine anti-
tht scorbutic waters; I will try whether they won't be of use to
remove a complaint in me; you may remember I have an

irruption upon both hands in the summer, which I take to be
to the scurvy.

or
est

If as we are told the two battalions are preparing to relieve

me part of the Mediterranean, my friends? in the King’s Regiment
ave will be very fortunate and very happy; their having been at
my Gibraltar must recommend these more moderate climates ; and
make them truly sensible of sweet variety and liberty. My duty
to my father,
I am, dear Madam,
Your most obedient and affectionate son,
J. Wowrrg.
Naturally he was most anxious about his long-awaited
np- lieutenant-coloneley.
To wis Farugr.
Perth, 23 March, 1750,
i Dear Sir,—The words of Lord Bury’s two last letters seem
) 1 calculated to make me imagine his lordship wishes me success, at
it the same time that they express his difference of it. Iam not able
e it to extract enough of his real opinion, to determine whether I am,
! to or am not, to be his Lieutenant-Colonel. He says indeed, that the
fent Duke is our friend, but does not affirm that he won't be prevailed
o upon, to give up this point. Lord George Sackville sent me the
uld first information of the vacancy with the strongest assurances
I of his aid and service. As I know he is very sincere, I rely
1ght chiefly upon him. Whichever way the business turns, I shall
ymli be glad to know from you who the persons are that seem the
g most to concern themselves in it; that I may thank them for
s tu their endeavours whether they succeed or not.
'Sll\ L' I attribute my not having heard from you these three last
e posts to your earnest desire of sending such an account as I may
“““tl depend upon, knowing what an enemy you are to the uneasy
scmf state of uncertainty and how backward to increase our doubts, I
‘c 0‘ beg my duty to my mother and am, dear Sir,
; la.“_ Your most obedient and affectionate son,
;x‘:: J. Worre.
ey
er,

! Loftus and Donnellan,




——

S, S

118 LIFE AND LETTERS OF WOLFE

PS.—There has been nothing uncommon felt in the North,
nor more shocking than usual.

This postscript refers to the London earthquakes of 1750.
Even as he penned the next letter the news of his appointment
arrived.

To wis MoTHER.
Perth, March 29th, 1750.

Dear Mapam,—Tis a vast accession to my successes in life
that it never fails to give my father and you as much satisfaction
as I myself am capable of receiving. That I have the happiness
to be so far in your esteem and opinion as firmly to unite our
interests I cannot doubt, especially as every day I see both in
greater anxiety for what regards me alone, than for the highest
of your own concerns. This is what increases and improves my
good fortune, by making you partakers of it. The post to-
morrow will bring me some positive account. As yet, Lord
Bury has only said that the King has consented to the Duke’s
recommendation. Former examples have taught me not to think
the business done till I'm sure of it. The Duke himself has
been sometimes disappointed when he has thought every obstacle
removed.

If the cause of the earthquakes are natural (which I suppose
they are), and to be accounted for, they are in the right who
remove at a distance from the danger. There may be more
moisture in some parts of the island than in others, and con-
sequently less to be feared in those parts. Though these shocks
are very unusual in England, and of course very terrible, I
don’t hear of much mischief following. It is to be hoped it will
have a good effect. Most people imagine these tremblings super-
natural, and such consciences as are under the heaviest loads of
iniquity will tremble in proportion to that weight, and to the
convulsions of the earth.

I left my letter open till the post came in. Everything is
confirmed without possibility of repeal. I'm very sensible of
the greatness of the favour done me, and receive it with tolerable
humility. This you would have a further proof of had you been
by when the first advice came. I try to prevent its working too
strongly upon me, that I may not disappoint the givers and

those that rejoice.
I am, dear Madam, etc.,
J. Worrk.
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At twenty-three, therefore, our hero found himself a Lieutenant-
Colonel, a rank his father held at twice his age, and to which
neither his grandfather nor his great-grandfather, though sterling
soldiers, had attained in the army. Yet none who knew him
grudged him this success, to celebrate which the officers of the
20th gave a dinner, for which their “ paragon ™ modestly returned
his thanks and was a greater favourite with the regiment than ever.




Vi1
THE UNHAPPY LOVER

Tuere is little doubt Wolfe owed his Lieutenant-Colonelcy
directly to the recommendation of Lord George Sackville, who
was then on intimate terms with the Duke of Cumberland,
Commandei-in-Chief. But when so many persons of influence
had perceived his merit and urged his claims, promotion could
not have been long delayed.

To mis Faruen,
Perth, 6th April, 1750.

Dear Sir,—The Duke’s behaviour to you in the business of
my promotion was right noble. As he made you very happy
in the main point, your concession to my mother, by satisfying
the desire she had of sending me the earliest intelligence, was in
imitation of the example given us by that Prince,—that we are
not only to enjoy the good that has fallen to us, but make other
people partakers of it.

The Duke has employed his power and influence upon this
occasion where, at least, it is sure to be remembered. There are
not many opportunities in life, and the prospect, as things stand
at present, very distant ; but if ever he commands the army of
this nation in its defence, I shall wish to be with him, and glad
to contribute something to his success. This is the only return
that can justly be made from me to him, and all, I believe, he
would expect. I think myself much obliged to Lord George
Sackville, and have writ him the strongest assurances of it.
What he said some time ago to his Royal Highness left, no
doubt, a favourable impression, and forwarded this succession,
I did not firget to tell Colonel Napier! that some thanks are
certainly due to him. The last three years of the war I was
immediately about his person, and without his friendship and
approbation things could not have gone on so smoothly.

From a great deal of little trifling business I have fallen into
a state of inactivity. If it were possible, while I am capable of
improvement, and young enough to apply, I could wish to be

! William, Siﬁl‘; Lord Napier. ’
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allowed an interval to be bestowed upon myself; a year and a
half or two years, would wear off the rough, unpolished coat,
and give a gloss to all my future actions. It may be reasonably
said that I have not for seven years past been at liberty to
acquire the common accomplishments, much less to embellish or
refine. I'm persuaded you would have thought it necessary, had
not the war prevented your intentions, to have sent me from
England to some place proper for the purpose.

I hope you

still think it not too late, and this the fairest opportunity.
3 Turin seems the best calculated to answer my ends. I shall be
i, glad to have your opinion, and to know whether you approve
:i my choice and inclination, and what steps should be taken for

effecting it.

I have the pleasure of being known to Captain Wilkinson.
He is a man of uncommon good character. 1 shall take
particular care to show him all the civility in my power. It is
of always a very unfeigned grief to me when you labour under any
y affliction, but I am pleased to see that you expect some relief

g from the purer air. Let me only desire you use all the advan-
in tages of your situation to procure health. My duty to my
re mother.

er I am, dear Sir, ete.
\is This was followed the same month by a further letter, in which
re we find a reference to Jeffrey Amherst, his future chief in America.
nd

of 0 mis Farner.

ad Perth, 27th April, 1750.
m Dear Sm,—Tho” T did not answer your letter immedi-
he ately, "twas not because I had not complied with your request,

ge for by the return of that same post I writ a letter to Amherst

and said everything that I thought could engage him to use his
influence with Sir John Ligonier, and from my knowledge of
nm. him do not in the least doubt but he'll do his part to help

wre forward Mrs, Scott’s in so interesting a point as that of a provision
vas for her son. I took great care to distinguish that the application
nd was from me to him, and not from you to the General, because

I perceive you don’t desire to stand obliged to him, as if you
o did, you are undoubtedly the properest person to address one of
of Sir John’s character and dignity. If I myself had any right to
be

ask a favour of General Ligonier, I should have done it some
time ago (in a like case) for a young gentleman of a good race,
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near Glasgow, who has in all shapes far superior pretensions to

Mr. Scott, at least I imagine so. My Colonel L. Bury I find na
does not at all care that I should be absent for any cons‘derable w;'
time, and so far from consenting to my going abroad he thinks ;’

it quite right that I should continue in Scotland till the begin- s.n '
ning of November; tho' this is by no means correspondent e
with my way of thinking. I am forced to submit, having really :nl(
no choice. I can ask nothing of the Duke but by his will he "

ask a favour of another, that himself would refuse, so that I o
must lay aside the thought of any improvement of this kind, you

which, to speak the truth, I am already almost too old for. I of |
am, nevertheless, still determined to employ some few years of
my life in the real business of an officer, and not sacrifice all my
time to idling, as our trifling soldierships. Some of the nations blas
of Europe will soon give me an opportunity to put this resolution the
in practice,

Admiral Boscawen’s return brings back my friend Brett, I
will write him my sentiments upon his arrival in a few days and baf
recommend them to my mother’s care. I wish you both much
health and peace, and am, thin

Dear Sir, !
Your most obedient and affectionate Son,

('om]

James Worre. —

upor

I have this day answered a letter from my uncle Wolfe, is pc
He says he has writ to you about my journey to Turin. He take
certainly means well; but I know it to be unnecessary and incliy

superfluous, What is to be done for my advantage you were

never backward to comply with, nor need you any second 1
application when the first appears reasonable, of which nobody way
will dispute your right of judging. and ¢
Swing
to ex

Whether or no Wolfe was to go abroad he would certainly not !
impe

go for the present.

To wis MorHER. sophe
Perth, 3rd May, 1750. 'w;l’ ;‘

Dear Mapam,—As I told my father in my last letter to "
him that my stay here for some months longer is determined, I M
have only to add that I regret the impossibility of any improve- of Flv:o::.:
ment in the way I proposed which you both so readily and Frances a

cheerfully consented to, and am not a little concerned that it is f]‘ifj"“
relig
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not m my power to pass some part of the next summer at Green-
wich, where I might expect as much happiness as the conversation
of my best friends and so delightful a spot could procure me.
Instead of this pleasing prospect my confinement is increased to
six months more. By that time I shall be so heartily tired
and in such a hurry to get to you that if I stop anywhere it
will be at my Uncle Tin’s, and entirely in obedience to your
commands,

The goat whey is said to have all the virtues mentioned in
your letter for correcting the bad juices. I shall make trial
of its efficacy in the beginning of June, and may reasonably
expect some relief, but nothing would do me so much good
or agree so well with my constitution as the air of Kent. It
blows nowhere clearer or purer than upon Shuter’s Hill or in
the Park.

My father’s ill-health cannot but be a great concern to you,
and is no less so to me. The obstinacy of the disorder scems to
baffle advice or care. Nothing is so likely to assist him and
alleviate the pains as your tenderness for him. I have only one
thing to say, which is, that as my father has already made as
competent a provision for us both as is necessary for our well-
being, no future views for you or me can any longer be looked
upon as sufficient reasons to debar him any enjoyment which it
is possible to procure him in this life; so don’t wait for me to
take such resolutions as you think most agreeable to this
inclination.

It gives me vast pleasure that Mr. Swinden is in so fair a
way of obtaining the character of a father: his understanding
and good temper fit him for the education of children, and Mrs.
Swinden is herself so fine a woman that my friend has a right
to expect proper objects for his care. I can’t imagine anything
imperfect can be produced from so complete a woman.

Miss Frances Thompson’s marriage ! is as pleasant a thing as
I have heard of a good while past. I suppose the man’s a philo-
sopher and has taken her to try how much he can bear and
what mankind with the assistance of reason and learning is

! Mrs. Wolfe's sister, Frances, married Stephen Abthorpe, D.D., Fellow
of Eton, step-brother of William Cole. The latter speaks of his nieces
Frances and Anne Abthorpe as first cousins to Wolfe. Mrs. Abthorpe died in
1765.—Wright. Mrs. Abthorpe was very eccentric and soon developed a
fatal religious mania from hearing Whitefield preach.
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capable of suffering. I hope, as a grammarian, he does not To &
depend upon his rhetoric to keep her in good humour.
In duty to my father, ete.

th:
The Captain Trapaud mentioned in the letter ensuing was Tes
afterwards to become the Governor of Fort Augustus and the has
host of Dr. Samuel Johuson. not
bec
To mis Faruer, the
Perth, 20 May, 1750. Gn
Dear Sir,—Though I can say little more to you than that will
I have no complaint, yet as you are so good to say it is agree- of |
able to you to hear even that, I have no right to dispense with sho
that prerogative, nor inclination to omit what you desire should beci
be done. I am going into the country for a fortnight or three prej
wecks, there I shall drink goat whey, rather to purify the blood pow
from unclean food and irregular living, than as a remedy to any the
certain known distemper. fern
A month’s easterly wind that has blasted almost every plant you
and tree, has not been able to make me shake, so I have reason satis
to think there is no remains of an ague in me. sinc
Lord Bury sets out tomorrow for Fort William. He goes effie
through great part of the Highlands, visits and examines most his -
of the fortresses, and new-made roads, (I suppose by order) stays natuy
away eighteen or twenty days, and three weeks after his return, the |
flies to England. This regiment has undergone a surprising leav
change in a few months. Trapaud, who waited upon you in goat
September or October last, then the youngest captain, is now the
second, or will be so in a very short time. The present vacancy
by the death of a captain, we are told, is to go in the regiment,
to the great satisfaction of the poor subalterns, who have been
often overlooked. Colonel Rich is with his battalion at Fort The
William in health and great spirits ; he does not leave Scotland Hindes,
till they change quarters, and are settled for the winter at immedi
Glasgow.
My duty, if you please, to my mother, I wish you all To wis
imaginable happiness and am, dear Sir,
Your most obedient and affectionate son, D
J. Worre. left 1
broug
His application on behalf of his mother’s friend, Mrs. Scott, have ,
was not successful at that time. due t
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To wis Morner,

Perth, 31st May, 1750,

Dear Mapam,—I send you Colonel Amherst’s answer to me,
that Mrs. Scott may see what is to be expected, and take her
resolutions accordingly. T'm very well persuaded that Amherst
has done his part, and I hope you will be convinced that I have
not been wanting on mine. It was easy to foresce the answer;
because nobody I believe, doubts but that H.R.H. disposes of all
the employments in the Corps of Artillery, as much as if he was
Grand Master, and as he has their well-being vastly at heart, he
will take pains to place proper people to the vacancies that men
of abilities may appear amongst them. This resolution of his,
should not, 1 daresay, exclude the young gentleman in question,
because, as Mrs. Scott is a lady of good sense, she will have
prepared her son for the world, by the best education in her
power to procure him; but the great difficulty is to convince
the Duke of that and get his name enrolled in the book of pre-
ferment, though it should be even at the end of the list. As
you were very desirous to bring about this affair to Mrs, Scott’s
satisfaction it gave me great concern to observe that all the
sincerity and good inclinations of my friend Amherst could not
effect it, and that I got no other return to my request then
his wishes to serve us, expressed with much civility and good
nature, Accidents have hindered us hitherto from going into
the country, there seems no obstacle left now, and T intend to
leave this place in two days, and on the third begin drink the
goat whey. My duty to the General,

I am, dear Madam,
Your most obedient and affectionate son,

J. Worrk.

The old General had had information from one Captain

Hindes, whom he met in London, that the 20th was to depart
immediately. Wolfe explains that this was an error.

To wis Farugr,

Perth, June 22, 1750.
Dear Sir,—When Lord Bury went into the Highlands, I
left Perth in order to drink the goat whey. His return has
brought me back to the regiment much sooner than I should
have come, had I considered my health only, but something is
due to him in this country where the want of proper company
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makes his stay here very unpleasant. The officers of the regi-
ment are vastly dispersed ; and he is sometimes at « loss for qui
people to converse with. He expects leave to retire very soon, 9
and certainly won’t stay long after obtaining it. b

I drank the whey and went into a cold bath fourteen days, d;{_
in that time I found such an alteration for the better, that, if I 1
had been at liberty to continue that way of life a month longer,
I make no doubt but it would have been of considerable advan- fave
tage. The march of two companies into Angus has perhaps live
made Mr. Hindes imagine that the whole battalion was to idle
change their quarters, especially as Pulteney’s moved early in )
the summer to Aberdeenshire, but it is not probable that we wha
shall leave Perth before the middle of October. It will tak aid
the remainder of that month to clothe the men, and settle them offic
in their new quarters, and that is what Lord Bury expects I
should see done.

Hindes is lately made a Captain Lieutenant in the Artillery :
he has risen from a low degree, by constant application and good ganc
behaviour.  He has uncommon civility in his way, and I believe, har
many valuable qualities. His successor in the company died a p
few days after his arrival. T had information from a very safe (x'rib;-
hand, that it was your intention to make no distinction between i
the Major and Lt. Colonel in one particular. T proceeded upon Scotc
those grounds, and have as appears by your letter conformed to
your inclination, which in this and everything else I always find
to be greatly in my favour. My duty to my mother. eoota

I am, dear Sir, lot i
Your most obedient and affectionate son, Ia
J. Worre.
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It will be remembered that Colonel Lafausille, now actual (;nm’.
gy oo ; s deseri

commander of Wolfe's regiment, was the officer who ravaged the "
- : ) She h
country of the rebels after Culloden. my du

To wis Farugr,
Perth, 15th July, 1750. Ps
Dear Sm,—You'll be perhaps surprised that Lord Bury raine,
should be refused leave to go to England; the King's absence am to
is given as a reason for keeping as many officers as possible to thing
their duty: and though he had got to Edinburgh in his I want
way to Raby Castle a letter met him there that changed his acaden

route. I shall
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Everything in Scotland is in the most perfect calm and
quiet. But late discoveries have made it very apparent that
the tranquillity of this country is nohow so well secured as
by a considerable armed body; and such a body is now so
disposed throughout the whole Highlands that any attempt
must be crushed in the beginning. The Highlanders are so
narrowly watched that they are even forced to abandon their
favourite practice of stealing cattle, and are either reduced to
live honestly and industriously, or starve through excess of
idleness.

Since I writ my last letter to you, I have been in a country
where Colonel Lafausille’s name is still dreadful in their ears,
and where we have a detachment chiefly intended to prevent the
officers of the Scotch regiments in the French service from
recruiting. I went three days successively a-shooting in the hills
from five in the morning till night. I never knew such fatigue.
Some amends were made us by the quantity of game and ele-
gance of the sport ; but I, who am a very bad shot, had an equal
share of the labour and less of the entertainment.

Some officers of other regiments are come to Scotland from
Gibraltar, Most of them are very well pleased with the place
and don’t express any dislike to return there. Indeed they are
Scotch, a set of men particularly in the esteem of the present
governor (who was thought to be a good deal under that influ-
ence here). But it is not much to be wondered at that they are
contented in any part of the world; for I'm sure their native
lot is fallen in a barren ground.

I have not received a letter from my mother, I think, these
six weeks, Your reasons for her not writing are very unpleasing
ones, as they convince me that she is rather worse even than you
describe.  "I'is an unhappy distemper and the pain intolerable.
She has my sincere and constant wishes for her welfare. I beg
my duty to her and am, dear Sir,

J. Worre.

PS.—I have some thoughts of going this winter into Lor-
raine, to Metz, or Thionville, if you approve the notion. If I
am to be absent from the regiment, I suppose it is the same
thing to the Duke where I am, but to myself of vast importance.
I want to be perfect in the French language. There is a fine
academy of artillery and the business of an engineer at Metz.
I shall be glad of your opinion, by which I shall always be
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regulated. A winter idly spent in London (and ‘tis difficult not
to spend it idly) would, at this time, be of sensible prejudice ;
perhaps infuse such notions and inclinations as are not to be got
the better of.

Wolfe’s scorbutic trouble grew more pronounced and he made
valiant efforts to counteract it.

To wis Morngen,
Perth, 25th July, 1750,

Dear Mavam,—I persuaded myself that this post would
have brought me some news of your health, and such as I should
have reason to be pleased with ; I want to see it under your own
hand, *tis to me the most agreeable proof of your recovery,
though one that I could wish never to stand in the need of. I
don’t think since my first leaving you there ever has been so long
an interval of silence on your part, which I am afraid does but
too manifestly imply your want of health, you are otherwise too
good to refuse me a satisfuction that I have always justly
reckoned amongst the greatest of my life. My former com-
plaint, which is now pronounced and declared to be the scurvy,
has broken out again with more violence than ever; so that
necessarily some more violent remedy must be applied. T am a
little surprised at this second appearance, as my way of living
has been of late an example of regularity ; I have never drank,
and do upon all occasions abstain from strong food ; and in
general eat very moderately, so that there must have been in my
constitution a strong propensity to that disorder; all mankind
more or less have the seeds of it in their blood, and it discovers
itself, I suppose, in proportion to the encouragement it meets
with ; though this seems to be contradicted in me; to remove
all apprehensions on your side, I must acquaint you, that it never
has or does, break out, anywhere but upon my hands, a part the
least affected by most other distempers. I heartily wish you
well and hope to hear soon that you are so.

I am, dear Madam,
Your most obedient and affectionate son
J. Worre.

Although a great deal of correspondence had passed between
Lord Bury and his Licutenant-Colonel in the Highlands, yet the
former had not yet visited the regiment.  Wolfe was snatching a
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brief holiday in the country when he had word that the new
colonel was coming to Perth, He, therefore, returned to that
city towards the end of June, and got the regiment into condition
for inspection. Bury was a man of fashion, and by no means
inclined to waste much time in such a God-forsaken spot as the
Highlands. Three weeks sufficed for him to leave London, review
his regiment, look in at Stirling, Perth and Fort Augustus, and
return.  He found, as he expected, that he had a good man to take
the work off his hands, and was by no means inclined to listen
sympathetically to Wolfe's cherished plan of a long furlough or
one which could take place immediately. There was a great deal
of regimental labour in getting the men properly equipped, and
August and September and October wore away and found him still
at Perth and its neighbourhood, dreaming of perfecting his mili-
tary education at Metz or Thionville. As the summer wore on,
however, Wolfe's health and spirits improved.

To wis MoTHER.
Perth, 13th August, 1750,

Dear Mapay,—Though your letter has in it some unpleasant
particulars, the weak condition of your health is by far the more
so. It is easy for us all to bear up against attacks of a lesser
kind, but to be disabled and cut off by distemper from the enjoy-
ment of life and common tranquillity is the heaviest of all calami-
ties. For some years past we have begun a course of good for-
tune, preserved and protected where was most need, and, my
brother’s death excepted, free from affliction. We may make
some allowance now, and, for my part, who am likely to be the
greatest sufferer by any diminution of the stock, I can easily
console myself for losses that way. All I desire is, that you two
may meet with no disturbance to your own persons, but pass
your days in health and peace. I heartily wish that these lighter
accidents may not interrupt your felicity, which I would have
fixed upon the firmest foundation.

It is extremely good in you to endeavour to set the business
of the mortgage in a clear light, as the motive to that under-
taking is of a generous nature. I am persuaded the sums will
answer your expectation. If not we are only where we were;
for it has long been thought desperate. It will be some satisfac-
tion that we have not been wanting on our side to recover what
the neglect of our pretended friends had thrown away.

I have but just returned from Lord Glenorchy's, where I
K
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stayed a weck. Lady Glenorchy is your acquaintance, and cent
1 expresses a great regard for you. She says you have surprising batt;
{ luck at quadrille, and bid me tell you she wishes it may continue. noth
| The poor woman is in a state of banishment; she hates the little
, '3 country and dislikes the inhabitants. Her love to her husband, 1
and immoderate fondness of her young son, are just enough to | such
J make her stay tolerable. ‘They invited and entertained me with ten n
all imaginabl: civility.! world
George Warde made me a visit of four days. I could not many
J help being astonished at the strength of his understar ding which in wh
f I never discovered so fully before. To that he has added a just pleasc
/ and upright way of thinking very uncommon, and the strictest to sat
morals of any young man amongst my acquaintance; this last where
won't surprise you, because he was never reckoned vicious, lie 1
is extremely indifferent to preferment and high employment in ‘ applic
| the army, partly from his defect of speech, but principally from ment
/! an easiness, or rather indolence, of temper that make him unfit Gener,
i to bear a heavy part in life. sometl
i I am, dear Madam, ete., 4
J. Worre. speak {
‘ His next epistle is full of his French project. I shall
gl 3 Thi
jt To wis Farugr, writer
A Perth, 1st September, 1750, to the
Wil Dean Sir,—I am glad to have your approbation in whatever unacqu

I undertake, especially in those things that are most worth your
consideration, and are of importance to myself. The assurances
you give me of your assistance are kind and friendly. If the

‘?1 request be properly examined, there can be no objection to it;
l,f for I ask no more than an opportunity to be better acquainted The W
i : with the duty of an officer, and to have it in my power to speak .
) the French language corrvectly,—a language that is now in such To ms M
"
Dea

London, or at least not further than Paris; but as the business
I am going upon will require all my labour and attention, I
chuse to be at a distance from any temptation. If the Duke

than I o

f general use.  For idleness or amusement I need not go out of
4
|

house in

z consents, it will be with regret; for the perfection of military even to (

'8 knowledge, in his Royal Highness's eye, is the command of a ,fm'" wri

€, regiment to men of our rank, and his notion of care and diligence ;'."'" you

i ! Viscount Glenorchy, son of the third Earl of Breadalbane, rn-~itl'n'1! at "ll(l'llll;l l:lrl:

‘]‘l Balloch Castle, near Perth. His wife was Willielma, daughter of William )

! Maxwell of Perth. ' A missiv
K2
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centres entirely in sticking eternally at the same point, viz the
battalion ; though I could undertake to make it appear that
nothing is more necessary owards doing one’s part well than a
little respite at convenient seasons.

Lord Bury, too, will with difficulty be brought to hearken to
such a proposal. Iintend to try him in a post or two, and ask
ten months’ leave at once. Though I have all the reasons in the
world to be satisfied with his behaviour to me, yet there are
many circumstances that foretell his opposition ; but the manner
in which he will express himself will leave me - o room to be dis-
pleased even with a denial on his part,or ral  r he'll endeavour
to satisfy me of his good intentions, and fi+ the refusal some-
where else.

I shall be cruelly disappointed if this fails, for my time of
application will soon be over, and the sooner by the discourage-
ment and mortification that follow the disappointment. If
General Mordaunt is in town, I can write to him. He may say
something upon the oceasion that might be serviceable,

Donnellan complains bitterly of Gibraltar; he desires me to
speak to you in favour of him, but as it is a regimental business,
1 shall be tender, though I heartily wish he could be indulged.

The letter you enclosed is quite unintelligible. Either the
writer meant to be perfectly facetious, or the letter is not come
to the proper person, for it is in a character that I am
unacquainted with.!

I beg my duty to my mother,
And am, dear Sir, ete.,
J. Worrk,

The Wolfes at Greenwich were now seeking for another house.
To mis Morneg.

Perth, 23rd September, 1750.

Dear Mavam,—I am a little later in answering your letter
than I ought to be.  The truth is, I have been at a gentleman’s
house in the country, where they would not allow me leisure
even to do the most pleasing parts of my duty, and hindered me
from writing to you. I'm sorry to hear that knavery has crept
into your town, and to your very doors. These are interrup-
tions and inconveniences in life that we are in England very
much troubled with, and yet much more to be desired than the

' A missive from a lady, complaining of Colonel Wolfe's neglect of the sex.
K2
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murdering bloody genius of the other nations. The mildness of
our laws does not enough discourage the practice of robbing, but
in a great measure prevents the terrible effects of despair.

I hope Lady Vanbrugh will accept your offer, or if she does
not, I hope you'll come up to her price. A good and healthy
situation can’t be purchased at too high a rate, and the Castle
you speak of, if I remember right, is so situated.! I want to
have you well fixed in a comfortable house in a wholesome air,
and when you procure that for yourselves, you'll help me to a
great share of tranquillity that I am unacquainted with, while
there remains anything to be done that can furnish you with
the means of happiness. I give you my word that though I
have in myself a wandering and unsettled turn of mind, regard-
less of any fixed condition, and indifferent as to many of the
great concerns of life, yet I am perfectly steady when I consider
of your well-being, and earnestly bent upon seeing you in quiet
possession of the few things that are necessary to satisfy your
moderate desires. I am delighted to hear you say my father has
been so well this summer. Am I never to eat figs with him in
his own garden? How readily could I resign my military
authority, and lay down my command, for the pleasure of
walking with him upon the dry ground and gathering his
fruit !
There’s no fish in this part of the world but salmon ; in the
Orkneys and Shetlands there are various kinds, and well cured.
I don’t believe it will be difficult to get what you want, though I
have not the best talents for those sort of things. In this I
resemble a friend of yours most exactly. I wish there was as
strong a resemblance in many other respects. I never give any-
thing away that I intend for you, but I think the hood is hardly
worth your acceptance. I believe my father did not get the
skins I brought from Holland. T have sent to Norway for most
elegant furs ; enough for linings of all sorts.

My journey to London will be very short, if the Duke gives
me leave to go abroad ; if not, I move but slowly, and visit my
uncle Tin and the rest. It matters little what season of the
year I travel in, for I am absolutely as hard as flint, and can

! Vanbrugh Castle, Blackheath, built by the famous architect and
dramatist. Ft was occupied by his widow, who survived him fifty years.
She sold it eventually to Lord Tyrawley, who, in turn, disposed of the
property to Charles Brett, the Wolfes' friend at Greenwich.
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bear all the extremes of heat and cold that are known in these
climates with great ease.
My duty, etc.,

J. Worrk,
I regret Mrs, Cade’s misfortune.!

At the beginning of October the regiment assembled at
Dundee for the purposes of being equipped with clothing, etc., and
for the next four or five weeks Wolfe had his hands full. Yet he
found time for a long letter to Rickson,

To Carraixy Rickson,

Dundee, October, 1750.
Dear Rickson,—You were embarked long before I thought
you ready for your expedition (to Nova Scotia) and sailed before
I could imagine you on board. T intended to have bid you fare-
well, and sent my good wishes to attend you. Indeed, I was not
without hopes of hearing from my friend before he went off'; for
upon such changes he seldom forgot to make me acquainted with
his destination. T am not entirely indifferent as to what befalls
you, and should have been glad to know how such an under-
taking as this is, agreed with your way of thinking; and
whether, after a good deal of service you would not rather have
sat down in peace and rest ; or if your active spirit prompts you
to enterprise, and pushes you to pursuits new and uncommon ;
whether this, (the expedition) certainly great in its nature, suits
your inclination. Since I cannot be clearly informed of these
matters till I hear from you I shall content myself with enter-
taining some conjectures that are favourable to your interests.
You are happy in a governor; and he’ll be happy to have one
near him that can be so serviceable to him as you have it in your
power to be. I dare say you are on good terms together, and
mutual aid will confirm your former friendship. He will require
from you industry and assiduity ; and in return you may expect
his confidence and trust. I look upon his situation as requiring
on? of his very way of thinking, before all things else: for to
settle a new colony, justice, humanity and disinterestedness are
the high requisites ; the rest follows from the excellent nature
of our Government, which extends itself in full force to its
remotest dependency.

! She had been robbed, while under the Wolfes' roof, by a Scotch footman
(“James ") who decamped.
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In what a state of felicity are our American colonies com-
pared to those of other nations; and how blessed are the
Americans that are in our neighbourhood above those that
border upon the French and Spaniards. A free people cannot
oppress ; but despotism and bigotry find enemies among the
most innocent. It is to the eternal honour of the English nation
that we have helped to heal the wound given by the Spaniards
to mankind by their cruelty, pride and covetousness. Within
the influence of our happy Government, all nations are in
security., The barrier you are to form, will, if it takes place,
strengthen ourselves, protect and support all our adherents ; and
as I pretend to have some concern for the general good, and a vast
desire to see the propagation of freedom and truth, I am very

anxious about the success of this undertaking, and do most !
sincerely wish that it may have a prosperous issue. I think it is 1
vastly worth your while to apply yourself to business, you that ¢
are so well acquainted with it : and without any compliment, I §
may venture to assert that Cornwallis has few more capable to do I
him, and the public, considerable service than yourself. 1
I beg you will tell me at large the condition of your affuirs
and what kind of order there is in your community ; the notions 1
that prevail ; the method of administering justice ; the distribu- b
tion of lands, and their cultivation ; the nations that composed "
the colony and who are the most numerous ; if under military y
government, how long that is to continue; and what sect in b
religious affairs is the most prevailing. If ever you advise upon a
this last subject, remember to be moderate. 1 suppose the (t
Governor has some sort of council, and should be glad to know of
what it is composed of. The southern colonies will be concerned ar

in this settlement, and have probably sent some able men to
assist you with their advice, and with a proper plan of adminis-
tration. Tell me likewise what climate you live in, and what

soil you have to do with; whether the country is mountainous i
and woody, or plain ; if well watered. tainl

I see by a map (now before me) that you are between have
44 and 45 degrees of latitude; in most parts of Europe the man
air is warmer by several degrees, because we are sheltered by the his d
prodigious forests of Norway and Lapland from the north winds. trate
I am afraid you are more exposed ; your great cold continent to disgu
the north may exert some severe effects upon you. Direct to me Brita

at your agent’s . . . If you think I can serve you or be of any 1
use, I . . . I will send you anything you have a mind for, when g
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. . . directions to have it sent for I expect . . . to go abroad
for eight or ten months ; do not let the circumstance prevent you
from writing. I set out for London next week if it is allowed,
shall be in less than forty days settled at Metz, in Lorraine,
where I propose to pass the winter; you will easily guess my aim
in that. I intend to ramble in the summer along the Rhine
into Switzerland, and back through France and the Netherlands
and perhaps more. I hope you have a good provision of books.
Rutherford has published his ; and there is a Frenchman has told
me many excellent truths, in two volumes, entitled, * L'Esprit
des Lois.™! Tt is a piece of writing that would be of great use
where you are. ' Will you have him ?

Tell Cornwallis that T thank him for making me a Lieu-
tenant-Colonel * (which, by-the-bye, you did not take the least
notice of); if I was to rise by his merit, as upon this occasion, I
should soon be at the top of the list. He promised to write to
some of us, but has not: they are not the less ardent for his
prosperity ; and the whole corps unites in one common wish for
his welfare and success. Pray tell him so, as you may do it safely.

Your old corps comes back from Gibralter next summer.
Do you know that Conway has got a company over Thompson
by Elkinss death ? 1 will correspond constantly with you in
whatever part of the world we happen to be thrown, provided
you do not force me, by neglect, to leave off writing. We have
but this one way left to preserve the remembrance of each other
as lively as I could wish, and as I hope you do. The old General
(his father) your friend, preserves his health, and is
often wished to have you again in his regiment.

am most affectionately, my dear Rickson,

Your faithful friend,
J. Worrke.

... he has
Farewell ! 1

After all the young officer’s hopes and aspirations, it was cer-

tainly a little staggering, when his leave of absence came at last to
have it accompanied by Lord Bury’s intimation that the Com-
mander-in-Chief objected to his going abroad.
his dreams of Metz or Thionville.

Farewell then to
It was a cruel blow, and illus-

trates either Cumberland’s narrowness or else his fear that Wolfe,
disgusted with the prospects his profession held out to him in
Britain, would be tempted to enter the Prussian service.

! Montesquien’s.
* See ante, p. 119,

First published at Geneva in 1748.
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To wis Faruer.
Dundee, 7th October, 1750.

Dear Sir,—Though I ought never to make you any excuse,
because it ought never to be necessary, I can safely say that I
have had something to do for this week past. When a regiment
moves from one set of quarters to another, you know the
commanding officer may find full employment. The last division
came to the Town on October 1st, and we have ever since been
intent upon getting the companies that are to move in condition
to march. It will be the 20th before my part is done and about
the 24th, if no accident prevents it, and my leave is granted in
form, I shall set out for England. In my Lord Bury’s last
letter I am told not to think of going abroad, for that H. Pitt
is against it. I acquiesce for this single reason : that there is a
necessity to submit, though my inclinations lead me a different
way. How much does the Duke mistake my sentiments, or how
greatly does he oppose the only method that can be fallen upon
to preserve any knowledge of military affairs in the army. 1
shan’t say to introdvce it, for infinite pains have been taken to
make us acquainted with some particular branches, which yet, do
not amount to all that may be required from an officer. I
believe you would be very glad to see your son from amongst the
ignorant, and wish to have a representative something worthy of
yourself; from which I conclude, that your concern at this dis-
appointment will not be less than mine.

Spending a couple of days in Edinburgh, on November 4
Wolfe took the stage coach to York, making the journey in
about thirty-six hours,

To wis MoTHER.
York, 6th November, 1750

Dear Mapam,—As I am excessively fatigued you'll excuse
my giving you a very short account of myself. I set out from
Edinburgh on Sunday the 4th inst, and came that day to Belford
with the most favourable weather imaginable. Yesterday I
travelled from Belford to Durham in a storm of wind and rain,
and this day reached this city by 7 at night, though opposed
by many difficulties, of which the overflowing of some rivers were
not the least. I beg my duty to my Father, and am

Dear Madam, ete.
J. Worre.
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From thence he did not fail to call upon his maternal relations
the Thompsons and Sotherons ! at Sotterington, Pomfret and Terry-
bridge. On the 14th he arrived in the eapital, thinking to go on
to Greenwich to join his parents, but they had already changed
quarters for town.

No more serious wound could have been given to Wolfe than
the thwarting of his dearest wishes which the Commander-in-Chief,
abetted and instigated by Lord Bury, had inflicted. It was a
serious crisis in our young hero’s life thus to be condemned to pass
a whole winter amidst the follies and the vices and the idleness of
London when the capital was already odious to him by reason of
his disappointment in love. Wolfe was a youth of singularly strong
character. He had always despised the follies and the excesses of
many of his brother officers. Everything in the tone of the age
favoured a weakening of the moral fibre ; it was the age par excel-
lence of the rake, the gambler, and the wine-bibber. Profligacy and
idleness, however, offered few attractions to the youthful lieutenant-
colonel.  Vice was not in his composition. But he was supremely
miserable. For a fortnight he sought to drown his sorrow in a
flood of Westminster eloquence. He attended the debates in
Parliament, and took the measure of the orators and politicians of
the day. One debate particularly interested him—that relating to
Nova Scotia and the American Colonies, yet, perhaps, with no pre-
sentiment of what awaited himself across the Atlantic. He could
no longer contain himself. Some hasty words of his provoking a
scene with his parents he abruptly quitted their roof, and plunged for
the first and only time in his life in the dissipations of London. The
cause of the quarrel was, of course, Miss Lawson. He bridled when
his mother repeatedly termed it as a senseless passion, but the flood-
gates of his anger were opened wide indeed when Mrs. Wolfe hinted
at the gallantries of his inamorata’s mother. He hotly repelled the
insinuation, and demanded who dared to say such a thing, and was
told that his old friend, Charles Brett, knew all about it. His in-

dignation was scarcely lessened when his mother urged him to pay
his suit to Miss Hoskins, the Croydon heiress, and perhaps he felt
some malicious pleasure a few weeks later when he heard that John
Warde of Squerryec had already proposed for that young lady’s
hand and been accepted. They were married in February 1751,

! “The Sotherons,” says Burke, “have been most respectably settled on
their own estates at Holm, Spaldingmore, in the East Riding, and Hook in the
West Riding, for more than two centuries.” William Sotheron, Esq., of

Pontefract, had married Mrs. Wolfe's sister Lucy, co-heiress of her brother,
Tindal Thompson. The family is now represented by Lord Estcourt.
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Meanwhile Wolfe fell ill and lay for some weeks in a state of great its
weakness and misery.  When he had patched himself together, he loi
took a formal leave of his parents and rejoined his regiment in lef
Scotland. ok
Before his departure he addressed a short letter to his friend b
Rickson.
7
To Carraiy Rickson.
Old Burlington Street, March 19th, 1751.

Dear Ricksox,—I writ to you six months ago ; but as you f
took no notice of my letter, I conclude you did not receive it ; |
nay I am almost sure you did not receive it, because I ask'd a (
favour of you which I think you would not have refused me. I ‘
desired you to inform me of the condition of your new colony 1
(Nova Scotia, which I have much at heart), and was not a little {
curious to know your particular employment and manner of "
living. Though I have a deal to say to you, I can’t speak it P
just now, for I am confin'd in point of time; but as I have the ¢
same regard and friendship for you that I always had, I have the j
same desire to cultivate our good understanding. Write to me !
then, and forget nothing that you imagine can give me light into
your affairs. I am going to Scotland in ten days; your agent n
will forward a letter to me there. h

13 The young gentleman who delivers my letters has served in v
L the regiment with me. Want of precaution and not want of t
/," honesty, obliges him to leave it. You'll learn his story from
{1 Cornwallis. T desire you to countenance and assist him a little it
! ” i and I hope you may not think any services that you may do him b
Y thrown away. May you be healthy and happy. I shall always
| ' wish it with great truth. ol
i ‘ ;‘ } I am, dear Rickson, tl
B Your affectionate friend, fr
) J )
: ‘ J. Worre. ty},
’ It (This letter is marked « Answered July 22, 1751.") n
' ': In April 1751 the head-quarters of the regiment were at o
| DRI : far-distant Banff. b
1 i Banff at this time was dreary, cold and remote, and the th
f first few weeks of his sojourn there must have required all the fil
4k philosophy of the young lieutenant-colonel.! Solitude brought —
! ; ! ““Few places,” observes Wright, ““ were worse calculated to ¢ pluck from :,'ru(.:
i the memory a rooted sorrow.’ Exposed to the storms of the North Sea, it Cont,
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its reaction. Wolfe's eye was turned inward upon himself. He

longed for the society of his own friends, and having abundant
leisure, if any man with his duties to perform could be said to have
abundant leisure, indulged in long letters to them. One addressed
to Captain Rickson well deserves to be given in full—

To Cavraiy Rickson,

Banff, 9th June, 1751.

My pear Friesp,—I am prepared to assist you in your
apology whenever you think it requisite ; But I desire you will
never assign that as a reason for not writing, which, in my
opinion, should prompt you for it. Attachments between us of
certain characters do generally arise from something alike in their
natures, and should never fall from a certain degree of firmness,
that makes them the same all the world over, and incapable of
any diminution. I have, as you justly acknowledge, a persever-
ance in friendship, that time, nor distance, nor circumstances,
can defeat—nay, even neglect can hardly conquer it : and you are
just as warm and as near me, in North America, as you would
be upon the spot.

I writ to you from London, and sent my letter by one that I
recommend for your countenance. I hope what has befallen
him will be a shield against accidents of that sort for the future,
When I writ that letter, your poor friend was in the most dis-
tress, otherwise you should have had more of me.

It is not an
hour since I received your letter,

I shall answer all the parts of
it as they stand in their order; and you sec I lose no time,
because in a remote and solitary part of the globe.

I often experience the infinite satisfaction there is in the only
one way that is open to communicate our thoughts, and express
that truly unalterable serenity of affection that is found among
friends, and nowhere else. I conceive it no less comfortable to
you. I believe that no man can have a sincerer regard for you
than myself, nor can any man wish to serve and assist you with
more ardour, The disappointment you speak of affects me
greatly, and the more, as I have been told that you lived with
Cornwallis, and, consequently, had some employment near him
that must be creditable and profitable, which I imagined you
filled with all the integrity, diligence, and skill that I know you

was one of the coldest and dreariest spots in Great Britain, without societ;
or commerce, and approachable only by a ford across the wide river.”
Contemporary accounts, however, make Banff far less disagreeable.
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possessed of. I cannot otherwise than account for the prefer-
ence given to Mr. Cotterell, that there has been an early
promise, or some prevailing recommendations from England that
Cornwallis could not resist. However, if I was Governor, me-
thinks I would choose about my person some experience and
military ability, as requisite in the affairs of a new colony,
situated as yours is, as any branch of knowledge whatever,

This disappointment is followed by a resolution in you that
I approve of greatly, because it will release you from a life that
cannot but be disagreeable, and place you where you will be
well received. But I take it to be a thing much easier conceived
than effected ; for though I grant that —— is a beast, and fit
only to hunt the wildest of all wild Indians, yet his consent to
the change, I doubt, would be very difficult to obtain, though
everything else went smoothly on, and you know without it the
matter rests. You have done well to write to my father. He
is extremely disposed to do you any good office, and I shall take
care to put him in mind, and excite him by all the motives that
will touch him nearest, to assist you.

I thank you for partaking with me in the satisfaction of a
promotion. You found your expectations, from my future
fortune, upon the best grounds—my love and thorough sense for
your worth; but I would not wish you should wait for my
power. I should blush to see myself in the capacity. Take my
inclinations and good wishes in the meantime, and believe that
whatever falls to my share you will have a demand upon. If
you look round and see my powerful rivals and competitors,
examine who and what they are; we must both think that a
little moderation in our views is very becoming, and very con-
sistent with my situation. I believe you are of opinion with
me, that a great deal of good fortune has fallen to my share
already.

You have given me a very satisfactory account of the settle-
ment, as far as you have observed or have had an opportunity
to inquire. Till your letter came I understood that we were
lords and proprictors of the north coast of Fundy Bay, for
there'sa vast tract of country between that and the river St. Law-
rence. It appears to me that Acadia is near an island, and the
spot where you are, a very narrow space between the Gulf and
Bay. If so, I conclude your post will be greatly improved ; and
instead of the shallow works that you describe, something sub-
stantial will be erected, capable of containing a large garrison,
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with inhabitants trained to arms, in expectation of future wars
with France, when I foresee great attempts to be made in your
neighbourhood.  When I say thus, I mean in North America.
I hope it is true what is mentioned in the newspapers, that a
strong naval armament is preparing for your assistance. I wish
they would increase your regiment with drafts from the troops
here. T could send you some very good little soldiers. If our
proposal is a good one, I will shorten the work and lessen the
expense. The present schemes of economy are destructive to great
undertakings, narrow in the views and ruinous in the consequence,
I was in the House of Commons this winter, when great
sums of money were proposed for you, and granted readily
enough. But nothing said of any increase of troops. Mr.
Pelham spoke very faintly upon the subject ; wished gentlemen
would well weigh the importance of these undertakings before
they offered them for public approbation, and seemed to inti-
mate that it might probably produce a quarrel with our ever
lasting and irreconcilable adversary. This I took to be a bad
prognostic ; a minister cool in so great an affair, it is enough to
freeze up the whole ! but perhaps there might be a concealed
manceuvre under these appearances, as in case of accidents, “1
am not to blame,” “I was forced to carry it on,” and so forth ;
in the meantime I hope they are vigorous in supporting our
claims. The country is in all shapes better than we imagined
it, and the climate less severe; the extent of our territory,
perhaps, won't take a vast deal of time to clear ; the woods you
speak of are, I suppose, to the west of Sheganecto and within
the limits that the French ascribe for themselves and usurp.
Yours is now the dirtiest as well as the most insignificant
and unpleasant branch of military operations; no room for
courage and skill to exert itself, no hope of ending it by a
decisive blow, and a perpetual danger of assassination; these
circumstances discourage the firmest minds. Brave men, when
they see the least room for conquest, think it easy, and generally
make it so; but they grow impatient with perpetual disad-
vantages. I should imagine that two or three independent
Highland companies might be of use; they are hardy, intrepid,
accustomed to a rough country, and no great mischief if they fall.
How can you better employ a secret enemy than by making his
end conducive to the common good 7 If this sentiment should
take wind, what an execrable and bloody being should I be
considered here in the midst of Popery and Jacobitism !
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I don’t understand what is meant by the wooden forts at
Halifax. I have a poor conceit of wooden fortifications, and
would wish to have them changed for ramparts of earth, the
rest in time ; it is probable that the great attention that must
be given at first to building the habitations and clearing the
ground about the town, left no interval for other work ; but I
hope to hear in your next letter, that our principal city (Hali-
fax) is considerably improved in strength.  You gentlemen, too,
with your parapet three or four feet thick, that a heavy shower
would dissolve, you ought to increase it, and put yourselves into
a state of security. You appear to be the bavier and bulwark
of our settlements on the land, and should be lodged in a
sufficient fortress, and with an eye to enterprise. 1 understand

by your account that the post you occupy'! is a very small
distance from the end of the bay; and should be glad to know
how far that is from the nearest part of the Gulf of St.
Lawrence, or from what in the map appears to be a lake, or
harbour communicating with that gulf.

I rejoice much that you commanded that detachment with
which your L utenant-Colonel marched ; the Indians might
have had courage, in that case you would have overcome them in
battle under the eye of your chief; as it was, he saw you well
disposed to fight. haps I am talking ot random, but it is
conformable to the dea I have of this Colonel Lawrence,? whose
name we often s 1 the papers. I suppose him to be amongst
the first offic the expedition, high-minded himself, and a
judge of it i hers 3 his ready march to the enemy marks the
first, and his being the head of your undertaking gives one an
opinion of his judgment. If tis to his advantage, I desire you
to let me have his character at full length ; perhaps there’s a
strong mixture, as it generally happens in ardent men : in that
case let’s have the best fully, and the other slightly touched. 1
am sorry that you are not so linked in with some of your
brethren as to form an intimacy and confidence ; without it the
world is a soliture, and what must your part of it be? I pity

you very heartily, for I am sure you are very ready to mingle
with a good disposition. “I'is doubly a misfortune to be banished
without the relief of books, or possibility of reading ; the only
amends that can be made to us that are sequestered in the lonely

! Lunenburg.
2 Governor of Nova Scotia, who was afterwards forced to undertake the
expulsion of the Acadians.
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and melancholy spots, is that we can fill up our time with study.
When I am in Scotland I look upon myself as an exile ; with
respect to the inhabitants I am so, for I dislike 'em much ; ’tis
then I pick up my best store, and try to help an indifferent
education, and slow faculties ; and I can say that I have really
acquired more knowledge that way, than in all my former life.

I would by all means have you get home before the next
winter, but I don’t approve in the least of the resolution you
seem to have taken rather than continue in that service. Do
everything in your power to change, but don’t leave the army,
as you must when you go upon half-pay. If there is any female
in the case, any reasonable scheme for marriage, I have nothing
to say ; that knocks down all arguments ; they have other sorts
of passions to support them. In reality, the most I can offer
(were you unbiassed) would not amount to weighty matter, for
I see no early appearance whereon to mould a bait for your
ambition ; yet I cannot consent to your leaving us entirely, in
the hopes of fairer days. If I did not love you personally, and
wish your happiness very heartily, I should advise you to stay
where you are, and would say that you ought to be kept there ;
and give, as a reason for saying so, that I do think the infancy
of a colony has need of able hands, civil and military, to sustain
it, and I should be for sacrificing you and all the men of worth
to the general good. You speak of Mr. Browse, the engineer ;
pray say a word or two of his capacity, and tell me if there are
among you any connoiseurs in that business.

Is the island of St. John in the possession of the French, or
do we occupy it? It would be unpardonable in me if I omitted
to send you intelligence of what is stirring amongst us ; T mean,
if I kept from you anything that comes to my knowledge ; but
in truth we are here almost as much in the dark as to public
transactions as can be conceived ; however, I picked up some
account of the Act for settling the Regency,' and as perhaps
you have not seen it, it will be worth your perusal ; it is a
subject of no small importance,

[An analysis of the statute follows.]

Three large ships of war (guard ships) are sailed with the
Scotch Fusiliers and Conway’s regiments to relieve the King’s
and Skelton's, and they, as we hear, are to march directly into
Scotland, which, by the bye, is a little out of the way, to carry
them from the hottest to the coldest part of the King's

! Frederick, Prince of Wales, had died on the 20th of March, preceding.
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dominions ; if they come, our regiment goes to Inverness, where t
I shall remain all the winter ; if one only comes, or neither, I go K,
to Aberdeen. Loftus and Donnellan are both in England. The
former had been dangerously ill, is a little recovered. Donnellan 1
too, has been out of order, and is gone to Bristol for health. 1
I am not sure whether I mentioned it or not in my last o
letter, but as it is a great grief to me, I will hazard the repetition N
to tell it you. I got powerful people to ask the Duke no less b
than three times, for leave to go abroad, and he absolutely
refused me that necessary indulgence : this I consider a very
unlucky incident, and very discouraging ; moreover, he accom-
panied his denial with a speech that leaves no hope—that a
Lieutenant-Colonel was an officer of too high a rank to be ind:
allowed to leave his regiment for any considerable time. This Am
is a dreadful mistake, and if obstinately pursued, will disgust a the
number of good intentions, and preserve that prevailing igno- wor
rance of military affairs that has been so fatal to us in all our adoj
undertakings, and will be for ever so, unless other measures are the
pursued. We fall every day lower and lower from our real dest
characters, and are so totally engaged in everything that is offie
minute and trifling, that one would almost imagine the idea of land
war was extinguished amongst us; they will hardly allow us to r
recollect the little service we have seen: that is to say, the one
merit of things seem to return into their old channel, and he is pare
the brightest in his profession that is the most impertinent, what
talks loudest, and knows least.
I repeat it again to you that poor Porter left his regiment To
with the approbation of all his brethren, and with the reputa-
tion of honesty and upright behaviour. It will be a charatable
thing to do him any good office. sel
I went to London in November, and came back in the middle be
of April. In that short time I committed more imprudent acts be
than in all my life before. I lived in the idlest, dissolute, ins
abandoned manner that could be conceived, and that not out of no
vice, which is the most extraordinary part of it. I have escaped for
at length, and am once again master of my reason, and hereafter 50
it shall rule my conduct, at least I hope so. My father has the
offered money for the prettiest-situated house in England, and I anc
believe he will have it for about £3000. It is a great sum to be ine
so employed ; but as it procures him the pleasure he likes, and live
a fine air, it is well laid out. It looks as if he intended to sell pec

his house in Greenwich since the other is upon Black Heath;
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re the new bridge® will enable him . . . his way easily to St.
10 James's,
he I will write to Loftus to send you some porter and the books.
an I cannot bear to hear you making excuses for imaginary trouble,

I'will . . . hogshead of claret from Ireland to Gibraltar. You
st cannot do me a greater pleasure than by pointing out to me a
on way to relieve you, though ever so inconsiderable. Write to me
BsS by the first opportunity, and believe me, dear Rickson,
ely Ever your affectionate friend,
ory J W,
m-
b a It will be seen that Wolfe believed in the value of two or three

be independent Highland Companies on active service in North
his America. At this time this was a highly original notion. But
t a the more Wolfe considered it the more he was convinced of its

no- worth, We shall see how the idea grew until it came to be
our adopted by the Commander-in-Chief on a scale sullicieni to raise
are the fighting standard of the armies overseas and even to effect the
real destinies of the Empire. For no doubt should exist as to which
;s officer is due in the first instance credit of sending armed High-
L of landers to fight the battles of their common country.

s to This was the day of letters a yard long, and Wolfe was not
the one to stint himself., Besides, he had his peace to make with his
e is parents, and it was in a spirit of sincere contrition that he penned
ent, what follows.

nent To uis Farner.
uta- Banff, June 12, 1751,
able Dear Sm,—I am very glad from the knowledge of your
sentiments (which in a case that concerns myself ought justly to
iddle be preferred to my own, and indeed in almost all other cases) to
acts be able to make you some sort of apology for every particular
lute, instance of vice or folly that has very luckily fallen under your
it of notice while I had the honour to be near you. I say very luckily,
aped for if you or some other perfect friend had not discovered them,
after 50 as to make them known to me, I might have continued in
¢ has the conceit of there being no such thing in my composition,
and 1 and consequently they must in time have taken deep root, and
to be increased beyond the power of any remedy. Yours is a very
, and lively picture of the impertinence and idleness that is often in
» sell people of my years, so that it is not quite new and unexpected ;

eath; ! Westminster Bridg~.
L
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and if I do not mistake this is not the first time that you have
observed the seeds of imperfections in me, that perhaps only
wanted nourishment and proper occasion to break forth. I am
quite persuaded (though you express some indifference in the
latter part of your letter) that you mean to recover me from the
ill habit of mind you have seen me in, and with that view and
that only it is that the just remarks you have made upon my
conduct are put in their proper light. T am sure at the same
time that your course of goodness and indulgence to me is not
entirely altered and that you are ready to make such allowances
as may be expected from one who has so extensive a knowledge
of mankind as you have.
The respect 1 have for you and strong desire to be better in
your opinion than I have been of late, will put me upon
pursuing the best means that you can devise, or that I can
imagine for such an alteration of behaviour as may conduce to
that end. I believe the first step to amendment is to acknowledge
our faults, a proof that we think them faults. This I do very
heartily and truly, though I must assert that most of them have
arisen from inadvertency and not from any ill intention. T am
very sensible that many things have appeared with an exceeding
bad grace, but am nevertheless quite clear and conscious that
no offence ever was, or could be, meant. My mother told me
you intended to write. I was desirous to know your thoughts
(which I am sorry to say I have been but too often unacquainted
with) and that is one reason why I left such an interval between
asking you pardon in the short though sincere manner in which
I did it, when I came away, and making all the submission that
can be made to one that I am very unwilling to disoblige. I
hope the former part of my life will in some :neasure make this
appear; and I believe I may venture to say that my future
conduct will help to convince you.

I ask only one favour and I think it reasonable, which is,
that when things are anyhow wrong you will have so much
consideration for my good and your own peace, as to make
known your opinion as early as possible; that I may check the
mischief in its infancy, and coricet one after another those
failings that few of us are free from, but that all may remove.
You very justly ridicule the situation I was in: it was truly
ridiculous, I am as sensible of it as any man can be; but,
however, it must be allowed that it is not the first of that kind,
and the effects are often very extraordinary. I am concerned
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e that you had any share of the uneasiness. I wish it had all
y been mine own since I brought it upon myself. Most of my
m thoughts and inconsistency of action, receive their bias from
e hence, I do not say all; for I never heard it accused of
e producing either pride or vanity. Impatience of temper,
i restlessness of disposition and an indifference about all, even the
1y most important affairs of life, are the constant attendants of
ne that pernicious distemper. Should I at any other time have
ot neglected the affairs of the regiment, regardless of my duty as
es an officer in every respect # Or should I have quitted the only
ge pursuit that engages my attention with any ardour and banish

all my application without a cause? I don’t remember a time
in of my life that I forsook either the one or the other before, nor
on can I tax myself with having been wanting in more material
an matters (my duty to you) till now.!
to I could readily and cheerfully have refused myself the
Ige pleasure of conversing with my friends in your house (for few
ery came there upon any other footing) in consideration of your
we health. T am not indeed excusable for not having done it ;
am since there was room to imagine it might be troublesome ; but
ing I should have thought it no hardship, had it been spoke of as a
hat necessary conformity to your inclinations. I am no doubt, much
me to blame with regard to Donnellan; but there are some
thts circumstances that may perhaps take off' a part. I neither saw
ited nor conversed with him half so often as I used to do before he
reen

had (as an officer of your regiment) brought your displeasure
rich upon him.  We have been long intimate: I knew him to have

that a good deal of worth and honour, and think he has a better
y 1 understanding than is commonly met with. He has often done
this me friendly and kind offices, which I do not immediately over-
ture look or forget. I condemned his behaviour to you, though I

could never look upon it as a mark of contempt but rather an
1 s, error in the way of his profession. I did think him greatly to
wch blame, and told him so, and moreover advised him to conduct
nake

himself in such a manner towards you, as might re-establish him
the in your favour.

hose The warm expression that fell from me upon the Duke’s
10ve. refusing to let me go abroad, savoured much of ingratitude ; the
truly
but,

! The story is that Wolfe had made an impassioned public declaration
kind, of his love for Miss Lawson at a ball, threatening a rival with immediate
B chastisement. It is doubtful, however, if his passion really wrought such a

change in his character and habits as he here depicts.
L2
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words, it must be confessed, were arrogant and vain. I thought 1
them so at the time of speaking. Passion and disappointment q
produced them. Certainly his Royal Highness could not have "
so truly convinced me of his kindness as by consenting to a d
reasonable and salutary request. For if eternal imprisonment "
and exile is to follow preferment, few will be thankful for the o
favour. s
I am sorry you can think it troublesome to me to read any it
letter from you, though it should be the mirror of my follies, I
You say it shall be the last upon this subject ; and T am sure t
you will do me the justice to recollect that it is likewise the
first. It shall be my care not to give such large room for reproof |
hereafter ; and from no motive so powerful as a thorough n
regard for your person, and a sense of what is due to you as a u
parent. My mother might safely have ventured to send me her I
blessing, though she should build it only upon the strength of a o
return from me. I do sometimes leave out in my letter what I d
least intend, and when I omit expressing my affections for either re
of you, there remains little else that is valuable. 1 beg my duty al
to her and am, dear Sir, re
Your most obedient and affectionate son, hs
J. Worre. wi
PS.—I think I never could advance that there were no ye
“natural ™ affections. I believe I said, and still am of opinion, |
that affections of all kinds spring from mutual good offices v
done to one another; and that is natural. I likewise said that i
opposite interests frequently extinguish those affections, which I th
imagine will be allowed. ha
50!
His mother required, it seems, considerable placation. -
To ms MornEr,
Peterhead, 19 July, 1751.

Dear Mapam,—I began to give up all hopes of hearing from T
you, and to think myself exiled to all intents and purposes was |
without the consolation of being so much as thought of in this
state of bondage and confinement. I am not addicted by con- To &

stitution either to the vapours or to despair, and have determined
always to leave the cure of present evils to a distant day;
imagining that they must be great indeed that have no remedy At
in the bosom of time ; and such I hope never to know. When bs
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ht I say I put off the cure, I suppose no present application
nt sufficient, and therefore prefer a remote one, rather than give it
ve up, or submit to disasters, and designs, though they should be
a ever so powerful. Your letter short as it is, unusually so, has
nt nevertheless been of great aid and relief, because it convinces
he me, that, though deservedly neglected, I am not entirely forgot,
alienated or divided from you, as of no further concern. It
my is fit that some share of evil should fall upon us in this
ies. life, to teach us and enjoy the best that we are formed to
ure taste,
the I think you are vastly well employed, though laboriously.
oof This I consider as your last labour, and therefore reconcile
1gh myself in some measure to the excess of your fatigue ; by looking
s a upon it as the end of pain and beginning of uninterrupted quiet.
her I hope you will fit up your new house with all the elegance and
if a convenience that so lovely a situation, your future residence
at 1 deserves. How you dispose of your other house, furniture, etc.,
‘her regards me not, provided you make yourself easy in this you do
luty all that can be wished or expected. When you are quite at

rest, I shall be glad to hear you describe the work of your own

hands ; though, as I never saw the inside of your habitation, it
£ will be difficult to make me understand your operations, I hope

you have a little garden,
¥ You refer me to Charles Brett for intelligence and say you
10K, will always do so. This I cannot contradict or oppose, but I
Sloes must say (though he is a valuable correspondent) that many
that things come much more pleasingly from you than from him. I
chl have but few franks left, so, to save you a little trouble and

some expense I put your letter under his cover.

I wish you both much health and beg my duty to my father,
and am dear Madam,
Your most obedient and affectionate son,
Jam. Worre.
51,
from The old General was now entering his sixty-seventh year, and
po.;tts was looking forward to repose, after fifty years of service.
1 this
con- To wis FAtuEr.

nined

Peterhead, July 29, 1751.

day Dear Sir,—Honest Charles writes me word (with a good
medy

Nhen

deal of concern) that he thinks you are not quite so cheerful as
he could wish; this affects me very particularly : first, because
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I hate to hear that any of your hours pass unpleasantly, or that
anything breaks in upon the usual quiet of your mind, and then
starts the disagreeable reflection, that possibly I may contribute
to it. I don’t think my friend meant to reproach me, but I
could not read his letter without feeling remorse and repentance,
for any ill acts, or without being shocked at the consequence as
far as it regards your person. If it be true that I still create
uneasiness, I would endeavour to persuade you, as well as words
from me can do it; so far to forget, and overlook me and my
irregularities, as not to entertain a thought of pain for what has
already appeared or form from thence a judgment of what may
be expected hereafter ; I had much rather be quite out of your
thoughts than take a place in them to torment you. I know it
is not easy, entirely to shut out certain objects from the mind,
but it is not difficult to accustom oneself to represent them
under a pleasing figure : when your son comes into your con-
sideration, I could wish you would imagine him a little recovered
from his indiscretion, and determined to contribute all in his
power to make his father (for whom he has the greatest respect
and tenderness) pass the rest of his days in uninterrupted
peace.
The mineral water here is famous for the cure of gravel, I
can attest its virtue, as I have found great relief from it ; I can't
say it agrees with me in other respects so well. T leave this
place in a few days and return to Banff'; from thence I propose
to visit our posts in the Highlands, and amuse myself upon the
moors for ten days, or a fortnight. I find the regiment quarters
this winter at Inverness, as the two batallions from the Straits
either land in Scotland or march directly north. The weather
is sometimes as cold as it is in England in the month of
November : I could not have imagined that the climate in any
part of this island could be so severe: this is the most eastern
point of Scotland.

I wish you both much health. I beg my duty to my mother
and am, dear Sir,

Your most obedient and affectionate son,
J. Worre,

For Wolfe’s bladder ailment soap was prescribed—soap taken
internally, a frequently-mentioned (and absurd and barbarous)

remedy of those days.
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To wis MoTHER.

Banff, 12th Aug., 1751.
Dear Mapam,—I came back from Peterhead much better
satisfied with the entertainment I found there, than with the
famous mineral water. I drank it for near three weeks with
some success as to the principal complaint, but soon found it
affected me very violently in the lungs and stomach, and left me
a fixed pain in my breast that alarmed me a little, but it begins
now to weaken and wear away. I consulted a physician of
reputed knowledge, who advises soap, a certain sort of diet and
moderate exercise ; to all which I can easily conform, and much
more than this, if required, rather than endure pain ; my temper
of mind is not fashioned for much suffering ; patience is not the
leading virtue there, I should tell you how well T have been
diverted and how much I have been obliged to your sex for
many cheerful hours; in general, there were women of good
understanding, others of great vivacity and others very hand-
some; so that a man could not fail to be pleased with such
variety to choose out of; and for my part, I always think a
pretty maid either has all the other beauties or does not want
them. I know you would be glad to contribute something
towards the cure of a bad disease, and perhaps I may put it in
your power. Honey is recommended to me—if you get any
from Minorea, and can send such a jar as I devoured in London,
it will be doing a humane and benevolent act. Fisher or Charles
Brett know how to direct it to me, or may enquire of Adair. 1
must put up a petition to the General for his assistance. That
I may not fall away with spare diet, and diminish to a very
skeleton, I propose to nourish myself with chocolate and milk,
and therefore desire 6 or 8 pounds may be sent from London for
that purpose.

Our winter is begun already, I am writing now before a great
fire. Dreadful season that lasts from the beginning of August
till the middle of May! I understand that your work is done
and your trouble at an end, I rejoice with you, and hope you
find it well bestowed, since it probably has helped to make your
house agreeable and comfortable to both.

If anything can add to the care that people generally take
of themselves under any complaint it should be the advice of
their friends, and consideration for those they love; for I do
assure you both, that it is almost as much pain to me to know
that you are afflicted on my account, as to feel the effects of
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the distemper. I beg my duty to my father, and am, dear
Madam,

Your most obedient and affectionate son,
Jam. Worre.

PS.—I have but very few franks, and therefore am (in
commission for our late Chaplain) obliged to desire you to order
his letter to be put in the penny post.
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VIII
A WINTER AT INVERNESS

By this time the repentant Lieutenant-Colonel’s filial advances
had met with their due reward, and for the time being all was
peace in the Wolfe houschold. He heard with deep interest the
accounts of the house purchased by the old General at Blackheath,
within the wall of Greenwich Park, and next to Lord Chesterfield’s
summer residence “ Babiole,” now the Ranger’s Lodge. This house
was to be much occupied by Wolfe, and we will speak of it hereafter.

To mis MorHER.
Banff, 17th Sept., 1751.

Drar Mapam,—The many obliging things in your letter
deserve all the acknowledgments I am able to make. They
claim a return of gratitude from me, and equal concern for your
happiness and welfare. I hope very few words will serve to
convince you that every kindness from you or expression of
kindness leaves impressions not easily erased.

Whenever you are found to speak to me in a different strain
I am persuaded it is much against your inclinations, impelled by
a desire to correct and amend.

It would be a kind of miracle for one of my age and com-
plexion to get through life without stumbling. Friendly aid
and counsel are great and timely supports, and reproof is most
effectual when it carries with it a concern for the person to
whom it is addressed. This is the way I understand it both
from my father and you, because I am sure nothing but a base
and villainous action could entirely remove your affections ; and
that I don’t find myself capable of.

I am sometimes in the character of a military parent, and am
obliged to lay great restraint upon myself that others may profit
by it, and I never find my advice so well attended to, as when
there goes along with it a mixture of care for the good and
reputation of the youth that errs. You'll be apt to think that
a man so subject to weakness as I may be supposed to be, can
work very little upon the minds of others, or give them a

strength and firmness that I do not possess. But a man might
153
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for a time conceal, though not conquer his infirmities, and may
direct where he can’t execute. The sense of duty, too, in the
way of one’s profession, may operate strongly in some things,
though quite useless and impotent in others.

By the description you give me of your new house, most
people will be as well pleased with it as you seem to be. It is
the work of your own hands, and you'll be much to blame if
anything is wanting to make it every way convenient and to
your taste. It has a thousand natural advantages that you may
improve till it becomes delightful. All I ask is that in the
little detached department, where Charles Brett may laugh at
leisure, there may be a very hard bed, upon which I hope to
extend my long limbs in twelve or fourteen months, and take a
little rest from care.

0Old Roland lived five or six years with me, and laid the
obligations of faithful service upon me. He bore pretty well
the warmth and uncertainty of my temper, though at length,
tired of that and eternal wandering, he begged to be released.
I can safely say that I have known him very honest, and think
he must still be so. He has a wonderful calmness and quietness
of disposition, that I sometimes thought degenerated into
stupidity. I hardly ever knew him to give offence to any but
myself, and then perhaps I was as much to blame as he.!

Thus much for his valour and honesty ; T think myself in his
debt. I never intended to abandon him. I propose to take his
son when old enough to serve me. . . .

I hope to hear from you now and then ; you shall always be
as short or as long as you please. Only remember that one side
is very agreeable, but four sides, four times as agreeable, and so

on in proportion. I am, dear Madam, etc.,
J. Worrk.

Wolfe was very glad to exchange Banff for Inverness, with
which, although then the capital of Jacobitism, Wolfe was familiar
and already numbered there several friends. Of Wolfe's strictures
here and elsewhere upon Scotland, we may say with a Scotch critic
of Dr. Johnson’s journey, “ What he says of the country is true,
and his observations on the people are what must naturally occur
to a sensible, observing and reflecting inhabitant of a convenient

1 See ante, p. 77.

B 6 o tee o e s

my
its




the
well
gth,
sed,
nink
ness
into

but

n his
e ‘li.\

5 be
s side
W so

FE.

with
niliar
tures
critic

true,
oceur
snient

INVERNESS 155

metropolis, where a man on thirty pounds a year may be better
accommodated with all the wants of life than Col or Sir Allison.”?
It must be remembered that Wolfe had been sent into Scotland
upon a mission which rendered him and his men highly dis-
agreeable to the majority of the inhabitants.

To wis Faruer.
Inverness, October 3rd, 1751.

Dear Sir,—The preparations and march of the regiment
have taken up the time that would have been employed in
writing to you and to others that have a title to expect it from
me. The post goes hence but once a week, which makes my
letter something later than I could wish, as I have been several
days in town. A little while serves to discover the villainous
nature of the inhabitants, and brutality of the people in its
neighbourhood. Those too who pretend the greatest attach-
ment to the government, and who every day feed upon the
public purse, seem to distinguish themselves for greater rudeness
and incivility than the open and professed Jacobites. With
these disadvantages there are many others that concern us as
officers, not worth relating to you; and yet, I believe we shall
find means to get through the long winter tolerably well.

A gentleman came from Perth the other day and told me he
saw Mrs. Wilkinson very disconsolate and unhappy at the bad
accommodation she meets with there. I can’t wonder at it, as
little, dirty, stinking lodgings must be quite new to one that
comes directly from London, and was never out of it till now.
But I would advise her to prepare for worse places than Perth,
By degrees I hope she’ll be inured to it, and then become
familiar. Mrs. Lafausille, who has served several campaigns, is
an older and better soldier than the other, will put up with any
inconveniences for the sake of doing her duty with applause,
and to the satisfaction of her Licutenant-Colonel and command-
ing officer, to whose pleasure she always wishes to contribute ;
and I dare say never refuses her assistance to make him perfectly
happy. I had a long letter from Rickson some days ago. He
gives me no great opinion of the settlement, from the want of a
more considerable armed force, the present being insufficient for
its defence. He seems to apprehend some attempts from the
French, who injure and insult us. He laments his own
melancholy condition, and wishes it were possible to come again

! Dempster, quoted by Boswell, 1775.
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amongst his old friends and companions. I imagine your
regiment must be in Scotland by this time. In the spring they
are to take those parts in the Highlands that we have occupied
this summer.

I turned aside to look at the new Fort of Ardersier, or Fort
George, and find a vast quantity of earth thrown up for ramparts,
and the counterscarp and glacis finished. But I believe there’s
still work for six or seven years to do. When it is finished one
may venture to say (without saying much) that it will be the
most considerable fortress, and the best situated in Great Britain.
I fancy your neighbour, Mr. Skinner, the architect, thinks it a
very good fortification.! I dare say he finds it so. I beg my

duty, etc.
James Worre,

i
0
H

’g l It was now more than five years since Culloden and Wolfe i
(M made a survey of the battlefield in a somewhat critical frame i
’l[ 4 of mind. 1
To wis FaTuer. ]
October, 1751. I
Dear Sie,—If I was writing to any other than yourself 8
with such slight furniture, two lines would finish my letter.* t
I have surveyed the field of battle of Culloden with great 0

exactness, and find room for a military criticism as well as
a place for a little ridicule upon some famous transactions of S
that memorable day. The actors shine in the world too high h
and bright to be eclipsed ; but it is plain they don’t borrow w
much of their glory from their performance upon that occasion, !'.
however they may have distinguished themselves in later events. Is
The defects were not so visible there as in the lower agents. 1 te

dare say you don’t think I strike at the Head. One may safely
pronounce that he had a very good title to the command ; there m
was no rival in rank nor in abilities. If you were upon the spot, ar
perhaps you might be tempted to say that this risk should not th
have been adventured, nor this advantage neglected. You we
ne
1 It was built from the plans of Robert Skinner of Greenwich and cost ol
£160,000. Ld
? Wright, quoting this letter, prefaces it by a reference to Wolfe's paucity 1
of ““furniture,” as if domestic and substantial instead of merely epistolary al

material were meant.
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would not have left those ruffians the only possible means of
conquest, nor suffer multitudes to go off unhurt with the power
to destroy. One must examine the field of battle to judge of
the merit of Colonel Rich’s great resistance, or, which is the
same thing, the behaviour of the battalion under his command.
But why this censure when the affair is so happily decided ? To
exercise one’s ill-nature ?  No; to exercise the faculty of judging,
—since I mention this to you, but not to the world. The more
a soldier thinks of the false steps of those that are gone before,
the more likely he is to avoid them. On the other hand,
the examples worthiest of imitation should never be lost
sight of, as they will be the best and truest guides in every
undertaking.

Besides the multitude of evils that this town contains we
have the additional mortification that the country about us
affords very little relief ; no hunting or shooting,—both healthy
and manly diversions that T take great delight in. Instead of
these, I ride about for the fresh air and motion, but when the
snow falls, we shall have little else to do but to eat and sleep.
I wonder how long a man moderately inclined that way would
require, in a place like this, to wear out his love for arms, and
soften his martial spirit. I believe the passion would be some-
thing diminished in less than ten years, and the gentleman be
contented to be a little lower than Caesar in the list, to get clear
of the incumbrances of greatness,

Loftus wrote to me, giving intimation of his arrival in
Scotland, and desiring that I would go directly to Perth to see
him ; it is about a hundred miles through the Highlands. One
would think my friend Arthur did not know the carte du pays
by his invitation. Wilkinson writes me word that your clothing
is come ; that is, he tells me that the present you were so kind
to send is safe, and in the same ship.

Ours is as yet at sea, to my sorrow, for we want a great
many men, and I can’t send off' the recruiting-parties till they
are clothed. T shall be broke for not completing the regiment ;
they sent me a reprimand for not doing it last year, though I
was all the winter in London. ‘rhe reprimand was due to my
neglect in general, but not at all as it was applied ; unless it
could be supposed that I had any extraordinary influence over
Lord Bury and acted for him, whereas it is notorious that he
always acts for himself.

J. Woure.
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If there was nothing else to do in his leisure at Inverness, there
was at least the furnishing forth of a letter home. Few reveal
more of Wolfe's character than the following discursive com-
position. He was a genius, but at the same time very human.

To nis Morugr,
Inverness, Gth November, 1751.

Dear Mapam,—You must not be surprised if this letter does
not reach you till a long time after the date of it, for ’tis very
possible that the snows will retard the march of our Highland
post-boy, who, in the finest seasons, cannot pride himself on
much expedition. The winds sometimes drive the snows with
such violence that the roads are utterly impassable ; and again,
when it thaws, the rivers swell so prodigiously that there is no
less danger and difficulty on that side. I have not been, from
the severity of the weather, able to get on horseback for many
days, and can have no manner of diversion out of my own room,
unless to shoot woodcocks at the risk of rheumatism. It would
be unmanly and very unbecoming a soldier to complain of little
evils, such as bad food, bad lodging, bad fire. Whoever finds
these inconveniences too hard to put up with will never he a
match for a multitude of others that he is likely to meet with in
his travel through life, especially if he has taken the trade of
war, With these sort of reflections I reconcile myself to Inver-
ness, and to other melancholy spots that we are thrown upon,
and find (all things considered and thoroughly examined) there
is in reality, to a contented mind, very little difference between
one place and another, and that if a man possesses a certain
degree of firmness and serenity, he is equal to almost every
calamity, Besides, in aid of this disposition, I like a military
life, and endeavour to make my actions correspond in some
measure with that liking. Not that you are to understand your
son captivated with the glare and blaze of our employment. No,
there is an object much beyond it that attracts my eye; and it
is with some concern that I see those that direct us often miss
the proper mark, and set us, their servants, upon wrong pursuits.
"This is not, I believe, from ill intention, but from other causes.
I expect you'll think this sort of discourse a little unnatural, and
perhaps may think it discourse only ; but you may judge by my
former letters and my general manner of acting that I oftenest
speak as I am, and that it would not be in this style if I did not

sleep sound.
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You are thrifty of your paper, pens and ink; it is an
economy out of tune : there’s room for a quarrel with you on this
neglect and if Charles was not alive I should be left to con-
jectures and somewhat uncertain conjectures,

I have been persuaded to take a lottery ticket; but, alas, I
am very unfortunate at all games, and expect no better luck
here, "Tis five or six pounds very ill bestowed. I venture to
say that whatever money comes to me it shall be made use of,
and if I don’t succeed now or another time the disappointment
won't set heavily.

The death of the Stadtholder,' and the Princess of Orange’s
ill state of health, I suppose alarm people a little, Two minori-
ties, perhaps, together may give the common enemy some
advantage over us. I hope the Duke will do his part steadily
and with honour. He has a great task, and I dare say will
perform it as becomes a prince.

If I were to advise, as you now live together in the country,
you should call some that you like to dine and sup with you
often; and above all things, claret for the General. He is
never better than when he uses it freely, but without excess. It
is vast pleasure to me that your new mansion is now put into
good condition, and the garden planted. I know nothing more
agreeable than to see our own little improvements flourish in
our view, and increase every year in strength and beauty.?

For my part, while I am young and in health all the world is
my garden and my dwelling; and when I begin to decline, I
hope my services by that time may fairly ask some little retreat,
and a provision so moderate that I may possess it unenvied.
I demand no more; but while I have vigour, if the country
wants a man of good intentions, they'll always find me ready—
devoted, I may say—to their service. If my old Lady Lawson
(as Charles has been told) had stumbled at her time and in
her situation I should doubt my discernment ever after; she
appears to have so much good sense and affection for her
daughters, that to be deceived in opinion of her I should join
with Falstaff and declare that there is virtue extant. Common
decency requires that the young ladies should marry first.

! The Prince of Orange, George II's son-in-law, died in October, ““killed
by the waters of Aix-la~(§ﬁ|pelle,' said Walpole,

* This passage indicates that the garden of the Wolfe mansion at Black-
leath was planted by the elder Wolfe.
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The pretty widow Kendal will have more lovers now than
she had. With the merit of this vast succession, money is in
such repute that though she had a thousand good qualities and
a thousand graces, it was wanted, as the great material to
recommend her. Lord Bacon (but he’s a severe writer) says
that if a woman has a bad husband of her own choosing she is
sure to make good her folly, and commonly pretends more
happiness than she really feels. Is this Miss Warde's case? Or
is she pleased with the coxcomb, her companion? I pity her
heartily and pronounce from his manner of conducting himself
that she'll repent her bargain.  You'll see my other reasons for
thinking so when I treat of Miss Hooker’s match. Though not
of the most melting compassion, I am sometimes touched with
other people’s distresses and participate their grief. Men whose
tenderness is not often called upon, obtain by degrees,—as you
may particularly observe in old bachelors,—a ferocity of nature,
or insensibility about the misfortunes that befall others. There’s
no more tender-hearted person than a father or mother that has,
or has had, many children.

I don’t know Dr. Squire at all, and very little of Miss
Hooker,! but must say that matches purely of interest (as I
suppose it is on her side), and made up in a hurry, though with
everybody’s consent, are purchases too high and hazardous to
have my approbation. And then again, at sober times, I have
no very high opinion of love affairs except they are built upon
judgment. So you'll say, “ Where then would you choose #”
Why nowhere, to men of whimsical disposition ; but otherwise
the choice reason directs is the best; moderate fortunes and
sense enough on both sides to give aid in ticklish times. If the
maid only seeks preferment in the Church or anywhere else, she
cuts out her own misery, unless indeed all her passions and
affections give way to ambition, and then, no doubt, a doctor, a
deen, or a bishop have power to please.

I have a certain turn of mind that favours matrimony pro-
digiously, though every way else extremely averse to it at
present, and you shall know it. I love children, and think them
necessary to us in our latter days; they are fit objects for the
mind to rest upon, and give it great entertainment when amuse-
ments of other kinds have lost their value, Sure, next to being

1 She subsequently married Wolfe's friend Charles Brett, R.N. Dr.
Squire was Vicar of Greenwich and afterwards Bishop of St. David’s.
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an honest man and good citizen, it is meritorious to produce
such characters amongst men. Our endeavours here seldom fail
of success ; for young people are as capable of receiving good
impressions and good sentiments as bad ones, and if their nature
inclines to evil, custom and education correct them. Two or
three manly, courageous, upright sons are a present to the world
of the highest estimation, and the father that offers them sees
with satisfaction that he is to live in his successors, and that his
good qualities will contribute to adorn and illustrate manhood
when he is no longer amongst them. Is not this a pleasing sort
of reflection ? If I don’t speak much of the females, tis not that
they are of less concern to us, or ought to be less prized ; but
as the management of them belongs chiefly to you ladies, me-
thinks I would not seem to infringe upon your prerogatives,

Lord Bury professes fairly, and means nothing; in that he
resembles his father, and a million of other showy men that are
seen in palaces and in the courts of kings. He desires never to
see his regiment, and wishes that no officer would ever leave it.
This is selfish and unjust. They have a way of trifling with us
poor soldiery that gives many very honest brave men high dis-
gust. I am sensible it is my duty to be here, and that silences
me ; otherwise, the care of a regiment of Foot is very heavy,
exceeding troublesome, and not at all the thing I delight in,
though, as I told you before, the occupation in general is a good
one, and hits my genius, My duty to my father.
both much health, and am, dear Madam,

Your most obedient and affectionate Son,

James WoLre,

I wish you

Some of the foregoing will strike a critical reader as penned in
a curiously stilted style: and in truth it is not to be denied that
Wolfes solitude and his reading of such literature as came his way
occasionally gave his expressions an affected, artificial air, somewhat
at variance with the character of a stern and sterling soldier.

But this tends to disappear, and some of his later compositions are
full of directness and point.

To wis MoTHER.

Inverness, Dec. 5th, 1751,
Dear Mapay,—If a man is not allowed to utter his com-
plaints (and I deny myself this indulgence) what else can he

say, or how can he find subject of discourse, when his thoughts
M
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are necessarily taken up with a multitude of sensations ? Not-
withstanding all this, whether from pride, obstinacy, a vanity to
appear firm on one side, or moderation and indifference of the
other, T am determined to guard against the inclination that
most people feel to communicate their distresses: and that
resolution arvises from one or other of the above motives, or a
mixture of them all. I learn that my good friend Charles is
near his departure; his friends and neighbours will feel the want
of him, for there is no more valuable person amongst men, than
one of his character, active to serve and assist, honest and fair
in his dealings, and incomparably merry and sweet tempered,
equally disposed for business or society.! I reckon his sister will
be in great grief, for she loves him very sincerely. If he has
gone before this letter gets to you, I must beg you to let his
letter follow him, with a frank if you have one to spare, because
it is double. I shall lose a good correspondent as to public
affairs, and an agent and advocate to be depended upon in
private concerns. I owe him one pound three, for the eleventh
portion of a lottery ticket,® with the young ladies, Mr. Swinden
and others, which, if you will be so kind to pay, (to him or his
brother) shall be returned to you, whenever I have the good
fortune to find myself in a condition to pay my debts and that
may soon be, since they are not very considerable, The Duke’s
fall was considered by people here in very different lights, by
one party as a lucl\'y event, by the other as a most unfortunate
one; but we who feared the consequence were far the fewest,
I hope he will live long in health and vigour and continue as he
is at present, a terror to traitors and the enemies of their country.
The villains here seem to look upon him as the great opposer of
their purposes, and traly I believe they dohim justice.  Ibegmy
duty to my father. T wish you much health and am, dear Madam,

Your most obedient and affectionate son,
Jam. Worrk,

1 Charles Brett became one of the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty
when Lord Howe was at the head of the Board, and represented Sandwich in
two parliaments.  He married the granddaughter of Sir William Hooker, of
Croom’s Hill, and died, far advanced in years, at his house in Spring Gardens,
February 10th, 1799, His brother, Captain John Brett, who was one of
Anson's lieutenants in his voyage round the world, lost much tranquillity, as
well as money, by being involved in a lawsuit with an itinerant quack, whom
he, as a magistrate, endeavoured to prevent from deluding the unwary.
The mountebank, however, having a diploma of some sort, obtained damages
nfninst the benevolent Captain. Another brother, Timothy, is mentioned by
Wolfe on a future occasion.—Wright, p. 186.

? The State Lottery, drawn November 11th, 1751.
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HIGHLAND LADIES 16:
We now hear the first of Wolfe’s projected Irish journey.
To wis Farngn,

Inverness, December 13th, 1751.

Dear Sm,—I dropped a hint to Charles Brett some time
since as if I had thoughts of going into Ireland. You may be
sure if the thing had been serious I should have mentioned it to
you, with my reasons for so doing, and should have asked your
opinion and taken it as a guide. I did not imagine that it
would have been looked upon by Charles as a matter of easy
execution, but only an object of the fancy to play with till some
new shadowy project as light as that takes place. 1 shall not
be very frequent in my petitions. Besides, the Highland service
next summer will be an excuse for Lord Bury to refuse me leave
of absence and if that was wanting he would easily frame
another as plausible. I have no other motive to carry me into
that country but pure curiosity. I have no expectations from
my friend Lord George. He has already done me more service
than I had reason to hope and he did it unasked. He could

offer me nothing but the same rank in the Horse or Dragoons,
which is too idle a life to tempt me.

I did not tell you that we have an assembly of female rebels
every fortnight, entirely composed of Macdonalds, Frazers, and
M¢Intoshes. I had the honour to dance with the daughter of a
chieftain who was killed at Culloden, the Laird of Kippoch.
They are perfectly wild as the hills that breed them ; but they
lay aside their principles for the sake of sound and movement.
They make no converts, which 1 chiefly attribute to a strong
dialect of the Erse that destroys the natural softness of their
notes,

I am, ete.,
Jam. Worre.

To a man of Wolfe’s temperament, thrust into solitude and
addicted from boyhood to inward communings, the advent of a
birthday would ecasily set in movement a train of serious reflec-
tions. ~ Already his mind had been tinged with sadness. He had
gone further than most men of his age, but such progress had by
no means kept pace with his insatiable ambition, and now the
prospect was not alluring: he must, as he told his father, *“be

content to be a little lower than Casar in the list.” The vanity of
M 2
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human wishes oppressed him. Thus on his twenty-fifth birthday,
alone in his lodgings at Inverness, Wolfe wrote down his inmost
thoughts for his mother’s eyes.!

Mrs. Wolfe was a deeply pious woman, and in a previous letter
had urged him seek strength and consolation on his knees before
his Maker, through faith in God.

To wis Morues.
Inverness, 22nd-25th December (0.8.), 1751.

[2nd-5th January (N.8.), 1752.]
Dear Mapaym,—The winter wears away, so do our years, and
so does life itself; and it matters little where a man passes his
days and what station he fills, or whether he be great or con-
siderable but it imports him something to look to his manner of

JE )

’ 4 | life. This day I am five-and-twenty years of age, and all that !

; '} time is as nothing. When I am fifty (if it so happens) and look t

i back, it will be the same ; and so on to the last hour. But it is !
;0! worth a moment’s consideration that one may be called away on

i ] a sudden, unguarded and unprepared ; and the oftener these é
1 thoughts are entertained, the less will be the dread or fear of

death.  You will judge by this sort of discourse that it is the v

dead of night, when all is quiet and at rest, and one of those t

intervals wherein men think of what they really are, and what a

they really should be ; how much is expected, and how little a

performed.  Our short duration here, and the doubts of here- 0

i after, should awe and deter the most flagitious, if they reflected ¢

‘ on them, The little time taken in for meditation is the best t!

¥ employed in all their lives; for if the uncertainty of our state n

‘ ; | and being is then brought before us, and that compared with k

’ f our course of conduct, who is there that won't immediately n

i discover the inconsistency of all his behaviour and the vanity of tl

! all his pursuits ? And yet, we are so mixed and compounded B

i | that though I think seriously this minute, and lie down with ol

i good intentions, it is likely I may rise with my old nature, or a
{ perhaps with the addition of some new impertinence, and be the

" same wandering lump of idle errors that I have ever been. U [

: You certainly advise me well. You have pointed out the lr.pu

only one way where there can be no disappointment, and i
comfort that will never fail us,—carrying men steadily and
cheerfully in their journey, and a place of rest at the end.

-

! It is already past twelve o'clock, and I am tired and sleepy. . . . &'i

This is my birthday. I am now seven and twenty years of age. What Ql

an unprofitable lout 1 am.”-Froude's Life of Carlyle, p. 171, he
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W Nobody can be more persuaded of it than I am; but situation,
ost example, the current of things, and our natural weakness draw
) me away with the herd, and only leave me just strength enough
er to resist the worst degree of our iniquities. There are times
e when men fret at trifles, and quarrel with their toothpicks. In
one of these ill habits I exclaim against the present condition,
and think it is the worst of all ; but coolly and temperately it is
5 plainly the best. Where there is most employment and least
] vice, there one should wish to be. There is a meanness and a
| baseness not to endure with patience the little inconveniences we
“l“! are subject to; and to know no happiness but in one spot, and
i that in ease, in lllxury. in idleness, seems to deserve our
1.)";. contempt.  There are young amongst us that have great
\l‘ (:( revenues and high military stations, that repine at three months’
l“k service with their regiments if they go fifty miles from home.
e Soup and wvenaison and turtle are their supreme delight and joy,
_‘t P —an effeminate race of coxcombs, the future leaders of our
h::l armies, dv?'«ndvrs un.d protectors of our great and h“.. nutl:nn ! .
;»f You bid me avoid Fort William, because you believe it still
'rﬂv worse than this place. That will not be my reason for wishing
\ . 4 to avoid it ; but the change of conversation, the fear of becoming
»‘;N' a mere ruffian, and of imbibing the tyrannical principles of an
';.l‘l;;‘. absolute commander, or giving way insensible to the temptations
oy of power, .tlll I .lx'('omc pmu(l,. insolent, and inlulur'ublc :-—th_osc
cted Cl)llsl(lvl‘:lh()l.ls will make me wish to leave the regiment lm.fum
‘l'u--i the next winter, and always (if it could be so) after eight
tabe months’ duty ; that by frequenting men above myself I may
“h.l; know my true condition, and by discoursing with the other sex
“'tll' may learn some civility and mildness of carriage, but never pay
“lv'. )t' the price of the last improvement with the loss of reason.
t'\l(-,l Better be a savage of some use than a gentle, amorous puppy,
"“"‘t‘l obnoxious to all the world. One of the wildest of wild clans is
l‘:?,‘":' a worthier being than a perfect Philander.
e the [He had sat up composing this letter far into the night.
Upon reading it in the morning a profound disgust seized upon
t n“i him and he continued in a wholly different strain. ]
, and
7 and

I have had a mind to burn this letter. You'll think it too
grave, unreasonably so ; or you may suspect I play the hypm'ritc,
with design to lead you into an opinion of our reformation.
Charles has bought me a French translation of Thucydides, ard
has not been paid. I wish you would desive my father to lay

end.

"What
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down the money for me till we meet. It is a most incomparable 1

book. I wish I may get £20, to pay these little incumbrances ; ]

anything more would be unreasonable to expect. 1
It is said that Lafausille is preparing to publish a new

treatise of Discipline and Reflections upon the Government of y

Armies. I hope Loftus will add his Notes and Remarks, for the
amusement of the public and great diversion of all his acquaint-
ance, There is already so much nonsense upon this subject, and
it is in itself’ so barren and dry (in the manner it is commonly
treated), that I wonder at any attempt of the kind. Lord
Molesworth and General Kane—two very accurate writers—have
expressed their thoughts in a very pretty, concise discourse, to
the great :ul\mlhlg(- and impm\vm(-nl of those persons for whom
they were intended. These are the patterns for my brother
lieutenant-colonel to imitate. Perhaps you'll imagine that this
is all ill-nature in me, and that I envy him the reputation which
must follow his labours, Upon my word, I do not; but I could
wish that he could be contented with his share of fame. To
speak f:lirl)', I don’t believe what T have heard, from my opinion
of my friend’s moderation.

Mrs. Inwood’s great vivacity and great good-nature make
her an excellent winter companion. She is very well in all
seasons, but particularly in cold weather; her lively discourse
in December makes some amends for her inactivity in May,

One thing grieves me, that you must nccessarily keep house )
while she stays ; for I think I have heard you say that her wind i
won't last her a hundred yards, and that her action soon fails, {
If you will do me the favour to present my compliments to her, p
and assure her that I do not rowll about the room now, nor am '
Iin that desperate condit’un that she has seen and known, and "
laughed at! T was shamefully beat at chess by a Scotch laird
about five months ago ; this has put me out of conceit of my
own play. I must again become a scholar under Mrs. Inwood, I
to make me attentive to the game and teach me to think. | n
beg my duty to my father, and am, d
Dear Madam, ete., d
James Worrk, I
§]
Wolfe by no means discontinued his studies at Inverness, w
Realizing the importance of mathematics he engaged a Mr. Barbour, di

who, like Dr. Samuel Johnson, “kept a schule and ca'd it an
Acaademy,” and who enjoyed much local repute as a mathematician,
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to continue him in principles of Algebra and Geometry. The
Lieutenant-Colonel thus humorously describes the effect of his
renewed studies,

To wis Faruer.
Inverness, 12th January, 1752,
Dear Siky—I have read the mathematies till T am grown
perfectly stupid, and have algebraically worked away the little
portion of understanding that was allowed to me. They have
not even left me the qualities of a coxcomb : for T can neither
laugh nor sing, nor talk an hour upon nothing. The latter of
these is a sensible loss, for it excludes a gentleman from all good
company, and makes him entirely unfit for the conversation of
the polite world.  However, a man may make a neighbourlike
appearance in this cold region with a moderate competency of
knowledge, and with a degree of gravity that may supply the
deficiency.  And whoever goes to kirk (as I do) once a week,
and there comports himself with more reverence to the priest
than consideration for the nature of the business—herein I
sometimes fail—will most assuredly and deservedly obtain the
reputation of great wisdom and discretion.  We are allowed to
be the most religious foot officers that have been seen in the
North for many a day, and some words are thrown away every
Sunday in prayers for our amendment and exemplary life and
conversation. See the variety and constant change of things:
in most of our quarters we have been lookel upon no better
than as the sons of darkness, and given up unto Satan ; here we
are white as the snow that cover all the hills about,—not from
want of temptation to sin, you may believe, but from sudden
conversion and power to resist.

My uncle Wat has given over corresponding with me,—at
least T imagine so. I believe we don’t agree in our system of
military affairs, and therefore he drops me, as an innovator in
discipline. I hear he is very well.  Mr. Fisher is empowered to
do prodigious things with my prize in the lottery ; amongst the
rest he will pay for my French Thueydides—owr historian—I
speak as a soldier. T am thinking what a noble balance there
will be on my side when our accounts are settled!
duty to my mother, and am,

I beg my

Dear Sir, ete.,
Jam. Worre,
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There are worse—and less appropriate—ways of disbursing a
prize won in a lottery than by purchasing the volumes of Voltaire,

To wis MoTHER,
Inverness, Jan. 24th (0.8.), 1752

Diar Mavam,—I don’t always understand myself and can’t
therefore wonder that T am sometimes unintelligible to others.
However, I don’t mean to be obscure in my discourse to you, and
so my words generally hear the sense that they are most usually
taken in; their common acceptation—when this is not the case,
and the meaning not plain, pray be so good to burn the letter.
I think your hardest task will be to make out the words. If I
did not know the best part of what I had writ it would be some-
times difficult to read my own writing. I am quite sensible that
you are nohow concerned in military affairs, and have given me
no positive orders to reside here, or there ; nor are you the cause
of any evil that falls upon me; so I repent me much, if words
have dropped from me that are unpleasant and unsuitable—or
seem to proceed from a restless and fretful temper inconsistent
with the regard due to your peace which I should be sorry to
disturb for myself. T do not know what demon possessed me at
that unlucky hour; but I have never known my thoughts less
confused than of late, and easy stupidity and insensibility seems
to have crept into me; and does the part of reason in keeping
the vessel steady, with prodigious success. It is so pleasing a
state that I prefer it to any conceit that the fancy can produce,
any whirlwind of the brain, or violent chase after nothing—the
one goes slowly, sedately, and heavily, the other (listructv(ll_\' to
the same end. That I am still here, is a proof that you have no
power to remove me—but you may be assured by way of
comfort, that I can sleep through any mischance and dose away
all my complaints.

So may fine people concurring in the same views and dis-
appointed at last; a union so well suited, that they justly
obtain the name of agreeable, and get their ticket a blank—is a
flagrant proof that these matters are wholly governed by chance
and accident, and no sort of regard is had to the just pretensions
of the select few: Are all your's blank ? There are thousands
in the same case, that can less afford the loss—I think it is very
good in you to contribute so much to the public expenses. I
hope when your houses are sold, you will be enabled to do more,
and help to maintain the army and the fleet.

To M
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ra Charles says, there’s thirty sail, in the harbour at Plymouth.
re. I got a letter from little Rickson the other day, who never

forgets to make grateful mention of the civility he received from
my father and you, and to offer his respects: he languishes and
l, sighs for his native country ; though the affairs of that province
n't are in a better way than formerly. Parry assures me that he will
T8, send some shells to Mr. Fisher by the first ship that goes from
nd Edinburgh and he makes me believe that Major Innes will send
Iy sixty or seventy pounds of Minorcan honey from port Mahon
N.-, as quick as possible. T am sure the jar you were so kind as to
for, give me, has, and continues to be of great service, I can’t be too
f 1 thankful for such a favour.
ne- What hinders you from meeting as usual? T hope your
hat parties are not so scattered but you may collect again. The
me dull winter hours require some dissipation, people want to be
use enlivened in such a dead season.
rds Mrs. Wilmot is the oldest of all my old friends and acquaint-
-or ance, and I never see her but with great pleasure, and love to
ent hear her name mentioned—is she as merry as heretofore ? does
to she laugh away all her life? I hope her good humour will never
) at forsake her. I have recovered my hearing, within these three
less weeks—a month ago I could not hear my watch strike with the
ms right ear, and it has been so ever since T left London ; exercise
ing and temperance have brought this about, and will do the rest in
z 3 time. I am pleased to know that you are both in health—I beg
\ce, my duty to my father and am, dear Madam,
the Your most obedient and affectionate son,
to Jam. Worre.
no To Mrs. Worrg, o
ot Greenwich, Kent, Sth. Britain.
vay His absence in the Highlands had not caused his influential
friends to forget him. His inamorata’s uncle, Sir John Mordaunt,
lis- tried to get him an appointment as aide-de-camp, fearing that a too
stly long expatriation might put the young officer out of the lists of
s a preferment, but the Duke of Cumberland had other views and the
nce application was refused. Wolfe was not sorry, as the following
ons letter shows.
nds
ery To mis FaTuer.
1 February 1st, 1752,
res Dear Sir,—I told you my reasons why I thought there was

nothing to be expected in Ireland before I knew your sentiments
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on that subject. I may add that as Lord George did not seem
to hearken to what was dropped [relative to the aide-de-camp’s
employ] last winter in London, it is not very probable he has
changed his opinion.

It is, no doubt, a ready road to recommendation and prefer-
ment, if a man acquits himself as he ought ; but to speak truly I
am by no means calculated for an office of that kind, upon
several accounts, and therefore don’t grieve much at the
refusal, thongh not the less obliged to Sir John for proposing
it.. While T do serve I do not wish to be out of my
character, nor receive my pay in idleness,

The snow begins to melt, so that the roads and rivers
will be for a while impassable. ‘There are some rapid rivers
in this country that have neither bridge or boat, upon the i
highway from Inverness to Edinburgh, so that when a quantity ]
of water falls from the mountains, the post and passengers !
€
I

are retarded till it runs off. We had no other way of

distinguishing  Christmas than that we found it, as il
('nnnnon]y is, the coldest time of the year, and made a larger |
five than usual, and ate exceeding bad mince-pies that our d
sutler’s wife, who is a very religious woman, begged we might i
taste. . . . The spring that gives a new face to the whols a
creation, will enliven us all, tl
I am, cte., cte., p

J. Worre,

To wmis Mornes. k
Inverness, Feb. 14th, 1752, ts
Dear Mapam,—It is very pleasing to me, to know that our m

sentiments agree, let the subject be what it will ; but T should
be much better satisfied, if all the actions of my life were suchas a
you would approve of; for, it is evident, that our words are no he
proof of good conduct : they don’t always express our thoughts; ch
but, what a man does may be depended upon, and is the true ha
measure of his worth. The lady you mentioned is very fair of a
speech, and yet you see how little to be trusted to in other an
respects, and how subtle. I have formerly observed her dis- ¢it
position, (but not so accurately as I might have done) and did o
not always like the appearences as they struck me 3 but, I'saw daugl
how deeply Charles was involved, and therefore forebore to will,
speak too freely, that I might not torment him: the way she "';:l“i
treated him, would have opened the eyes of a less amorous ‘“,ri';"
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gallant, and turned his love and admiration into perfect con-
tempt. T hope however that you have not divulged what she
was pleased to say of me, in obedience to her mother; for these
reasons, that it will do her an irreparable injury: and if it
should reach Charles’s ear, will give him pain ; I dare say these
considerations have had their just weight with you.  As you
foretold, Mr. Swinden has written to remind me of my promise,
I only stand engaged in case a boy comes forth, and I recom-
mend my little godson to your Kindness, if it so happens: and
my expense shall be repaid you, when the arrears come in.' 1
did not know the price of the books, but Miss Brett will be
soon informed of that.  We are not enough acquainted with our-
selves to determine our future conduct, nor can any man foresee
what shall happen—but as far as one may hazard a conjecture—

there is a great probability that T shall never marry. T shall
hardly engage in an affair of that nature purely for money :
nor do I believe that my infatuation will ever be strong
enough to persuade me, that people can live without it:
besides, unless there be violence done to my inclinations, by the
power of some gentle nymph, I had much rather listen to the
drum and trumpet than any softer sound whatever.  Fisher gave
me early notice of my prize—but alas, that does not make me
amends for a horse that I lost in the beginning of the winter by

the neglect of the keeper—a beast that cost me five and twenty

pounds, though he was not worth half the money.

Loftus has always been an old fashioned coxcomb—a tawdry
kind of beau, I suppose he would dress the regiment in his own
taste ; he's one of those pvuplu who think there can’t be too
much finery, no matter where “tis stuck.

Miss Brett’s kindness for her brother cannot be enough
admired ; he is going to a strange place, and she is resolved
he shall want for nothing. Charles is in reputation for
chastity, so she may be sure the girls (though they are
handsome) will be quite safe with him. T have just now received
a letter from my uncle Walter—he enquires after my father
and you, and seems concerned that he has not heard from
cither for a loug while. I hope you will succeed in the
' This godson did not survive. Mrs. Wolfe bequeathed £500 to Susannah,

daughter of the Rev. 8. F. Swinden ; but no son of his is mentioned in her
will.  Wolfe was godfather to many other boys, amongst whom was the late
Lord Cringletie, son of Lieut.-Colonel Murray, and father of James Wolfe

lljlrra_v, Esq., who has three sons, all of whom bear the name of ** Wolfe.”
Wright, 1864.—One of these sons is Sir James Wolfe Murray.
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management of all your London affairs, that you may have
an end to such unpleasant business. My washer-woman says
she thinks I shall hold out till next autumn with her
assistance: she has promised to keep everything very tight,
and if she’s as good as her word, it will save you the trouble
of sending any new linen. My compliments to Mrs. Inwood
and to Miss Brett. I beg my duty to my father, and am, dear
Madam,
Your most obedient and affectionate son,
Jan: Worre.
To Mnrs. Worrg,
Greenwich.
To mis Morner.
Inverness, 6th March, 17562,

Dear Mavaym,—The greatest pleasure your letters can
give me is to know that you are both in good health, and,
consequently, in the enjoyment of every good that follows it.
If T could be always well assured of that, T should not insist
any further, but leave it to any moment of your leisure to
treat of light matters. An empty house is a very burdensome
possession, and you are happy that you have got rid of yours,!
if there was no other reason than that it eases your mind of
an encumbrance otherwise not easily shaken off'; for as we
accustom ourselves from infancy to measure our real good by
the condition of our little affairs, and do often place our
happiness or misery in opinion, and the comparing our situation
with that of other people, we are apt to torment ourselves with
crosses and accidents much more than their nature deserv
This leads one to a conclusion that perhaps there is a possibility
of going through the business of the world without any strong
connection or attachment or anything that is in it, and with a
kind of indifference as to what happens, The danger of this
indifference is, that in time it may turn to dislike, and, unless
reasonably curbed, may influence our conduct, and make us fall
out with ourselves, which of all quarrels is the most dangerous,
and the most difficult to reconcile. But, sure, every man of
common sense will discover beauty and virtue enough to keep
him in good temper ; and if not, he will try to possess himself of
magnanimity to resist evil, and a certain portion of benevolence
that shall incline him to think charitably of what is due to the
crowd.

! The Greenwich house was sold.
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I have lately fallen into the acquaintance (by mere chance)
of two young Scotch ladies, with whose conversation I am infinitely
delighted. "They are birds of a fine feather, and very rare in this
country. One of them is a wife, the other a maid. The former

has the strongest understanding, the other has the prettiest face ;
but as I am not disposed to become the slave of either, the
matron stands first. I mention this circumstance to clear up all
doubt that might arise from the subject, and I speak of these

ladies to show that we should not despair, and that some satis-
faction may be found even where it is least expected.

Lord George is the man of all my acquaintance that I most
wish to see married : he has the necessary qualifications of riches
(for we must put that first), honour, prudence and good temper,
and is come to years of discretion, as it is called.

Lord Bury comes down in April; he'll stay six weeks, and
then swear there’s no enduring it any longer, and beg leave
to return. “ Wolfe, you'll stay in the Highlands; you can't
with any face, ask to quit the regiment so dispersed ; and when
you have clothed and sent them to their different quarters, to-
wards the end of November you shall come to London, my dear
friend, for three months,” This will be his discourse, and I must
say, “ My Lord, you are very kind!™ Here are people thai
remember to have seen my father at Fort William. I never
heard him mention that. Perhaps he has been silent because
there is a circumstance attending it that does him honour, Of
all men upon earth, I believe he speaks the least in his own
praise, and that’s the reason why I never expect to see his name
in the Gazette. 1 am, etc., ete.,

Jam. Worre.

“There is good reason to conclude,” observes Wright,! ¢ that
the ¢ matron’ alluded to above was Mrs. Forbes, wife of John, only
son of the famous Lord President. It will be seen that Wolfe
entertained a high regard for that lady, concerning whose health
he frequently inquires after he left Scotland. It is much more
pleasing to look upon the old historic house as the scene of Mrs.
Forbes's genial hospitality towards the as yet comparatively
undistinguished officer, than as the temporary abode of the young
Chevalier and of his successful rival before and after the bloody
battle that terminated the rebellion.”

' Life, p. 198.
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To wmis Faruer, 70
Inverness, 20th March, 1752,

Dear Sim,—The meeting of the whole regiment and Lord
Bury’s presence will put me to the necessity of changing my h
manner of living, and if I don’t acquire more knowledge I shall @
certainly get more health by the change. I have already fe
mentioned what kind of weather and how severe a winter we li
have had, and when I add the impossibility of stirring out of the it
town and the difficulty of finding a conversible fit companion in al
it, you may believe that my long confinement has perhaps been di
more from necessity than choice. I can’t drink nor play without tl

the fear of destroying the officers, and some of them are already

but too much inclined to that ruinous and disastrous vice.

It will be in the middle of May before we are reviewed, and A
near the latter end when we send out our Highland detachment, re
su

June is everywhere a pleasant month, and in July we may begin
to shoot. Lord Bury likes his diversion, and so do I. Hell uj
keep me to carry his powder horn and flints: we shall ramble in
from post to post till he's tired and goes off, and then I shall tir
retreat into Fort William and remain there until further orders, fa

Years roll on in this way, and are (unluckily for us) never to he th
recalled.  Our friends forget us; we grow rustic, hard-tempered sh
and severe, and insensibly fall into a course of thought and an
action that is more readily observed than corrected. We use a m
very dangerous freedom and looseness of speech amongst our- lec
selves ; this by degrees makes wickedness and debauchery less or
odious than it should be, if not familiar, and sets truth, religion th
and virtue at a great distance. T hear things every day said to
that would shock your ears, and often say things myself that are to
not fit to be repeated, perhaps without any ill intention, but jot
merely by the force of custom. The best that can be offered in
our defence is, that some of us see the evil and wizh to avoid it.

I have shut my books and am every fair day on horse-
back. I am sorry you have entirely given up that sort of L
exercise, because it is, beyond all dispute, the best. T hope you “_ wi
are persuaded that motion of some kind or other is necessary to diame
your health. I take the freedom to put you in mind of it, be- at l"‘f
cause you seem sometimes less solicitous about it than it really was t
deserves, My mother suffers when you do, so that I am doubly 1y
interested in your welfare, I beg my duty to my mother, and ‘l"_’l;';”l"
am, ete., - nd

Jam. Worrk, in 176(
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7o wis Moruer,
Inverness, April 10th, 1762,

Dear Mapay,—However T may be disposed of, you may
be secure and satisfied that T shall in all things consider my
condition; shall bear any ill-treatment with patience and
fortitude, and must always think that he who has lost his
liberty, or was never free, has nothing worth contending for. If
it was left to my choice, I should run away to the Austrian camp
at Luxembourg, or to the French army in Lorraine: for I
don’t think myself quite secure in England, and my course of
thought leads me to shun danger and seck improvement.

The Licutenant-Colonel you speak of (I suppose you mean
Aldercron) is near the top of our list: he has been strongly
recommended from Ireland, with the title of long service to
support the recommendation.! My success in that way depends
upon events not to be wished or hoped for. I can only rise
in war, by my willingness to engage in it. In these cooler
times the parliamentary interest and weight of particular
families annihilates all other pretentions; when I am amongst
the youngest of my own rank, and have had as great favour
shown me as I could modestly expect.  Don’t believe that I
am insensible of your affectionate concern and my father’s in the
matter; I know well from whence it flows, and that know-
ledge will help me to bear little afflictions without wavering
or repining: for I kuow no better reason to be contented than
that you wish it, and when I'm not truly satisfied I'll endeavour
to appear so. I must send off my books and recommend them
to your care; the weight grows too considerable for long
journeys, and a few well chosen is a great library for a soldier.

I am, ete.,

J. Wourrk,

Lord Bury appears to have been a somewhat difficult personage.
It was in the highest degree improbable that two natures so
diametrically opposed could work together without discomfort to
at least one of them. Bury was but little Wolfe's senior, but he
was the son of a lord and heir to an earldom. He was arbitrary

! Lieut.-Colonel John Aldercron, of the 7th Foot, succeeded to the
colone'cv of Richbel's—30th (East Middlesex) in March 1752, Early in
1754 he embarked for Madras with his regiment,—* Primus in Indis,” —and
was nominated Commander-in-CLief in India. He became a Lieut.-General
in 1760, and died in July 1766.—Wright.
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and capricious. Wolfe was conscious that Lord Bury, who had the
ear of the Commander-in-Chief, perpetually stood in his way, and
there were times when he felt an inclination to cut and run from it
all. He was not a peace soldier. If he was to rise very high it
must be through active service, and active service was not to be
had in the Highlands of Scotland.

An illustration of his Colonel’s temper was furnished when Bury
finally joined his regiment. To find an instance of such a want of
tact would be to ransack history indeed. Wolfe's manners and
the behaviour that he had inculcated upon his men had almost
entirely removed the aversion which the town of Inverness and the
surrounding inhabitants had first felt for the soldiery. The latter
had even grown popular. On the arrival of Bury on April 13
the Provost and Councillors requested his presence at a celebration
of the Duke of Cumberland’s birthday. Bury observed that he was
delighted to find the inhabitants of Inverness so loyal. But he
believed that there was another occasion at hand whose cele-
bration would give his Royal Highness even greater pleasure. This
was the anniversary of the Battle of Culloden. Consternation
appeared upon the faces of the deputation; they retived saying
that they would consult their colleagues. From men with a
particle of manhood, a tame acquiescence in such a suggestion could
hardly be expected. They declined to celebrate the fall of their
sons, brothers and kinsmen, and a further deputation waited upon
Bury with an answer to this effect. Bury’s retort was to threaten
them with a military outbreak as a result of the disappointment
his soldiers would feel. This frightened the poor Provost and
deputation into compliance; but what the Lieutenant-Colonel
must have thought of the tactlessness of such a proceeding can
best be conjectured. It is safe to say he took no part in this
impolitic celebration of the Battle of Culloden.

To ms Faruer,
Inverness, April 23rd, 1752,

Dear Sir,—I am awakened from a state of indolence and
inactivity by the recollection of what is due to you.

This is the first letter that I have penned since Lord Bury
came here. His Lordship pays my attendance upon him with
fair words and promises ; and he thinks it highly reasonable that
my long confinement should have an end, though he is far from
being sure of the Duke’s consent. I tell him the matter of fact,
that when I feel any extraordinary restraint, and am kept longer
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FORT AUGUSTUS L

7
with the regiment than is equitable, I hate the sight of a soldier ;
have, nevertheless, too much niceness to neglect the service, and
too much indifference, as to reputation and applause, to exert
myself to any high degree. Some of these young men have
borrowed their notions of arms, and the people that compose
them, from neighbouring nations, and seem of opinion that a
stupid kind of obedience and conformity to their will supplies
the want of military virtue and ability.

Fifteen companies of Foot are *» work this summer at the
new fort.

I am, ete.,
J. Worrk,

The longest winter wears away at last, and Wolfe’s departure
from Inverness drew near. He had now the prospect of leave of
absence at a favourable season of the year, and he determined to
take advantage of it. If he could not leave the kingdom he could
at least go to Ireland, and for Ireland Wolfe always cherished
awarm affection. Early in May, he bade a final farewell to his
friends in Inverness, He had still a term to fulfil at Fort
Augustus, before he could set out on his travels.
Fort Augustus has been made familiar to us through the
Highland journey of Dr. Johnson.
To mis Moruer,
Inverness, 16th May, 1752.
Dear Mapam,—The best return I can make for your kind
inquiry and care about my health is to inform you, as quickly
as possible, that T am extremely well, much better than I have
been since I came last to Scotland. I wish you would
always entertain yourself with cheerful thoughts, believe your
friends as you desire they should be, and put off’ your concern
till you are convinced of the contrary. Though I would not
willingly be forgot, nor even remembered with indifference, yet,
rather than disturb your peace and felicity, I should be content
to be not much thought of. Half of our misery arises from

self-tormenting imaginations. The apprehension and dread of
evil is the greatest of our misfortunes in this life. Take away
the mischiefs that the fancy suggests, and it will considerably
lighten our burden.

Lord Bury first advised me not to ask leave of absence, but

afterwards he changed his opinion. I have reason to think that
N




178 LIFE AND LETTERS OF WOLFE

it will not be refused. My curiosity and the necessity of riding

about will put me upon undertaking a very long journey, 1 {
find that a sedentary life is a very dangerous one, and therefore ¢
propose this new plan by way of trial, and to refresh and amuse ¥
myself. At the end of this tour I shall have the pleasure of 1
seceing my father and you, and if I find you in health T shall y
find what I most wish for. 1
Teeth are valuable from their great use: the other day I
broke a fine large one all to picces. At Paris they put in
artificial teeth that are every way as serviceable as the natural
ones, and perhaps they may do the same in London. T see no him
harm in repairing any loss of this kind, as we really can’t eat or Thi
speak properly without them. Don’t let accidents of this kind hist
disturb you a moment ; there are looks for all seasons of our and
life.  You may stand by any lady of your age in Christendom, Bre
and have through your whole time been a match for all the
beauties your contemporaries.  We have this comfort, that a leg, To
an eye, or a tooth lost, does not necessarily carry away with it
any one good quality. We can be as charitable, as liberal, and
as honest, wanting any of these members as with them. There @
is an old general mentioned in history that had but one left of of
what everybody else has commonly two: and yet with one leg, w
one arm, one eye and one ear, he was, for a drunken man, the b
best officer of his day.! e
You cannot but pass your time agreeably. What addition w
of happiness could you desire? A pleasant house and garden, fr
fine air, beautiful walks, plenty of good food, books, a sweet- @
tempered young lady to read to you and help to divert you. o
You have a great deal of company, you owe nobody a sixpence, e
and your friends and acquaintances love and esteem you. For H
my part, I think this a situation to be envied, and that all these if
fair appearances would be nothing without a conscience free from it
pangs and an universal benevolence to mankind. With these
supports we enjoy the present hours, but are not therefore al
unmindful of our natural end. You say your trees are in it
bloom, and you wish not to kill them with too much fruit. ge
The remedy is very easy ; pluck off the superfluity, and only fo
leave as much as they can afford to nourish, and that will be but
very little. Let other gardens find you fruit this year and the gm:_r
next, and then your own will supply you. Baby,
' ' . witl
: Sl bious
! Josias, Comte de "antzau of Holstein, died 1650, 2
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hg Mr. Skinner has brought my shirts, and they please me much.
1 Are not the ruffles a small matter too long # I have wore my
e old linen to shivers, and do really thank you for this seasonable
1s¢ relief. T sent a trunk to London with books and two pieces of
of Irish cloth, under the care of an old sergeant of the regiment.
all You may open it if you please. I beg my compliments to Miss
Brydges.! My duty to my father, ete.
v 1 Jam. Worre,
in
wal While on the march, Wolfe and the few companies he took with
no him, heard much of the murder of Colin Campbell of ¢ Glenure.”
L or This singularly drainatic erime has since engaged the pens of many
ind historians and novelists from Sir Walter Scott to R. L. Stevenson
our and Mr. Andrew Lang. The supposed assassin was one Alan
om, Breck, a cadet of the House of Stuart.
”h‘
leg, To mis Faruen,
h it Fort Augustus, May 28th, 1752,
and Dear Sin,—We have been here about ten days, and the
here garrison at present consists of two ficld-officers, five or six other
t of officers, and fourscore recruits. Lord Bury was soon tired and
leg, went off to Fort William ; from thence he goes to Lord Breadal-
, the baine’s, and in a little while after to England. I can’t find work
enough to employ me here, and as the weather is tolerably fair,
ition will visit some of our posts, and perhaps accept of an invitation
rden, from the Laird of Macleod, who offers to show me a very
veet- extraordinary old castle in the Isle of Skye.?  Mr. Collingwood,
you. our Lieutenant-Governor, is an