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THE GLEANER, &c, 229 
my 

a word was spoken, as he was gently 
lowered over the sice, but many a tear, 
that wou'd not be repressed, rolled over 
the sable faces of his men. 
Two days brought us to Montego Bay, 

and before we departed, 1 had the plea- 
sure of gratefully acknowledeing to the 
officers of H. M. 8. S—— the signal ser- 
vice they had rendered me And, if it 
can be so called, I had the satisfaction 
of seeing a pareel of t he rascally pirates 
swinving at the frigate’s yard arms. Poor 
Jupiter’s death stopped the channels of 
my pily for the scoundrels I'he poor 
fellows words were remembered by me 
lonz alterwards—* Some of us may lose 
our grog soon’—and seemed almost like a 
prophecy of bis own fate. 

From Charles O’Malley, the Irish Dra- 
goon. 

TALEVARA. 
Havixe been despatched to the rear 

with erders for General Crawford, I did 
not reach Talavera till the morning of 
the 28th. Two days’ hard fighting had 
left the contending armies still [ice to 
face, and without any decided advantage 
on ether side. 
When I arrived upon the battle field 

the combat of the morning was over. It 
was then ten o’clock, and the troops were 
at breakfast, if the few ounces of wheat, 
sparingly dealt out amongst them, could 
be dignified by that name. All was 
however, life and animation on every 
side; the merry laugh, the passing jest, 
the careless look bespoke the [ree and 
daring character of the soldiery. as they 
sat in groups upon the grass; and except 
when a fatigue party passed by, bearing 
some wounded comrade to the rear, no 
touch of seriousness rested upon their 
hardy features. The 
glorious one; a sky of unclouded blue 
stretehed above the landscape unsarpas- 
sed in loveliness. Far to the right roll- 
ed on in placid stream the broad T'agus, 
bathing in its eddies the very walls of 
Talavera, the ground from which, to our 
position, gently undulated across a plain 
of most fertile richness, and terminated 
on our extreme Jeft in a bold height, pro- 
tected in front by a ravine, and flanked 
by adeep and rugged valley. 
The Spaniards occupied the right of 

the line, connecting with our troops at a 
rising ground upon which a strong re- 
doubt has been hastily thrown up. The 
fourth division and the guards were 
stationed here, next ‘o whom came Ca- 
meron’s brigade and the Germans; Mac- 
kenzie and Hill holding the extreme 
left of all, which might be called the key 
of our position. Inthe valley beneath the 
fatter were picketed three cavalry regi- 
ments, among which [I was not long in 
detecting my gallant friendsof the twen- 
ty third, 
As I rode rapidly past, saluting some 

old familiar face at each moment, I could 
not help feeling struck at the evidence 
of the desperate battle that had so lately 
raged there. The whole surface of the 
hill was one mass of dead and dying, 
the bear skin of the French grenadier 
laying side by side with the tartan of 
the fiakiander, Deep furrows in the 
soil showed the track of the furious can- 
nanode, and the terrible evidences of a 
bayonet charge were written in the man- 
gled corpses around. : 
The fight has been maintained without 

any intermission from daybreak till near 
nine o’clock that morning, and the 
slaughter on both sides was dreadful: the 
mounds of fresh earth on every side told 
of the soldier’s sepulchre, and the un- 
ceasing tramp of the pioneers struck 
sadly upon the ear as the groans of the 
wounded blended with the funeral sounds 
around them. 

In front were drawn up the dark le. 

gions of France: massive columns of in- 
fantry with dense bodies of artillery al- 
ternating along the line. They, too, 
occupied a geutly rising ground; the 
valley between the two armies being 
crossed balf way by a little rivulet; and 
here, during the sultry heat of the morn- 
ing, the troops on both sides met and 
mingled to quench their thirst ere the 
trumpet ‘again called them to the slaugh- 

re. 

In a small ravine, near the centre of 
our line, were drawn up Cotton’s brigade 
of whom the (fusileers formed a pant. 
Directly in front of this were Champbait's 
brigade, to the left of which, upon a gea- 
tle slope, the stafl were now assembled. 
Thither, accordingly, I bent my steps; 
and, as I came up the little scrap, found 

myself among the generals of dirision, 
hastily summoned by Sir Arthur to deli- 

berate upon a forward movement. The 
council lasted scarcely a quarter of an 

tour; and, when I presented mysell to 

deliver my report, all this disposition for 
the battle had been decided upon, and 

ommander of the Forces, seated 

upon the grass at his breakfast, looked 

morning was a | 

| heaven. 

by far the most unconcerned and un- 
interested man I had seen that morn. 
ing. 
He turned his head rapidly as I came 

up, and, before the aid-de-camp could 
announce me, called out. 

¢ Well, sir, what news of the reinforce- 
ments?’ 

¢ They cannot reach Talavera before 
to morrow, sir.’ 

¢ Then, before that we shall not want 
them. That will do, sir.’ 

So saying he resumed lis breakfast, 
and I retired, more than ever struck 
with the surprising coolness of the man 
upon whom no disappointment seemed to 
have the slightest influence. 

I bad scarcely rejoined my regiment 
and was giving an account to my bro- 
ther officers of my journey, when an aid-de 
camp came galloping at full speed down 
the line, and communicating with the 
iy commanding officers as he pas- 
sed. 
What might be the nature of the or- 

ders we could not guess at; for no word 
to fall in followed, and yet it was evident 
something of importance was at hana. 
Upon the hill where the staff were assem-. 
bled no unusual bustle appeared, and we 
could see the gray cob of Sir Arthur 
still being led up and down by the 
groom, with a dragoon’s mantle thrown 
over him. The soldiers, overcome by 
the neat and fatigue of the morning, lay 
stretched around upon the grass, and 
every thing bespoke a period of rest and 
refreshment. 
‘We are going to advance, depend 

upon it,’ said a young officer beside me: 
‘the repulse of this morning has been 

| a smart lesson to the French, and Sir 
Arthur’ won’t leave them without impres- 
sing it upon them.’ 

* Hark! what’s that? 
¢ listen. 
As he spoke, a strain of most delici- 

ous music came wafted across the plain. 
It was from the band of a French regi- 
ment, and, mellowed by the distance, it 
seemed, in the calm stillness of the 
air, like something less of earth than 

As we listened, the notes swel- 
led upwards yet fuller; and, one by one, 
the different bands seemed to join, till, 
at last, the whole air seemed full of the 
rich floed of melody. 
We could now perceive the stragglers 

were rapidly falling back: while, hgh 
above all other sound, the clanging 
notes of the trumpet were heard along 
the line. The hoarse drum now beat 
to arms, and, soon after, a brilliant staff 
rode slowly from between two dense 
bodies of infantry, and, advancing some 
distance into the plain, seemed to recon- 
noitre us. A cloud of Polish cavalry, 
distinguished by their long lances and 
flouting banners, loitered in their 
rear, 
We had not time (or further observatior 

when the drums on our side beat to arms 
and the hoarse cry, ¢ Fall in, fall in 
there, lads!’ resounded along the line, 

It was now one o’clock, and before hall 
an hour the troops had resumed the 
position of the morning, and stood silent 
und anxious spectators af the scene before 
them. 
Upon the table land, near the centre 

of the French position, we could descry 
the gorgeous tent of King Joseph, 
around which a large and splendidly 
accoutred staff were seen standing. Here 
too, the bustle and excitement seemed 
considerable, for to this point the dark 

masses of the infantry seemed converg- 

ing from the extreme right, and here we 

could perceive the royal guards and the 

reserve now forming in column of at. 
tack. 
From the crest of the hill down to the 

very valley, the dark, dense masses ex- 
tended, the flanks protected by a power 
fal artillery and deep masses of heavy 
cavalry. It was evident, that the at- 
tack was not to commence on our side, 

and the greatest and most intense anxi- 
ety pervaded us as to what part of our 
line was to be first assailed. 

Meanwhile Sir Authur Wellesley, who 
from the height had been patiently ob- 
serving the field of battie, despatched an 
aid-de-camp at full gallop towards Camp- 
bell’s brigade, posted directly in advance 
ofus. As he passed swiftly along, he 
enlled out, « You’er in for it, fourteenth. 

You'll have to open the bali to day.’ 
Scarcely were the words spoken when 

a single gun from the French beomed 
heavily throogh the still air. I'he last 
echo was growing fainter, and the heavy 

smoke breaking into mist, when the most 
deafening thunder ever my ears heard 
came pealing around us. eighty pieces of 
artillery had opened upon us, sending a 

cried Baker: 

very tempest of bullets upon our line,’ 

while midst the smoke and dust we could 

see the light troops advancing at a run, 

followed by a broad and massive column
 

in all the terror and majesty of war. 

¢ What a splendid attack! How gallantly 
they came on,’ cried an old veteran officer 

beside me, forgetting all rivalry in the noble 
admiration of our enemy. 

The intervening space was soon passed, 
and, the tiraillieurs falling back as the co- 
lumn came on, the towering masses bore 
down upon Campbell’s division with a loud 
cry of defiance. Silently and steadily the 
English infantry awaited the attack, and re. 
turning the fire with one withering volley, 
were ordered to charge. Scarcely were the 
bayonets lower, when the head of the advan- 
cing column broke and fled, while Macken- 

zie’s brigade, overlapping the flank, pushed 
boldly ferward, and a scene of frightful cor. 
nage followed; for a momenta hand to hand 
combat was maintained, but tbe unbroken 
files and impregnable bayonets of the English 
conguered, and the French fled back, leaving 
six guns bebind them. 
The gallant enemy were troops of tried 

and proved courage, and scarcely had they 
ret eated when they again formed; but just as 
they prepared to come forward, a tremendous 
shower of grape opened upon them from our 
batteries while a cloud of Spanish borse as- 
sailed them in flank, and nearly cut them in 
pieces, 

Away they went at top speed, but had 
not gone a fow hundred yards when they 
were sudcenly arrested by a deep chasm; 
here the German hussars pulled short up; 
but the twenty-third, dashing impetuously 
forward, a scene of dreadful carnage ensued 
men and horses rolling indiscriminately to. 
gether under a withering fire from the 
French sqares. Even here, however, Bri. 
tish valour quailed not; for Major Francis 
Ponsonby, forming all who came up, rode 
boldly upon a brigade of French chasseurs in 
the rear. Victor, who fiom the first bad 
watched the movement, at once despatched 
a lancer regiment agninst them, and then 
these brave fellows were absolutely cut to 
atoms, the few who escaped having passed 
through the French columns and reached 
Bassecour’s Spanish division en the far 
right, 

During the time the hill was sgain assail- 
ed, and even more desperately than before, 
while Victor himself led on the fourth corps 
to an attack upon our right and centre. 

The guard waited without flinching the im- 
petuous rush of the advancing eolumns; and 
when at length within a short distance, 
dashed forward with the bayonet, driving 
every thing before them. The French fell 
vack upon their sustaining masses, and, ral- 
lying in an instant, again came forward, 
supported by a tremendens fire from their 
batteries. The guards drew back and the 
German legion, suddenly thrown into con- 
fusion, began to retire in disorder. This 
was the most critical moment of the day; 
for, although successful upon the extreme 
right and left of our line, our centre was 
absolutely bioken. Just at this moment 
Gordon rode to our Wigade; his face was 
pale, and his look flurried and excited. 

¢ The forty-cight are coming: here they 
are: support them, fourteenth:" 

These few words were all be spoke; and 
the next moment the measured steps of a 
column was heard behind us, On they came 
like one man, their compact and dense for- 
mation lovking like some massive wall, 
Wheeling by companies they suffered the 
guards aud Germans to retire behind them, 
and then, returning into lise, they rushed 
forward with the bayonet. Oar artillery 
opened with a deafening thunder behind 
them, and then we were ordered to charge. 
We came on at a trot; the guards, who had 

now recovered their formation, cheering us 
as we proceeded; the smoke of the cannonade 
obscured every thing till we had advanced 
some distance; but, just as we emerged 
beyond the lioe of the gallant forty.eighth, 
the splendid panorama of the battle-field 
broke suddenly upon us, 

¢ Charge, forward!’ cried the hoarse voice 
of our colonel, and we were upon them. Fhe 
French infantry, already broken up by the’ 
musketry of our people, gave way before us, 
and, unable to form a square, revired fighting, 
but in confusion, and with tremendous loss 
to their position. One glorious cheer from 
right to left of our line proclaimed the vic. 
tory, while a deafening discharge of artillery 
from the French replied to this defiance, and 
the battle was over. Had the Spanish army 
been capable of a forward movement, our 
successes at this moment would have been 
much more considerable, but they did not 
dare to change their position, end the repulse 
of our enemy was destined to be all our glory, 
The French, however, suffered much more 
severely than we did, and retiring during the 
night, fell back behind Alberche, lesving us 
the victory and the battlefield. 

THE LAST DAY OF CREATION. 
BeuoLp! how fair the work. 

Th’ Omniscient Eye regards and calla it ¢ good * 
Oh, what a world was that on which its God, 

Jehovah, looked with praise. [ts millioned 
miles 

Bedecked with verdant green: unsumberod 
flowers 

Scattered o'er hill and dale, springing beneath the light; 
pra ne as dazzled angels viewed, in wonder 

ost, 
As birds and insects winged their wanton flight 
Beneath the szare sky, with songs and sounds 
All, all of joy and love’ The bee, constrained 
With busy happiness, buzzed o’er the honeyed 

cup 
And drank existencefrom its petalled bed, 
Then winged away to tell its mate a tale 
Of industry and joy. The goat, in whirls 
Of rounds and soarings, re giddy fill; 
While, high o’er all, the snowy butterfly 
Yr. » with mates of thousand different 

yes, 
Rejoicing in its birth. And not alone 
The feathered or the insect tribes seeks thas 
To follow the behest of Omnipresent God, 
But, oe gf the rippling waves, how lightly 

skim 
The pe scely tribe; while, through the 

wood, 
Beneath the spreading trees, stalks, in his pride, 
The stately forest king. But who should tell 
"The souods of praise which, from the earth te 

heav’n, 
Rose in the loving hum, the busy buzz, 
The whistle sweet and shrill? or who could 

count 
Th Apapmbaied life which, from th’ Almighty 

word, 
Thus started inte being? * Let there be!’ 
Thundered o’er trackless void, and forth from 

chaos came 
Creation fair! But now what mighty work 
Springs from Jebovah's will? to make the pera 

fect whole: 
‘Let us make man: ‘In or own image let 

him Le; 
And there was man, with etately front, end 

brow 4 
Of godlike majesty. Rat what is this? 
What erowning wonder gives Creation thus 
A breathless silence? Jehovah breathes, * and 

man 
Becomes a living soul” And now ogais the 

song 
Of praise is swelling in its ‘varied tones 
Of mellowed harmony. Oh, what astoundiag 

grace! 
The breath of God, which called him inte 

being, 
Makes man a living a seul, eternal and 
Immortal as his God. I'hat Muker gives te 

him 
The things innumerable, beaatifal, and good 
Which for His pleasure live; and, in His love, 
Permits this imaged self to name them all. 
And face to face with God, in innocence 
Most pure, most perfect, doth he now com. 

mune. 
E’en then this living soul with carth had mize 

ed, 

And grov’lling thoughts within his breast 
arose, 

God wd that Adam sigh’d for ene whose 
min 

Were eartbly like his own: and but one Sabe« 
bath sun 

Arose and set again ‘neath which this 
man, 

"This living soul desired no greater good 
Then God’s wfinite love; for, from a dream 
Of never ending happiness, he woke 
To gaze on Eve, whose form of perfect 

grace ’ 
rr Jase upon his sight. The band of 

DJ . 

Performed the holy rite, and to his heart 
The husband took his wife,—the gift of God, 
The last created. But for their futare 
Shame overpowers thought. % 

MRS. D, CLARKE. 
—_— 

NEW WORKS. 

THE DESERT OF EGYPT, 
From Miss Robert's Overland Journey to 

Bombay. 
In first striking into the desert, we all en- 

joyed a most delightful feeling of repose; 
everything around appeared to be so calm and 
tranquil, that, especially after encountering 
the noises and multitudes of a large and 
crowded city, it was sootning to the mind 
thus to emerge from the haunts of men, and 
wander through the vast solitudes that spresd 
their wastes before us. To me there was 
nothing dismal in the aspect of the desert, 
oor was the view so boundless as I had ex- 
pected. In these wide plains, the fall of a 
few inches is sufficiert to diversify the pros. 
pect; there is ulways some gentle acclivity to 
be surmounted; which cheats the sense with 
the expectation of finding a novel scene bey 
yond; the sand hills in the distance also range 
themselves in wild and fantastic wilds, many 
appearing like promontories jutting out into 
some noble harbour, to which the traveller 
seems to be approaching, Nor were there 
wanting living objects to animate the scene; 
our own little kafila wae sufficiently lorge snd 
cheerful to banish every idea of dresriness, 
end we encountered others much more pictu- 
resque. 

From Master Humphrey's Clock. 

LONDON FROM THE CLOCK-TURRET OF §T. 
PAUL'S. 

It is night. Calm and unmoved amidst the 
scenes that darkness favours, the great heart 
of London throbs in its giant breast. Wealth 


