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L] EARLY YEARS. 9

was in a ditch, leaping over which bhad caused the accident.
1 scrambled near enough to get it out, but this lacerated the
flesh and produced much®xtravasated blood. George came
to me; he was greatly alarmed, for I was very pale, and we
were both young-»he but fifteen. Then came Captain Craw-
ford of the Trish Arlillery, and I mude him hold wmy foot
mvhile I pulled up my knee, and in that manner set my leg
myself. The quantity of extravasated blood led the doctors
to tell me that my leg must comé off, but they gave me
another day for a chance. Being young and vain of good
legs, the idea of hpp-and-go-one with a timber toe made me
resolve to put myself to death rather than submit to amputa-
ticn, and I sent the maid out for landanum, whick I hid
under my pillow. Luckily the doctors found me better, and
80 saved me from a contemptible action. Perhaps if it had
come to the point I,might have had more sense and less
courage than I gave myself credit for in the horror of my
first thoughts ; indeed, my agony was great, and strong doses
of the laudartam were necessary to keep down the terrible
spasms which fractures bf large bones produce. The doctors
set my leg crooked, and at the end of a month my feet would
not go together ; one leg went in pleasant harmony with the
other halfway between knee and ankle, but then flew off in
a huff at a tangent. This made me very unhaapy, and the
doctors said if I could bear the pain they would break it
again or bend it straight. My answer was, ‘T will bear any-
thing but a crooked leg.” Here, then, wag I, at seventeen,
desperately in love with a Miss Massey, having a game leg 1n
prospective, and in love with my leg also; so 1 said to the.
leg-carpenter, ‘ Let me have one nlght for consxderatlon All
that day ahd night were Miss Massey’s metty eyes before mirk,
but not soft-and tale-telling ; not saying ‘ P’ig, will you marry
me?’ but scornfully squinting at my game leg. There was
Miss Mascey, and there was I, unable to do amything but hop.
The per contra were two i'1~looking doctors torturing me, and
the reflection that they might again make a crooked job after
the second fracture, as they had done after the first! How-
ever, my -dear Miss Masseys eyes carried 'the day, and; just












L] EARLY YEARS. 13

for fame could subdus. The following extracts from his
letters in December 1803 show his state of mind, and what
relief he found in his inextinguishable sense of humour :—,

“The expense of London is dreadful; it absorbs all my
pay, and here I cannot go such a blackguard figure as in
Dublin.  This is exclusive of casual expenses and travelling,
of which there will be a great deal ; six months will destxoy
me ; and to live in dread of tradesmen and abominate the
sight of a bill is a life not to be borne. We are going to
Guildford, wheregthere is, I hear, a fine new gaol. That is to
me significant. Last night I sat up till two o’clock, writing
on the old subject of grievances, and lashing myself into a
fury with everything. Abusing the army, pulling off my
breeches, cursing creditors, and, putting out the candle all in
a minute, I jumped into bed and lay there, blaspheming,
praying, and perspiring for two hours, when sleep came.
What 1 wrote is not worth sending, however, being full of
jokes, politivs, and hlue-devils. T live in fear of my creditors,
but that shall not last’; T will not be a tailor’s slave.

“26th Dec—William has recovered from his fever, and
is gazetted in the 52d ; would I were in the same regiment;
but no more of what you call my madness. What a curse to
have a turn of mind similar to mine! Misery to oneself and
teasing to others, unless disguised, which can only be with
those not really loved. Great exertion or perfegt tranquillity
is necessary to me, who have not that supegior intellect which
can regulate itself ; there is more of Cassius than Brutus
in me.

“29th Dec.—QGreen has offered me a thousand gumeaq
and his company in the 67th for mine in the Staff Coips.
I could get a troop of light dragoons for that sum, but would
sooner go into the militia than the cavalry, light or heavy.
Getting this company is like receiving an obligation from a
man one wishes hanged. I wag before attached to the army
by five shillings and eigktpence ; now by fourteen and seven-
pence, and the felicity of being called Captain. It is not my
meaning that (feneral Fox should be hanged, but the army. ;












1] EARLY YEARS. g

Mr. Fox, on his accession to power in 1806, gave Charles
Napier, then in his twenty-fourth year, a majority in a
regiment destined for thé Cape; but being delayed by
contrary winds at Portsmouth, he made such friends with
the officers of the 50th Regiment, thut they proposed to
him an exchange at a small ‘cost. He refused to pay
woney, as-contrary to the regulations; whereupon they
contrived to get him gazetted—he nover knew how. For
the next year and a half he remained practically in com-
mand of a battalion of the 50th, and gnashing his teeth
with vexation at seeing his brothers start without him on
the Copenhagen expedition, and at not being able to
accompany Moore to Sweden or Spain. Ie welcomed the
latter expedition as a movement in combination with the
fiery patriotism of a wHole people taking the place of petty
diversions now in one corner of Europe, now in another,
and everywhers ineflectual “ Why should we attempt
Italy %" he says to his mother. “If we succced in Spain
it will be the best diversion in favour of Italy ; for Napolcon
will draw troops from there and the north to restore his
power; then will be the time for attacking him nearer
home. If he leaves Brest defenceless, as he has 6ften done,
we could strike a blow, which you have often heard of,
before he could help himself. In this mode we might help
ourselves, but his arms will crush everything in Spain which
they can reach. Nevertheless a hostile population is a
powerful weapon, and no man can say what it will effect.”

These words were written in July 1808, and with them
end Charles Napier’s boyhood and inaction. He was now
twenty-six years old, and had held his commission fourteen
years. The trials of a soldier’s life at home had been faced
with a spirit that augured well for his conduct in a wider
field. His boyish illusions as to the happiness of military
life were broken, but there remgined in undiminjghed force
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1] PENINSULA. 5

tocky mound, behind whieh, and on it, were the Grenadiers;
ye¥ no officer met. my sight, except Captain Harrisor® Lieu-
‘tenant Patterson, and Lieutenant Turner, and my efforts
were vain to form a strong body; the men would not
leave: the rocks, from, which they kept up a heavy fire,
No time was to be lost, we could npt see what passed
on our ﬂanks we had been broken in carrying the village
of Elviiia, and, 8s a lane went up straight towards the
enemy, I ran forward, calling out to follow ; about thirty
privates and the above-named officers did so, lmt the fire was
then terrible, many shells burst among us, and the crack of
these things deafened me, making my ears ring. Halfway
up the lane I fell, without knowing Why,1 %ﬁ was much hurt,
though at the moment unconscious of it ;"& soldier cried out
‘The major is killed.” ‘Not yet, come on.’

“We reached the egd of this murderous lane, but a dozen
of those whe entered it with me fell ere we got through it.
However, some shelter was found beyond the lane; for
Brooks of the #th had, occupied the spot with his picket the
day before, and had made a breastwork of loose stones, which
was known to me, having been there and nearly killed the
evening before, when visiting the picket as officer of the
day. The heap remained, and about a dozen of us lodged
ourselves behind this breastwork, and then it appeared to me
that by a rush forward we could carry the battery above ; and
it was evident we must.go on or gp back, we could not last
long where we were. Three or four jes were killed at my
gide, for the breastwork was but a slender protaction, and
two were killed by the fire of our own men from the village
behind. The poor fellows kept crying out as they died, ‘O
God, Major, our own men are killing us! O Christ God,
I am shot in the back of the head!’ The last man was so,
for he fell against me, and the ball had entered just above
the poll. Remembering then that my father had told me he
saved :a ‘man’s life at the siege of Charleston by pulling a
ball out with his finger betore inflammation swelled the parts,
I thought to do the same, bui could not find it, and feared to

do harm by putting my finger far in. It ma,de me feel sick,









2% SIR CHARLES NAPIER. [cHAR.

thought also my little party had bgen taken. ILord Wilkiam
Bentinek afterwards told me that he had ordéred my regimeht
back, in direct contradiction of Mooke's design, who had, he ad-
mitted, told him not to recall me, but send men to myassistance!

“In this state of distraction, and still under a heavy fire,
T turned down the lane to rejoin the regiment, and soon came
on a wounded man, who shrieked out, ‘Oh praised be God,
major! my dear major! God belp you, my dafiing! one
of your own 50th.” ‘I cannot carry you,” was my reply;
‘can you walk.with my help?’ ¢Oh no, major, I am too
badly wounded.” ‘You must lie there then till help can be
found” ‘O Christ God, my jewel, my own dear major,
sure, you won’t leave me!’ The agony with which be
screamed was great ; it roused all my feelings and, strange to
say, alarmed me about my own danger, which had Leen for-
got in my misery at finding Harrison was gone from the
corner, and thinking the battle lost. Stooping down I raised
the poor fellow, Lut a musket ball just then broke the small
bone of my leg some inches above the ankles; the pain was
acute, and, though the flesh was not ‘torn, the dent mads in
my flesh remains to this day, and is tender to the touch.
Telling the man of my own wound my course was resumed ;
his piteous cries were then terrible, and fell bitterly as
reproaches for my want of fortitude and courage. Yet what
could be done by a man hardly able to walk, and in great
pain, with other duties to perform? T felt it horrible to
leave him, but selfishness and pain got the better, and with
the help of my sword, limping, and with much suffering, I
arrived at a spot where two other lanes met at the corner of
a church ; three privates of the 50th and one of the 42d, an
Frishman, were there, who said we were cut off, and indeed
Frenchmen were then coming up both lanes—one party from
the position of the 50th, the other {from that of the 4th. The
last appeared the least numerous and the nearest , they were
not thirty yards from us, and forgetting my leg then, though
I had not pluck to do so for the poor wounded man left
behind, I said to the four soldiers, ‘ Follow me, and we'll cut
through them ;' then with a shout I rushed forward.
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even before an enémy. Nat being able to lie down, Hennessy
held me in his arms in an upright posture. The Mrench
officers did all they conld for me, as far as kind words went,
and soon one of their own officers was brought in wounded ;
it was the captain whoghad been with me when first taken.
General Renaud now sent an officer with, my sword, desiring
mesto wear it, for T had used it well. 1 wrote my name and
rank on a Piece of paper, and requested the officer to give it
and my sword to Marshal Soult, with a request to speak to
him. That officer did not return.

* Hennessy, having occasion to go out of the ruin, set me
in an angle of the fireplace, and never came back, being
seized and marched off, as-he afterwards told me. Before he
left me he unbuckled my spurs and whispered, ‘ The spurs
are silver, the spalpeens would murder you for them.” When
he did not return my idga was that he bad made his escape,
and took the spurs with that intention; at least my hope
was 50, that he might tell my brother (George where I was,
for what fretted®me most was that no flag of truce came in
for me. I thought Moore was angry, that myself and the
regiment had been disgraced, and therefore he would not
send in, nor let George come; then the fancy came that
George was killed, but my thoughts were all wild and sad
that night. Very wretched in body and mind was I now, and
in about two hours after Hennessy hod gone the French
officers went away, one after another. The fire was out, and
it was dreadfully cold, yet pain kept me from feeling it so
much, and all that long and horrible night and next day did
I lie wishing for death, and expecting it if a stray soldier
should see me. There was no roof, only a few feet of wall
standing, and the following evening, about dusk, being in less
pain, I crawled out, reckless of being killed or not. Outside
there was a Frenchman cooking ; he was a kind man, and
gave me some broth, but I could not eat it. He went away,
yet returned with another soldier, and they made up a little
more fire, rolled themselves in their greatcoats and other
warm things, and lay down. Pain kept me waking, and the
fire went ous soon, for there was no fuel. I had no waistcoat
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