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us up ? I cannot account for his not having sub-
tracted from the three weeks lie spent in Spain after 
his return frora Astorga, and the three months that, 
I think, he spent in París, half-a-dozen days for so 
great an object as a victory over the English army, 
won by himself in person. My own notion is that 
he was not sure of the victory." 

Lanfrey, it is to be noted, agrees in substance with 
Wellington, that the reason assigned by Napoleón 
for the abandonment of the pursuit at Astorga was 
not the real one. The scene of the sudden arrival 
and reading of urgent despatches was a mere trick. 
Nothing had happened either in Paris or Vienna 
to change Napoleón's plans. "His real motive in 
halting," says Lanfrey, " was that he no longer per-
ceived any way of hindering the embarkation of the 
English. The decisive blow which he had announced 
with so much clamour had failed, and he did not 
care to go forty or fifty leagues farther, over terrible 
roads, merely to witness their escape, and to bring 
back, as the only trophy of so toilsome an expedi-
tion, 3000 or 4000 stragglers, vanquished by hardship 
rather than by the sword. He left this unenviable 
kind of success to Marshals Soult and Ney, and 
returned himself to Valladolid." 

There is no doubt that Napoleón was personally 
tired of the struggle in Spain. I t did not suit his 
genius. The problem was not merely how to over-
throw armies, but how to pacify a nation. This 
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needed gentleness, tact, unfailing equity, unhurry-
ing patience, and, above all, time. Napoleón loved 
to dazzle, to strike sudden blows, to crush his 
enemies as with a mere volition. He could "per
suade" only from the cannon's mouth. He was 
wearied with the slow uncertainties of the Spanish 
war—a war in which victory seemed to yield no 
result, and in which he had to contend with 
a stubborn, smouldering insurrection which knew 
neither how to resist ñor how to yield. 

In such a war Napoleón could reap no sbining 
laurels. He flew to a more dramatic field of action, 
and declared he would " conquer Spain on the Conti-
nent." But he carried from Spain a new resentment 
against the English. He had pledged himself in the 
eyes of Europe to "plant his eagles on the towers 
of Lisbon;" and this feat he had certainly not 
performed. He who had struck down Prussia in a 
campaign of eight days, after spending three months 
in Spain, contending with a nation in a sense 
without armies or generáis, had to leave it still 
unsubdued. And the explanation of it all was 
found in " those miserable En°-lish!" Moore's 
march to Sahagun had spoiled Napoleon's march 
on Lisbon. 

The temper in which Napoleón left Spain found 
expression in many ways. He charged Joseph to 
shoot, hang, or despatch to the galleys, a sufficient 
number of the population of Madrid to strike a whole-
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some terror into the city. " The rabble," lie explained 
to his milder-tempered brother, " like and respect 
only those whom they fear." Joseph, too, was 
directed to collect from Spanisli monasteries and art 
galleries fifty masterpieces of the Spanish school 
and send them to Paris. Then, having executed this 
characteristic bit of theft, and having despatched his 
Guard and the bulk of his veterans through the 
Pyrenees, Napoleón turned his disgusted baek on 
Spain. Joseph was left in nominal command of the 
French forces in the Península, which still numbered 
270,000 men. 

In a sense Joseph's position was stronger than 
before. He was again in Madrid, and nearly 30,000 
heads of families in that city had voluntarily taken 
the oath of allegiance to him. But Joseph's court, 
like the French armies, had to subsist on the country 
it had invaded. Little French coin was allowed to 
trickle through the Pyrenees to his help, and the 
unhappy Joseph could not, like a French general, 
live by open plunder. " I have not a penny to give 
any one," he wrote pathetically to his brother; " I see 
my guards still wearing the same coats I gave them 
four years ago." A king of Spain who was guilty, not 
only of the offence of not being a Spaniard, but of the 
crime of empty pockets, could hardly expect to be 
comfortable in Madrid. 

The French marshals in Spain, too, were con-
sumed by jealousy of each other. Napoleon's keen 
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brain taught him that success in Spain was im-
possible without concert amongst liis generáis; yet 
his suspicious nature made it impossible for him to 
give absolute power of control to any one, even to 
Joseph. Nominally Joseplí was in supreme eom-
mand; but each French general was instructed to 
coinmunicate independently with París, and took 
direct instructions from Napoleón. Here, then, was 
a fatal división of autbority. A French marshal 
received one set of instructions from Joseph, whom 
he despised, and another from Napoleón, whom he 
feared, but who was a long way off. Orders, too, 
which were a fortnight oíd by the time they reached 
the general to whom they were addressed, very 
naturally lost much of their valué in the course of 
transmission. They might not fit the facts which 
had arisen in the interval. 

How bitter were the feuds betwixt the French 
marshals themselves is not easily realised. It is a 
curious and significant fact that Soult, Napoleon's 
ablest and most trusted lieutenant in the Península, 
seriously entertained the plan of setting up a king-
dom of his own in Portugal. He actually printed 
at Oporto a proclamation announcing himself as 
" Nicholas L, King of Lusitania and Algarves." Later 
still Joseph accused him to Napoleón of a design for 
making himself king of Andalusia. French ofhcers 
representing Soult, it is known, approached Wel-
lington to learn whether he would aid in such plans. 
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Napoleón, in a word, wrecked French strategy in 
Spain because he could never bring himself to en-
trust to any agent power to enforce a coramon 
plan on his generáis. He tried, after a fashion 
which the Aulic Council liad made ridiculous, to 
direct operations in the ñeld from a cabinet 500 
miles distant. 

Before leaving Spain Napoleón dictated a plan of 
operations to be pursued. The supreme business was 
to drive the Englísh out of Portugal and hoist the 
French flag at Lisbon. Soult was to march from 
Corunna upon Oporto and thence to Lisbon. All 
other operations in Spain were made subordínate to 
this task. Ney was to cover Soult's Communications 
in Galicia; Víctor was to stand on guard at Merida 
ready to aid him in the swoop on Lisbon. Soult, 
Napoleón calculated, would reach Oporto on February 
5, and Lisbon on February 15. 

Soult reorganised his troops—sorely tried by the 
hardships of their pursuit of Moore and the shock of 
their defeat by him—at Corunna, where he found 
ampie warlike supplies, sent from England for the 
use of Spanish patriots. But the weather was still 
against him. The difficulty of supporting troops in 
a country smouldering with insurrection was great, 
and Soult only reached Oporto on March 27. He 
stormed that city; his soldiers broke loóse, and no 
less than 10,000 citizens or soldiers were slain in the 
horrors of that wild day. The second city in Portugal 
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was thus in French hands, and on the very day 
Soult entered Oporto — March 28 — Víctor over-
threw Cuesta with great slaughter at Medelin, while 
Sebastiani destroyed a second Spanish arrny at 
Ciudad Real. But it was now the beginning of 
April. The task of the French marshals had proved 
harder than Napoleón had guessed. Soult was to 
have been in Lisbon on February 5; that date 
was nearly two months past and he had only 
reached Oporto! 

Spanish heroism, too, had flamed up, a portent 
visible to the whole world, in the second siege of 
Saragossa. Here a city, without fortifications in a 
scientific sense, was besieged by 35,000 French troops, 
commanded in succession by Moncey, by Junot, and 
by Lannes. But Saragossa lent itself perfectly to 
the characteristic methods of Spanish warfare—the 
dogged and furious defence of street after street and 
house after house. "Every house in Saragossa," 
says Napier, "was a fort, and every family was a 
garrison." The city became one vast complex en-
tangled fortress, and never was defence more ferocious 
and more heroic. The siege lasted fifty-two days of 
open trenches, and for twenty-three of these band-
to-hand fighting raged in the streets and houses. 
Disease slew more of the unhappy and desperate 
citizens than even the sword. According to Southey, 
during those fifty-two days 5 2,000 of the inhabitants 
of Saragossa perished. The French threw 17,000 
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bombs into the city, and expended on it more than 
160,000 lbs. of gunpowder, and when, 011 February 21, 
the city surrendered, tbe population of Saragossa had 
shrunk to some 12,000 or 15,000 baggard and pest-
poisoned wretches. 

The story of Saragossa is one of the classic ex-
amples of human courage, and yet it illustrates the 
eccentric quality of Spanish valour. Spain produced 
no second Saragossa. And no one can explain why, 
out of 11,000,000 Spaniards, 50,000 in a particular 
locality should be found on fire with a courage 
which recalls Thermopylss or Albuera, whilst the 
remainder of the 11,000,000, as far as military ex-
ploits were concerned, chiefly distinguished them-
selves by the promptitude and agility with which, 
on the slightest occasion, or on no occasion at all, 
they ran away! Another Saragossa would have 
saved Spain; but none emerged! 

Meanwhile England was ruefully considering whe-
ther she should continué her efforts to help Spain. 
How generous those efforts had been may be judged 
from the circumstance that, in the six months 
between June 1808 and January 1809, England 
had despatched for the help of Spain ^3,100,000 
in hard cash, more than 200,000 muskets, 150,000 
sabres and pikes, 136 cannon and mortars, and 
150,000 barréis of gunpowder, besides vast stores 
of clothing and equipment. Two British armies had 
been employed in Spain. The first, indeed, won a 
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respectable victory, but sharply pricked British pride 
by the Convention of Cintra. The second had spoiled 
the strategy of Napoleón himself, and bad ended a 
dreadful retreat by winning tbe victory of Corunna. 
But tbe wrecks of Moore's army landed in England 
—ragged, hunger-bitten, bare-footed, visibly dying of 
hardship and disease—had sent a thrill of horror 
across the three kingdoms. Was it worth while 
maintaining a struggle so cruel and desperate, and 
one in which success seemed so remote ? 

But tbe British temper is stubborn; and Castle-
reagh, whatever his faults as a statesman, reflected 
that quality of the British temper perfectly. It was 
clear, too, that war was about to break out again on 
the Continent, where Austria believed that at last, in 
the person of the Archduke Charles, it had dis-
covered a general whose genius might rebuke that 
of Napoleón himself. This would give English arms 
in Spain a new opportunity. The French Emperor, 
fighting for existence on the Rhine or the Danube, 
eould spare no reinforcements for his legions on the 
Douro or the Tormes. 

Craddock was in command of the scanty and 
scattered British troops still in Portugal, but the 
British Cabinet turned to Wellesley for counsel. 
In a memorándum dated March 9, 1809, Wellesley 
declared that Portugal "might be defended, what
ever the result of the contest in Spain." The 
Portuguese troops, he advised, should be placed 
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under British leadership, and with 30,000 British 
troops, not only could Portugal be held, but the 
Frencb power in Spain be shaken. The British 
Cabinet accepted Wellesley's judgment, and on 
April 22 Wellesley himself landed in Lisbon to 
begin those great campaigns which have won for 
him immortal fame. 



CHAPTER XI 

A GEEAT SOLDIER 

EVERY one is familiar with Wellesley's—or rather, 
to give him henceforth the more famous and 

familiar ñame—with Wellington's appearance at this 
stage of his career: the medium-sized figure,with its air 
of ereet alertness; the black hair sprinkled with grey, 
though he was not yet forty; the steadfast eyes, the 
firm mouth, the high-bridged hawk-like nose. Welling
ton's face was not beautiful, not even very intellectual, 
ñor specially that of a soldier. The straight line from 
the temple to the curve of the jaw, it is true, gave a 
look of severe grace to one angle of his countenance. 
His sunken cheeks he owed to the loss of his teeth, 
and his scorn of the dentist's art. But, as studied in 
any familiar picture, the forehead is low, the features 
curiously immobile, while the firm thin lips shut like 
the lid of an iron chest. It is not a generous face; 
no curve in it is suggestive of sympathy. But there 
is in it a curious look of calm strength; while the 
clear hard lines, the falcon-like nose, the curving 
solid under-jaw, give—exactly as the cutwater of a 

clipper ship does—an overwhelming impression of 
127 
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swiftness and strength. I t is the face of a man who 
would cut his way through difficulties as a steel 
plañe, with the energy of steam behind it, cuts its 
way through wood; and with no more feeling than 
a steel plañe! No one will suspect Wellington of 
humour, yet Rogers, in his " Recollections," credits 
him with an almost unsuspected gaiety of mind. 
"His laugh," he says, "is easily excited, and it is 
very loud and long, like the whoop of a whooping-
cough often repeated." His very mirth, that is, was 
the mirth of a hard nature. 

Wellington had visible and great limitations. It 
would be unjust to say that he had no sympathy. 
I t is not merely that, according to one tradition, he 
wept as he saw the dead bodies lying thick on the 
breach at Badajos; or that he wept again—reluctant 
iron tears — as he heard the roll-call, sad as a 
hundred dirges, of the slain at Waterloo. Did not 
an astonished House of Lords see him weep when 
he had to announce the death of Peel? But the 
fountain of either tears or sympathy in Wellington 
lay very deep, and was not easily reached. He had 
the reserve of an aristocrat, the shy and awkward 
pride of his race, that made the expression of 
emotion hateful to him. Blunt, cool, and dry, 
sparing of praise, quick to censure, he could inspire 
confidence, but not enthusiasm, still less love. 

Yet, for military purposes, the confidence Welling
ton kindled in the rank and file of his army was 
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better, perhaps, than either enthusiasrn. or love. 
His soldiers were sure their blood would not be 
idly shed. Their general would make no blunders. 
Nobody could outwit liim. He would never fail in 
resource. He would neglect notbing. " That long-
nosed beggar that beats the French," was the phrase 
his soldiers used to describe hiin. After the bloody 
struggle of Albuera, Wellington visited the hospital 
at Elvas, crowded with the wounded of the 2<5th 
regiment. "Well, oíd 29th," he said, "I 'm sorry 
to see so many of you here." " There would have 
been fewer of us here if you had been with us ! " 
was the reply. That confidence on the part of his 
soldiers was worth more to Wellington as a general 
than great reinforcements. 

Wellington certainly lacked imagination. His 
intellect had not the range, the glow, the wizard 
gleam, the lightning-like swiftness of Napoleón. Yet 
he had great compensating qualities. There was the 
clearness as well as the hardness of a crystal in his 
intellect. If his imagination lacked wings and never 
left the solid earth, yet it was, within a narrow 
área, strangely luminous and keen, and was always 
harnessed to practica! uses. When, as a youth of 
eighteen, he received his commission as ensign ín 
the 4ist regiment, almost his first act was to cause a 
private soldier to be weighed, first in full marching 
order, with arms and accoutrements, and afterwards 
without them. He wanted to find out what the 

YOL. ni. I 
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soldier actually liad to carry. To some one, long 
afterwards, who expressed his surprise at the incident, 
he replied, "Why, I "vvas not so young as not to 
know that, since I had undertaken a profession, I 
liad better endeavour to understand it." That in-
cident expresses perfectly one feature of Wellington's 
genius, its grasp of the practical cortditions of war, 
its piercing insight into detail. 

Lord Roberts, no mean jndge, says that Wellington 
has been " underrated as a general, and overrated as 
a man;" and there is no doubt that Wellington's 
failure as a politician has long served to obscure his 
magniñcent qualities as a soldier. Some one told 
him once of Lannes' deñnition of a great general. 
" The greatest general," said Lannes, " is he who hears 
more quickly in the thunder, and sees more clearly 
in the smoke of battle than at other times." Wel
lington agreed. The highest quality in a general 
was coolness. " The perfection of practical war," he 
said, " was to move troops as steadily and coolly on 
a field of battle as on parade." " Only," added 
Wellington, " the mind, besides being cool, must have 
the art of knowing what is to be done and how to do 
it." That sentence exactly expresses his own genius 
for war. His brain in the tumult and distraction of 
a great battle had the coolness as well as the clarity 
of an ice-crystal. With all human passions at their 
highest point on every side of him, Wellington rodé 
impassive; and his blunt, unexaggerated, and homely 
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speech, with no strain of anything exalted in it, has 
the most curious effect when heard arnid the roar of, 
say, Salamanca or Waterloo. He never talked of 
" glory." If he had fought a battle under the shadow 
of the Pyramids, it would never have occurred to 
him that forty centuries from their summit were con-
templating the performance; and he certainly would 
not have introduced those forty astonished centu
ries to the British prívate, or even to his British 
generáis! 

At Guinaldo in 1811, Wellington was playing a 
desperate game of bluff, holding his ground with two 
weak divisions within reach of Marmont's army, 
60,000 strong. He did this to give Craufurd time 
to fall back. Wellington carried an unclouded face, 
while his staff was in a mood of great agitation. " You 
seem quite at your ease," said Álava to h im; " why, 
it's enough to put a man in a fever!" " I have done 
according to the very best of myjudgment all that 
can be done," said Wellington. " Therefore I care not 
either for the enemy in the front or for anything they 
may say at home." Sir William Erskine tells the 
story of how one morning, in a dense fog, a British 
división got separated from the rest of the army, 
Wellington being with it. Some prisoners were 
brought in, and then it was learnt that the entire 
French army was in their immediate front. If the 
fog lifted they were lost. Every one was disturbed; 
but all that Wellington said was, in the coolest tones, 
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" Oh, they are all there, are they ? Well, we must 
miad a little what we are about, then!" 

A hundred stories might be told illustrative of 
Wellington's cool, blunt, and, so to speak, un-
buttoned habit of speech when in the very crisis of 
a great battle. And he had pre-eminently the art of 
"knowing what was to be done and how to do it." 
He was unsurpassed, that is, in executive genius. 
Industry, method, simplicity, directness, all in the 
highest degree, these were the characteristics of his 
intellect. " Wellington," says Lanfrey, " dazzled no 
one—but he beat us !" 

Napoleón's marshals, "Wellington once said, "plan 
their campaigns just as you might make a splendid 
set of harness. I t looks very well, and answers very 
well, till it gets broken, and then you are done for! 
Now I made my campaigns of ropes; if anything 
went wrong, I tied a knot and went on." The secret 
of his success, Wellington explained again, lay in 
" the application of good sense to the circumstances 
of the moment." In another mood he attributed his 
success to " always being a quarter of an hour earlier 
than he was expected." " What is the test of a great 
general ?" Wellington was once asked,. " To know 
when to retreat and to daré to do it," was his reply. 

Wellington, though there were some unlovely 
aspects to his character, liad noble moral qualities. 
Superlatives are the natural language of poetry, and 
Tennyson's resonant and magnificent " Ode" sings 
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in notes too high even for Wellington. He was not 
quite " the last great Englishman," ñor was life for 
him a "long self-sacrifice." In his earlier years, at 
all events, Wellington had a keen ambition, and a 
quite adequate sense of his own merits. But ambition 
in him cooled as it was rewarded, instead of growing, 
after the usual human fashion, yet more hungry. 
" Truth-lover was our English Duke," says Tennyson, 
and that is the simplest statement of fact. No other 
great character in history, perhaps, ever used speech 
more simply, or had so obstinate a habit of telling 
the truth, or a more healthy contempt for lying and 
liars. I t is amusing, indeed, to find that Muffling 
in 1815, when appointed to represent the Prussian 
army on Wellington's staff, was solemnly warned by 
Gneisenau against Wellington's íncorrigible habit of 
lying! By his relations with India and his trans-
actions with the nabobs, Gneisenau told Muffling, 
Wellington had become so accustomed to duplicity 
that he was " a master in the art, and able to outwit 
the nabobs themselves." After marching and camp
ing with Wellington during the Waterloo campaign, 
however, Muffling puts on record the reverence with 
which he was inspired by Wellington's character, and 
especially by " his openness and rectitude." He put a 
higher valué, he declared, on Wellington's good word 
than on any other honour or distinction he won. 

Wellington's loyalty to duty, too, was instinctive 
and absolute, though his conception of " duty " would 
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hardly have satisfied a moralist or a poet. Welling-
ton would probably have listened with quite unconi-
preliending ears to Bishop Hooker's fine description 
of duty, "whose home is in the bosom of God, and 
whose voice is the harmony of the universe." But 
of duty as a thing to be done, the work of each day, 
the only thing possible or thinkable—of this plodding 
and home-spun virtue—Wellington had the clearest 
possible visión; it was his law of life. Some one ex-
pressed wonder once that he had accepted some post 
that seemed below his claims. " Why," he said, " I 
have eaten the King's salt, and must serve him any-
where." And duty was for him " the King's salt." 

Gleig gives a picture of Wellington amongst 
his soldiers during the desperate fighting in the 
Pyrenees. " He who rodé in front was a thin, well-
made man, apparently of middle stature, just 
past the prime of life. His dress was a plain 
grey frock, buttoned cióse to the chin; a cocked 
hat covered with oilskin; grey pantaloons, with 
boots buckled at the side, and a steel-mounted 
light sabré. Though I knew not who he was, 
there was a brightness in his eye which bespoke 
him something more than an aide-de-camp or a 
general of brigade; ñor was I long left in doubt. 
There were in the ranks many veterans who had 
served in the Peninsula during some of the earlier 
campaigns; these instantly recogniscd their oíd 
leader, and the cry ' Douro! Douro !'—the familiar 
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title given by the soldiers to the Duke of Welling-
ton—was raised. There was in his general aspect 
nothing indicative of a life spent in hardships and 
fatigues; ñor any expression of care or anxiety in 
his countenance; on the contrary, his cheek, though 
bronzed with frequent exposure to the sun, had 
on it the ruddy hue of health, whilst a smile of 
satisfaction played about his mouth, and told far 
more plainly than words could have spoken how 
perfectly he felt himself at ease." 

No ono can realise Wellington's work in the 
Península, or the magnificent intellectual qualities he 
displayed there, who does not remeniber the evil 
conditions under which that work was done. Napo
león had to reckon with no other will or judgment 
save his own. He was as absolute as Csesar. He was 
his own Minister of State, his own Commander-in-
Chief, his own Ghaneellor of the Exchequer, the solé 
fountain of promotion and honour to his army. 
Criticism never became audible to him. The trea-
sures and the forces of two-thirds of Europe were 
at his absolute disposal. He shaped his strategy 
in his own brain, made and unmade treaties at his 
mere pleasure, and moved with the uncriticised 
freedom and authority of a despot. 

Wellington, of course, enjoyed no such autocracy. 
He was the servant of a Cabinet that gave him much 
idle advice, but neither money, supplíes, ñor rein-
forcements in the measure in which he needed them. 
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" I knew," said Wellington long afterwards, " that if 
I lost 500 men without the clearest necessity, I 
should be brought upon my knees to the House of 
Commons." His allies were generáis who would not 
obey, soldiers who would not fight, and Governments 
without honour or loyalty. When the English 
Ministers of tbat day—the Portlands, the Percevals, 
the Liverpools—were weak, as after Talayera and the 
Walcheren expedition, they were ready to abandon 
Wellington; when they were strong they neglected 
him. "There was nothing regular in their policy," 
as a keen critic said, "but confusión." Repeatedly 
the war in the Peninsula was brought to the point 
of actual collapse by mere want of specie; and it 
illustrates the administrative capacity of the British 
Government that, as Wellington's brother (the 
Marquis of AVellesley) complained, they despatched 
five different agents to purchase dollars for five 
different services, without any controlling head. 
Their agents were thus bidding against each other in 
every European market, and the restrictions as to 
the price were exactly in inverse proportion to the 
importance of the service. The agent for the troops 
in Malta was permitted to offer the highest price. 
Wellington was restricted to the lowest. 

In a sense, Wellington's military operations were 
the least part of the burden that pressed on his 
brain. He had to teach English statesmen finance, 
Spanish juntas truth, the Portuguese regency honesty. 
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The civil administration of Portugal fell into his 
hands as a mere detail of the war, and because, 
otherwise, the nation would have perished beneath 
the follies and corruption of its own Government. 
Wellington had to do his great work in the Penín
sula in an atmosphere of intrigues, plots, betrayals, 
jealousies, and incredible stupidities, sueh as might 
have shattered the combinations of a Csesar, or 
wrecked the patience of William the Silent. His 
warfare with human selfishness, folly, and obstinacy, 
was more constant and exhausting than that against 
the French. 

The fighting quality of his Spanish allies has 
already been described; of the Portuguese soldiers 
it is sufficient to say that in the earlier stages of 
the war they were known amongst the British 
rank and file as " the vamosses," from vamos, 
"let us be off," which they were accustomed to 
shout before they ran away. It is curious that a 
bit of American slang can thus be traced down 
to the early Peninsular campaigns! Later the 
Portuguese rank and file under British teaching 
attained a respectable fighting quality; not quite so 
excellent, however, as might be imagined from 
Wellington's despatches. He praises them there, 
in terms in excess of their real performances, for 
the sake of encouraging them. 

Wellington, in a word, had to run counter to 
national habits,—the growth of centuries, and rooted 
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in national cliaracter—of a singularly obstínate type. 
He liad to teach Spaniards obedience, and Portuguese 
energy; to make intriguers honest, and idlers diligent, 
and tbe most loitering race in Europe prompt. And 
be bad to do all tbis without tbe usual resources of 
a great commander, witbout tbe power, tbat is, to 
promote for good service or dismiss for bad service, 
as bis personal act. 

His allies had no sympatby witb eacb otber. 
Portugal was indiflerent to the fate of Spain; Spain 
regarded Portugal witb contempt. At times, indeed, 
Wellington complained tbat Spaniards and Portu
guese hated eacb otber more tban they botb bated 
tbe Frencb. Tbe early enthusiasm with which tbe 
Englisb were welcomed in tbe Peninsula soon died out 
under tbe stern and bard experience of war. By tbe 
Portuguese of tbe upper classes, at least, tbe Britisb 
were regarded, says Napier, "as a captain regards 
galley-slaves. Tbeir strength was required to speed 
thevessel, but tbey were feared and hated." During 
tbe clouded days wben tbe Britisb fell back from 
Burgos, even the cool-headed Wellington more than 
once expressed bis fear that a civil war would break 
out between the .Portuguese peasantry on tbe one 
side and the Britisb ancl Spaniards on the other. Both 
Spanish and Portuguese generáis, during the same 
stage of the war, it may be added, were in secret com-
munication with Joseph, arranging terms of betrayal. 

Seldom, in brief, has any great general waged war 
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under inore adverse conditions than Wellington did 
in the Península. He had to frame laws, organise 
finance, administer provinces, instruct politicians in 
their own art, and keep Parliaments from meddling, 
as well as watch the strafcegy of French marshals 
and the movements of French colunins. 

Wellington carne to the Peninsula with exactly the 
training that fitted him for the campaigns before him. 
In Planders he had learned endurance and patience. 
India had taught him confidence in hirnself and 
given initiative to his tactics. I t had made him a 
diplomatist, and an unsurpassed inanager of men. 
Had he come to Spain with nothing but a soldier's 
training and a soldier's gifts, he might have failed; 
but India had taught him to be a statesman as well. 
Wellington at first, it is true, lacked one qualification 
for his task. He was ignorant of Spanish character. 
He did not know with what diligence Spanish juntas 
could lie, on what a scale Spanish generáis could blun-
der, and with what promptitude and energy Spanish 
soldiers, leaderless and undrilled, could run away. 

But he quickly learned all this. The bloody carn-
paign of Talayera taught him the lesson. The 
hunger that wasted his army, the delays that taxed 
his patience, the broken pledges that wrecked his 
strategy, burned the knowledge in. He carne back 
from his first campaign with the bitter words, " I 
have fished in many troubled waters; but Spanish 
troubled waters I will never try again!" 


