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I had hoped that it would lead him to
attack, but all the marshals were at each
other’s throats, snapping and growling like
so many hungry hounds. Ney hated
Massena, and Massena hated Junot, and
Soult hated them all. For this reason
nothing was done. In the meantime food
grew more and more scarce, and our
beautiful cavalry was ruined for want of
fodder. With the end of the winter we had
swept the whole country bare, and nothing
remained for us to eat, although we sent
our forage parties far and wide. It was
clear even to the bravest of us that the
time had come to retreat. I was myself
forced to admit it.

But retreat was not so easy. Not only
were the troops weak and exhausted from
want of supplies, but the enemy had been
much encouraged by our long inaction. Of
Wellington we had no great fear. We had
found him to be brave and cautious, but with
little enterprise.  Besides, in that barren
country his pursuit could not be rapid. But
on our flanks and in our rear there had
gathered great numbers of Portuguese militia,
of armed peasants, and of guerillas. These
people had kept a safe distance all the winter,
but now that our horses were foundered they
were as thick as flies all round our outposts,
and no man’s life was worth a sou when once
he fell into their hands. I could name a
dozen officers of my own acquaintance who
were cut off during that time, and the
luckiest was he who received a ball from
behind a rock through his head or his heart.
There were some whose deaths were so
terrible that no report of them was ever
allowed to reach their relatives. So frequent
were these tragedies, and so much did they
impress the imagination of the men, that it
became very difficult to induce them to
leave the camp. There was one especial
scoundrel, a guerilla chief named Manuelo,
“The Smiler,” whose exploits filled our men
with horror. He was a large, fat man of
jovial aspect, and he lurked with a fierce
gang among the mountains which lay upon
our left flank. A volume might be written
of this fellow’s cruelties and brutalities, but
he was certainly a man of power, for he
organized his brigands in a manner which
made it almost impossible for us to get
through his country. This he did by im-
posing a severe discipline upon them and
enforcing it by cruel penalties, a policy by
which he made them formidable, but which
had some unexpected results, as T will show
you in my story. Had he not flogged his
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own lieutenant——but you will hear of that
when the time comes.

There were many difficulties in connection
with a retreat, but it was very evident that
there was no other possible course, and so
Massena began to quickly pass his baggage

. and his sick from Torres Novas, which was

his head-quarters, to Coimbra, the first strong
post on his line of communications. He
could not do this unperceived, however, and
at once the guerillas came swarming closer
and closer upon our flanks. One of our
divisions, that of Clausel, with a brigade of
Montbrun’s cavalry, was far to the south of
the Tagus, and it became very necessary to
let them know that we were about to retreat,
for otherwise they would be left unsupported
in the very heart of the enemy’s country.
I remember wondering how Massena would
accomplish this, for simple couriers could
not get through, and small parties would be
certainly destroyed. In some way an order
to fall back must be conveyed to these men,
or France would be the weaker by fourteen
thousand men. Little did I think that it was
I, Colonel Gerard, who was to have the
honour of a deed which might have formed
the crowning glory of any other man’s life,
and which stands high among those exploits
which have made my own so famous.

At that time I was serving on Massena’s
staff, and he had two other aides-de-camp,
who were also very brave and intelligent
officers. The name of one was Cortex and
of the other Duplessis. They were senior to
me in age, but junior in every other respect.
Cortex was a small,dark man, very quick and
eager. He was a fine soldier, but he was
ruined by his conceit. To take him at his
own valvation he was the first man in the
army. Duplessis was a Gascon, like myself,
and he was a very fine fellow, as all Gascon
gentlemen are. We took it in turn, day
about, to do duty, and it was Cortex who
was in attendance upon the morning of which
I speak. I saw him at breakfast, but after--
wards neither he nor his horse was to be
seen. All day Massena was in his usual
gloom, and he spent much of his time staring
with his telescope at the English lines and at
the shipping in the Tagus. He said nothing
of the mission upon which he had sent our
comrade, and it was not for us to ask him
any questions.

That night, about twelve o'clock, I was
standing outside the Marshal’s head-quarters
when he came out and stood motionless for
half an hour, his arms folded upon his breast,
staring through the darkness towards the east.
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us, on the other side of the Tagus, is the
army of General Clausel. His camp is situ-
ated pear a peak named the Sierra d’Ossa.
On the summit of this peak is a beacon, and
by this beacon he has a picket. It is agreed
between us that when at midnight he shall
see our signal fire he shall light his own as
an answer, and shall then at once fall back
upon the main army. If he does not start
at once I must go without him. For two
days I have endeavoured to send him his
message. It must reach him to-day, or his
army will be left behind and destroyed.”

Ah, my friends, how my heart swelled
when I heard how high was the task which
Fortune had assigned to me! If my life
were spared, here was one more splendid new
leaf for my laurel crown. If, on the other
hand, I died, then it would be a death worthy
of such a career. I said nothing, but I
cannot doubt that all the noble thoughts that
were in me shone in my face, for Massena
took my hand and wrung it.

“ There is the hill and there the beacon,”
said he. “There is only this guerilla and
his men between you and it. I cannot
detach a large party for the enterprise and a
small one would be seen and destroyed.
Therefore to you alone I commitit. Carry
it out in your own way, but at twelve o’clock
this night let me see the fire upon the hill.”

“Ifit is not there,” said I, ““then I pray
you, Marshal Massena, to see that my effects
are sold and the money sent to my mother.”
So I raised my hand to my busby and turned
upon my heel, my heart glowing at the
thought of the great exploit which lay
before me.

I sat in my own chamber for some little
time considering how I had best take the
matter in hand. The fact that neither
Cortex nor Duplessis, who were very zealous
and active officers, had succeeded in reaching
the summit of the Sierra de Merodal showed
that the country was very closely watched by
the guerillas. I reckoned out the distance
upon a map. There were ten miles of open
country to be crossed before reaching the
hills. Then came a belt of forest on the
lower slopes of the mountain, which may
have been three or four miles wide. And
then there was the actual peak itself, of no
very great height, but without any cover to
conceal me. Those were the three stages of
my journey.

It secmed to me that once I had reached
the shelter of the wood all would be casy,
for I could lie concealed within its
shadows and climb upwards under the cover
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of night. From eight till twelve would give
me four hours of darkness in which to make
the ascent. It was only the first stage, then,
which I had seriously to consider.

Over that flat country there lay the inviting
white road, and I remembered that my com-
rades had both taken their horses. That was
clearly their ruin, for nothing could be easier
than for the brigands to keep watch upon the
road, and to lay an ambush for all who
passed along it. It would not be difficult
for me to ride across country, and I was
well horsed at that time, for I had not
only Violette and Rataplan, who were two of
the finest mounts in the army, but I had the
splendid black English hunter which I had
taken from Sir Cotton. However, after
much thought, I determined to go upon foot,
since I should then be in a better state to
take advantage of any chance which might
offer. As to my dress, I covered my Hussar
uniform with a long cloak, and I put a grey
forage cap upon my head. You may ask me
why I did not dress as a peasant, but I answer
that a man of honour has no desire to die the
death of a spy. It is one thing to be
murdered, and it is another to be justly
executed by the laws of war. I would not
run the risk of such an end.

In the late afternoon I stole out of the
camp and passed .through the line of our
pickets. Beneath my cloak I had a field-
glass and a pocket pistol, as well as my
sword. In my pocket were tinder, flint, and
steel.

For two or three miles I kept under cover
of the vineyards, and made such good
progress that my heart was high within me,
and I thought to myself that it only needed
a man of some brains to take the matter in
hand to bring it easily to success. Of course,
Cortex and Duplessis galloping down the
high road would be easily seen, but the
intelligent Gerard lurking among the vines
was quite another person. I dare say I had
got as far as five miles before I met any
check. At that point there is a small wine-
house, round which I perceived some carts
and a number of people, the first that I had
seen. Now that I was well outside the lines
I knew that every person was my enemy, so
I crouched lower while I stole along to a
point from which I could get a better view
of what was going on. I then perceived that
these people were peasants, who were loading
two waggons with empty wine-casks. 1 failed
to see how they could either help or hinder
me, so I continued upon my way.

But soon I understood that my task was
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drawn up to my chin, for the barrels were not
very large and I am a well-grown man. As
I lay there out came the three peasants
again, and presently I heard a crash upon
the top of me which told that I had another
barrel above me. They piled them upon
the cart until I could not imagine how I was
ever to get out again. However, it is time
to think of crossing the Vistula when you are
over the Rhine, and I had no doubt that if
chance and my own wits had carried me so
far they would carry me farther.

Soon, when the waggon was full, they set
forth upon their way, and I within my barrel
chuckled at every step, for it was carrying
me whither I wished to go. We travelled
slowly, and the peasants walked beside the
waggons. This I knew, because I heard
their voices close to me. They seemed to
me to be very merry fellows, for they laughed
heartily as they went. What the joke was I
could not understand. Though 1 speak
their language fairly well I could not hear
anything comic in the scraps of their con-
versation which met my ear.

I reckoned that at the rate of walking of
a team of oxen we covered about two miles
an hour. Therefore, when 1T was sure that
two and a half hours had passed-—such hours,
my friends, cramped, suffocated, and nearly
poisoned with the fumes of the lees—when
they had passed, I was sure that the danger-
ous open country was behind us, and that
we were upon the edge of the forest and the
mountain. So now I had to turn my mind
upon how I was to get out of my barrel.
I had thought of several ways, and was
balancing one against the other when the
question was decided for me in a very simple
but unexpected manner.

The waggon stopped suddenly with a jerk,
and I heard a number of gruff voices in
excited talk. ‘“Where, where?” cried one.
“On our cart,” said another. *Who is he?”
said a third. “ A French officer ; I saw his
cap and his boots.” They all roared with
laughter.  ““ I was looking out of the window
of the posada and I saw him spring into the
cask like a toreador with a Seville bull at his
heels.” *“Which cask, then?” * It was this
one,” said the fellow, and sure enough his
fist struck the wood beside my head.

What a situation, my friends, for a man
of my standing! I blush now, after forty
years, when I think of it. To be trussed
like a fowl and to listen helplessly to the
rude laughter of these boors—to know, too,
that my mission had come to an ignominious
and even ridiculous end — I would, have
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blessed the man who would have sent a
bullet through the cask and freed me from
my misery.

I heard the crashing of the barrels as they
hurled them off the waggon, and then a
couple of bearded faces and the muzzles of
two guns looked in at me. They seized me
by the sleeves of my coat, and they dragged
me out into the daylight. A strange figure
I must have looked as I stood blinking and
gaping in the blinding sunlight. My body
was bent like a cripple’s, for I could not
straighten my stiff joints, and half my coat
was as red as an English soldier’s from the
lees in which I had lain. They laughed and
laughed, these dogs, and as I tried to express
by my bearing and gestures the contempt in
which I held them their laughter grew all the
louder. But even in these hard circumstances
I bore myself like the man I am, and as I
cast my eye slowly round I did not find that
any of the laughers were very ready to face it.

That one glance round was enough to tell
me exactly how I was situated. I had been
betrayed by these peasants into the hands of
an outpost of guerillas. There were eight of
them, savage-looking, hairy creatures, with
cotton handkerchiefs under their sombreros,
and many - buttoned jackets with coloured
sashes round the waistt Each had a
gun and one or two pistols stuck in
his girdle. The leader, a great bearded
ruffian, held his gun against my ear while
the others searched my pockets, taking from
me my overcoat, my pistol, my glass, my
sword, and, worst of all, my flint and steel
and tinder. Come what might I was ruined,
for I had no longer the means of lighting the
beacon even if I should reach it.

Eight of them, -my friends, with three
peasants, and I unarmed! Was Etienne
Gerard in despair? Did he lose his wits ?
Ah, you know me too well ; but they did not
know me yet, these dogs of brigands. Never
have I made so supreme and astounding an
effort as at this very instant when all seemed
lost. Yet you might guess many times before
you would hit upon the device by which I
escaped them. Listen and I will tell you.

They had dragged me from the waggon
when they searched me, and I stood, still
twisted and warped, in the midst of them.
But the stiffness was wearing off, and already
my mind was very actively looking out for
some method of breaking away. It was a
narrow pass in which the brigands had their
outpost. It was bounded on the one hand
by a steep mountain side. On the other the
ground fell-away in.a very long slope, which
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other side of the forest. At the same time I
knew that every man’s hand was against me,
that I was unarmed, and that there were
many people about me. I saw no one, but
several times I heard shrill whistles, and
once the sound of a gun in the distance.

It was hard work pushing one’s way
through the bushes, and so I was glad when I
came to the larger trees and found a path
which led between them. Of course, I was
too wise to walk upon it, but I kept near it
and followed its course. I had gone some
distance, and had, as I imagined, nearly
reached the limit of the wood, when a
strange, moaning sound fell upon my ears.
At first T thought it was the cry of some
animal, but then there came words, of which
I only caught the French exclamation, *“ Mon
Dieu!” With great caution I advanced in
the direction from which the sound pro-
ceeded, and this is what I saw.

On a couch of dried leaves there was
stretched a man dressed in the same grey
uniform which I wore myself. He was
evidently horribly wounded, for he held a
cloth to his breast which was crimson with
his blood. A pool had formed all round his
couch, and he lay in a haze of flies, whose
buzzing and droning would certainly have
called my attention if his groans had not
come to my ear. I lay for a moment, fearing
some trap, and then, my pity and loyalty
rising above all other feelings, I ran forward
and knelt by his side. He turned a haggard
face upon me, and it was Duplessis, the man
who had gone before me. It needed but one
glance at his sunken cheeks and glazing eyes
to tell me that he was dying.

“Gerard !” said he; “Gerard!”

I could but look my sympathy, but he,
though the life was ebbing swiftly out of
him, still kept his duty before him, like the
gallant gentleman he was.

“The beacon, Gerard!
it?”

“ Have you flint and steel ?”

“It is here.”

“Then I will light it to-night.”

“T die happy to hear you say so. They
shot me, Gerard. But you will tell the
Marshal that I did my best.”

“ And Cortex?”

“He was less fortunate. He fell into
their hands and died horribly. If you see
that you cannot get away, Gerard, put a
bullet into your own heart. Don’t die as
Cortex did.”

I could see that his breath was failing, and
I bent low to catch his words.

You will light
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“Can you tell me anything which can help
me in my task?” I asked.

“Yes, yes ; De Pombal, He will help you.
Trust De Pombal.” With the words his
head fell back and he was dead.

“Trust De Pombal. It is good advice.”
To my amazement a man was standing at the
very side of me. So absorbed had I been
in my comrade’s words and intent on his
advice that he had crept: up without my
observing him. Now I sprang to my feet
and faced him. He was a tall, dark fellow,
black-haired, black-cyed, black-bearded, with
a long, sad face. In his hand he had a wine-
bottle and over his shoulder was slung one
of the trabucos or blunderbusses which these
fellows bear. He made no effort to unsling
it, and I understood that this was the man
to whom my dead friend had commended
me.

¢ Alas, he is gone!” said he, bending over
Duplessis. “ He fled into the wood after he
was shot, but I was fortunate enough to find
where he had fallen and to make his last
hours more easy. This couch was my
making, and I had brought this wine to
slake his thirst.”

“Sir,” said I, “in the name of France I
thank you. I am but a colonel of light
cavalry, but I am Etienne Gerard, and the
name stands for something in the French™
army. May I ask——"

“Yes, sir, I am Aloysius de Pombal,
younger brother of the famous nobleman
of that name. At present I am the first
lieutenant in the band of the guerilla chief
who is usually known as Manuelo, ‘The
Smiler.””

My word, I clapped my hand to the place
where my pistol should have been, but the
man only smiled at the gesture.

“I am his first lieutenant, but I am also
his deadly enemy,” said he. He slipped off
his jacket and pulled up his shirt as he
spoke. ‘“‘Look at this!” he cried, and he
turned upon me a back which was all scored
and lacerated with red and purple weals.
*“This is what * The Smiler’ has done to me,
a man with the noblest blood of Portugal in
my veins. What I will do to ‘The Smiler’
you have still to see.”

There was such fury in his eyes and in the
grin of his white teeth that I could no longer
doubt his truth, with that clotted and oozing
back to corroborate his words.

“1 have ten men sworn to stand by me,”
said he. “In a few days I hope to join your
army, when I have done my work here. In
the meanwhile——.” A strange change
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me to rise, and then, opening the door, he
dragged me out very roughly, and with the
aid of the fellows outside he brutally pushed
and thrust me to the place where the guerilla
chief was seated, with his rude followers
gathered round him.

A remarkable man was Manuelo, ¢ The
Smiler.” He was fat and florid and com-
fortable, with a big, clean-shaven face and a
bald head, the very model of a kindly father
of a family. As I looked at his honest smile
I could scarcely believe that this was, indeed,
the infamous ruffian whose name was a
horror through the English Army as well as
our own. It is well known that Trent, who
was a British officer, afterwards had the
fellow hanged for his brutalities. He sat
upon a boulder and he beamed upon me
like one who meets an old acquaintance. I
observed, however, that one of his men
leaned upon a long saw, and the sight was
enough to cure me of all delusions.

“ Good evening, Colonel Gerard,” said he.
“We have been highly honoured by General
Massena’s staff: Major Cortex one day,
Colonel Duplessis the next, and now Colonel
Gerard. Possibly the Marshal himself may
be induced to honour us with a visit. You
have seen Duplessis, I understand. Cortex
you will find nailed to a tree down yonder.
It only remains to be decided how we can
best dispose of yourself.”

It was not a cheering speech ; but all the
time his fat face was wreathed in smiles, and
he lisped out his words in the most mincing
and amiable fashion. Now, however, he
suddenly leaned forward, and I read a very
real intensity in his eyes.

‘““Colonel Gerard,” said he, *I cannot pro-
mise you your life, for it is not our custom,
but I can give you an easy death or I
can give you a terrible one. Which shall
it be?”

“What do you wish me to do in ex-
change?”

“If you would die easy I ask you to give
me truthful answers to the questions which I
ask.”

A sudden thought flashed through my
mind.

“You wish to kill me,” said I; *it cannot
matter to you how I die. If I answer your
questions, will you let me choose the manner
of my own death?”

“Yes, I will,” said he, “so long as it is
before midnight to-night.”

“Swear it !” I cried.

“The word of a Portuguese gentleman is
sufficient,” said he.
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“Not a word will T say until you have
sworn it.”

He flushed with anger and his eyes swept
round towards the saw. But he understood
from my tone that I meant what I said, and
that I was not a man to be bullied into sub-
mission. He pulled a cross from under his
zammara or jacket of black sheepskin.

“1 swear it,” said he.

Oh, my joy as I heard the words! What
an end—what an end for the first swordsman
of France! I could have laughed with
delight at the thought.

“ Now, your questions ! ” said I.

“You swear in turn to answer them
truly ?”

“I do, upon the honour of a gentleman
and a soldier.” It was, as you perceive, a
terrible thing that I promised, but what was
it compared to what I might gain by com-
pliance ? '

“This is a very fair and a very interesting
bargain,” said he, taking a note-book from
his pocket. “Would you kindly turn your
gaze towards the French camp?”

Following the direction of his gesture, I
turned and looked down upon the camp in
the plain beneath us. In spite of the
fifteen miles, one could in that clear atmo-
sphere see every detail with the utmost
distinctness. There were the long squares
of our tents and our huts, with the cavalry
lines and the dark patches which marked the
ten batteries of artillery. How sad to think
of my magnificent regiment waiting down
yonder, and to know that they would never
see their colonel again! With one squadron
of them I could have swept all these cut-
throats off the face of the earth. My eager
eyes filled with tears as I looked at the
corner of the camp where I knew that there
were eight hundred men, any one of whom
would have died for his colonel. But my
sadness vanished when I saw beyond the
tents the plumes of smoke which marked the
head-quarters at Torres Novas. There was
Massena, and, please God, at the cost of my
life his mission would that night be done.
A spasm of pride and exultation filled my
breast. I should have liked to have had a
voice of thunder that I might call to them,
“Behold it is I, Etienne Gerard, who will
die in order to save the army of Clausel!”
It was, indeed, sad to think that so noble a
deed should be done, and that no one should
be there to tell the tale.

“Now,” said the brigand chief, * you see
the camp and you see also the road which
leads to Coimbra. - It is_crowded with your
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“ You said,” I answered, *“that [ must die
before midnight. I will choose, therefore,
just one minute before that hour.”

“Very good,” said he. “Such clinging to
life is rather childish, but your wishes shall
be met.”

‘“As to the method,” I added, “I love a
death which all the world can see. Put me
on yonder pile of fagots and burn me alive,
as saints and martyrs have been burned before
me. That is no common end, but one
which an Emperor might envy.”

The idea seemed to amuse him very much.
“Why not?” said he. “If Massena has
sent you to spy upon us, he may guess what
the fire upon the mountains means.”

“ Exactly,” said I. “You have hit upon
my very reason. He will guess, and all will
know, that I have died a soldier’s death.”

“] see no objection whatever,” said the
brigand, with his abominable smile. “1 will
send some goat’s flesh and wine into your

hut. The sun is sinking, and it is nearly
eight o’clock. In four hours be ready for
your end.” '

It was a beautiful world to be leaving. I
looked at the golden haze below, where the
last rays of the sinking sun shone upon the
blue waters of the winding Tagus and
gleamed upon the white sails of the English
transports.  Very beautiful it was, and very
sad to leave; but there are things more
beautiful than that. The death that is died
for the sake of others, honour, and duty, and
loyalty, and love—these are the beauties far
brighter than any which the eye can see.

My breast was filled with admiration for my -

own most noble conduct, and with wonder
whether any soul would ever come to know
how I had placed myself in the heart of the
beacon which saved the army of Clausel. 1
hoped so and I prayed so, for what a conso-
lation it would be to my mother, what an
example to the army, what a pride to my
Hussars! \When De Pombal came at last
into my hut with the food and the wine, the
first request I made him was that he would
write an account of my death and send it to
the French camp. He answered not a word,
but I ate my supper with a better appetite
fromn the thought that my glorious fate would
not be altogether unknown.

I had been there about two hours when
the door opened again, and the chief stood
looking in. I was in darkness, but a brigand
with a torch stood beside him, and I saw his
eyes and his teeth gleaming as he peered at
me.

“Ready ? " he asked.
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“It is not yet time.”

“You stand out for the last minute ?”

“ A promise is a promise.”

“Very good. Beitso. We have a little
justice to do among ourselves, for one of my
fellows has been misbehaving. e have a
strict rule of our own which is no respecter
of persons, as De Pombal here could tell
you. Do you truss him and lay him on
the fagots, De Pombal, and I will return to
see him die.”

De Pombal and the man with the torch
entered, while I heard the steps of the chief
passing away. De Pombal closed the door.

“Colonel Gerard,” said he, *“ you must trust
this man, for he is one of my party. It is
neck or nothing. We may save you yet.
But.I take a great risk, and I want a definite
promise. If we save you, will you guarantee
that we have a friendly reception in the
French camp and that all the past will be
forgotten ?” '

“I do guarantee it.”

“And I trust your honour. Now, quick,
quick, there is not an instant to lose! If
this monster returns we shall die horribly, all
three.”

I stared in amazement at what he did.
Catching up a long rope he wound it round
the body of my dead comrade, and he tied a
cloth round his mouth so as to almost cover
his face. .

“ Do you lie there ! ” he cried, and he laid
me in the place of the dead body. “I have
four of my men waiting, and they will place
this upon the beacon.” He opened the door
and gave an order. Several of the brigands
entered and bore out Duplessis. For myself
I remained upon the floor, with my mind in
a turmoil of hope and wonder.

Five minutes later De Pombal and his
men were back.

“You are laid upon the beacon,” said he ;
“I defy anyone in the world to say it is not
you, and you are so gagged and bound that
no one can expect you Lo speak or move.
Now, it only remains to carry forth the body
of Duplessis and to toss it over the Merodal
precipice.”

Two of them seized me by the head and
two by the heels and carried me, stiff and
inert, {rom the hut. As I came into the
open air I could have cried -out in my
amazement. The moon had risen above the
beacon, and there, clear outlined against its
silver light, was the figure of the man stretched
upon the top. ‘The brigands were either in
their camp or standing round the beacon, for
none of them stopped or questioncd our little
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