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PREF A CE.

Having been much encouraged by the rapid sale of 6000 copies of
the first editions of my book, and being urged by a number of
friends to go more deeply into the subject, I have revised and
considerably enlarged it, and hope that the following pages will
prove of interest, not only to the rising generation, but to all
thinking people. I have confined myself strictly to a narrative of
facts, whether the incidents related came under my own observation
or otherwise. A number of gentlemen have kindly given me
valuable asgistance, and I am, moreover, indebted to some of the
best military writers, having consulted Napier, Maxwell, Alison’s
“Europe,” Wellington's Despatches, &e. Historical facts are here
brought forward which, probably, few of the rising generation are
acquainted with. My object has been to compress the largest
amount of information into the smallest possible space, and to
insert in one volume some of the most surprising and interesting
events that have ever taken place on land, and in which a Briton

will glory.

Some may regard the work as of a very mixed character,
nevertheless I am in hopes that it will both interest and entertain
thousands. And here I must beg my readers to remember that the
book is submitted to their judgment as a record of facts, and not

as an attempt at fine writing.
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I took part in some of the most desperate scenes in those
arduous campaigns of the Crimea, the Indian Mutiny, and Afghan-
istan. At the Alma I was one of those who led the way up the
fatal heights; at Inkermann I was in the thick of the fight, and
was wounded; I was beside that Christian hero, Captain Hedley
Vicars, when he fell in his country’s cause, with the words on his
lips—* For England’s home and glory—follow me.” It would be
well if thousands of the fast young men of the present day took
a lesson from the life of that exemplary soldier. I was also
engaged in those memorable struggles that were carried on, night
after night and day after day, before Sebastopol; and was wounded
a second time in that bloody attack on the Redan, in which a
Norfollk man—the late General (then Colonel) Windham —gained
an immortal name. In giving my experiences during that campaign
I may in some respects seem to be repeating an * oft-told tale,”
yet, as a personal narrative, it will, I think, be new to many, and

will afford information not elsewhere to be found.

The letters to my parents from the seat of war I have ventured
here to publish, trusting they will prove interesting, especially as
many of them were written under great difficulty, in a cold, bleak

tent, with the thermometer standing at about 10° Fahrenheit.

The descriptions of the different fights, both by day and night,
particularly the storming of Sebastopol, and the aspect of the
interior of those blood-stained walls after the siege, will help to

depict in their true colours the horrors of war.

“A Peep Behind the Seenes” will, I trust, also prove interesting

to thousands.
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The list of killed and wounded of the various regiments is
anthentice, as is likewise the number of officers, non-commissioned
officers, and men who died of disease and hardships that neither

pen nor tongue can describe.

The ‘““Records of the Royal Fusiliers”—an English regiment—
and the 88th, or ‘ Connaught Rangers,” will, I feel confident,

interest many.

In the chapters on the Indian Mutiny I have narrated some of
the most atrocious deeds that were perpetrated, and shown how
vengeance was most surely meted out to the miscreants who were

guilty of them.

The d.escription of the Afghan campaign of 1863 will, I hope,
clearly prove that we had some rough work before the souns of the
Himalayas were subdued; while the manners and customs of the
people of India, which I have briefly dwelt on, will, I feel certain,

afford considerable amusement.

The list of the battles that have been fought by our army from
1704 to 1882, with the various regiments that took part in them,
will further illustrate this country’s expenditure in blood during all
those years. The losses of each regiment on the field of Waterloo
may not be known to all; while the opinion of Napoleon I. as to
where the strength of England lay deserves to be held in remem-

brance.

The Will of Peter the Great I have incidentally published, as it
may astonish many, who will, from a perusal of it, obtain a clue

to the policy pursued by Russian Statesmen to this day.
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The chapter of Curiosities may be relied upon, as containing a
record of facts, some of which will be found amusing and others
heart-rending. The mysteries of Providence I have endeavoured to

illustrate.

The ‘ Sketches of England’s Christian Heroes,”—Havelock, Vicars,
Malan, and Blackader—will, I trust, be read with attention by my

young friends, upon whom such examples should not be lost.

With confidence I now submit my work to my fellow-countrymen,
trusting that none will criticise too harshly the humble literary
efforts of one who has tried to do his duty upon many a hard-
fought field, and who is ready to do it again rather than see that

flag we love so well trampled in the dust.

T. GOWING,
Late Sergeant-Major, R.F.,
and Allahabad Garrison.



INTRODUTCTITON.

GREAT BriTary has produced a race of heroes who, in moments cf
danger and terror, have stood as “firm as the rocks of their own
native shores,” and when half the world have been arrayed against
them have fought the battles of their counfry with heroic fortitude.
We have written with no wish to foster a bellicose spirit, for we regard
war as an evil which is only endurable when the cause is just. Bnt
no love of peace should deaden our admiration of brilliant deeds, and
unquailing heroism. War, like peace, has its virtues, which only a
fanatic will under-value. Happy England no longer girds on the
sword but with a good reason. But we presume that a record of
achievements in war—victories complete and surpassing—geained by
our countrymen, our brothers, our fellow citizen-in-arms, who have
waved our triumphant standard on the Indus, the Tacus, the St.
Lawrence, and the Seine (the thunder of our guns has resounded in
China, in the mountains of the Pyrences, and on the coast of the
Black Sea)—a record which stimulates the memory of the bravest of
the brave, and brings their gallant deeds before us—will, we are
confident, prove acceptable to millions of the happy inhabitants of our
silver-coasted isle.

The natives of Britain have at all periods been celebrated for innate
courage and unshaken firmness; and the national superiority of the
British troops over those of the finest armies of Enrope, as well as the
multitudinous hosts of Asia, has been evinced in the midst of the most
imminent perils. History contains so many proofs of extraordinary
acts of bravery that no doubts can be entertained councerning the
facts which will follow in this work. '

It must be admitted that the distinguishing feature of the British
soldier is intrepidity. This quality was manifested by our forefathers
when their country was invaded by Julius Ciesar, when the undaunted



Britons rushed into the sea to attack the Roman soldiers; and although
they had little or no discipline, and were armed in an inferior manner
to their adversaries, yet their fierce and dauntless bearing intimidated
Cmsar’s favourite Tenth Legion. But their bravery was unavailing
against Cwmsar’s disciplined legions. In the course of time a military
system, with discipline and subordination, was introduced ; and British
courage being thus regulated, a full development of the national
character followed, and in the hour of need it has frequently shone
forth in all its native brillianey in a way that nothing could daunt,
nothing dismay.

The military force of the Anglo-Saxons consisted principally of
infantry. The chivalrous Thanes, noblemen and men of property,
fought on horseback, and armed and mounted a portion of their
retainers. The infantry consisted of two classes—heavy and light;
the former carried large shields, and were armed with spikes and long
broad-swords, and spears; while the latter were armed with swords
and spears only. There were also men armed with clubs, and others
with battle-axes and javelins.

The Saxon law esteemed every man a soldier, unless incapacitated
by age or physical weakness, and he was regularly trained in the use
of arms. The head of a family was the leader of all the capable males
in that family.

The line of battle of our Saxon forefathers was simple in the
extreme. The Royal standard stood in the centre ; around it gathered
the mounted Thanes, while the infantry stood in the foremost ranks
to bear the brunt of the fighting. The weapons carried by the infantry
during several reigns succeeding the Conquest were bows and arrows,
half-pikes, swords, and daggers. Armour was worn on the head and
body, and in course of time the practice became general, and men were
so completely encased in steel that it was almost impossible to slay
them. But the introduction of gunpowder for purposes of war, in the
early part of the fonrteenth century, produced a change in the arms of
both mounted and dismounted soldiers. Bows and arrows gave place
to various kinds of firearms, but the British archers continued for-
midable gentlemen to face. We find that, during the reign of Queen
Elizabeth, companies of infantry numbered from 150 to 300 men.



Each company had a colour, and were armed in five different ways. A
company formed up for attack, or defence, would appear thus:—

[COLOUR]
25 30 40 40 40 40 40 30 35
Arque- Archers. Muskets. Pikes. Halberds. Pikes. Muskets. Archers. Arque-
busiers. busiers.

It was customary to unite a number of companies into one body called
a regiment, which frequently numbered 3000 men, exclusive of officers.
Armour was gradually laid aside by the infantry in the 17th century,
as it was not proof against the musket-ball, which weighed one-tenth
of a pound.

The introduction of long knives, or bayonets, in 1672, which at first
were made to fit or serew into the muzzles of the muskets to be nsed
after the ammunition had been exhausted, soon became a great favourite
with our men. In the early part of the 17th century regiments were
reduced to 1000 men, exclusive of officers; and gunpowder, which
heretofore had been carried in flasks, was made up into cartridges and
carried in pouches, asnow. In 1764 the infantry discontinued carrying
the sword. Since then the arms of the infantry have been limited to
the musket or rifle and bayonet. The arms and equipments of the
British soldier have seldom differed materially from those of other
European States. At times, however, through neglect, the arms of
our soldiers have been inferior to those of nations against whom they
have had to contend. Such was the case at Inkermann with our
Fourth Division and Marines ; but, notwithstanding this disadvantage,
the superiority of the Briton came out in all its splendour.

Great Britain has produced a race of lion-like champions, who have

dared to confront a host of foes, and have proved themselves valiant
with any arms. At Cre¢y King Edward III., at the head of 30,000
men, defeated 100,000 renowned French veterans, completely routing
them from the field. Ten years afterwards, Edward, Prince of Wales,
at Poictiers, defeated another French army of 60,000 horse, besides
infantry, with but 14,000 of the sons of Albion, eapturing the French
King and his son upon the field. Again, on the field of Agincourt,
King Henry V., with an army of about 13,000 Britons, routed the
Constable of France, with the flower of the French nobility and 60,000
of their choicest troops. In the wars of Queen Anne the fame of the
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British army, under the unconquerable and redoultable Duke of Marl-
borough, was spread throughout the world. Witness the deeds of that
brave army in Egypt in 1801. TUnder the noble Abercrombie, there
the vainly styled ‘ Invincibles had to bow and give up the palm to
the descendants of Cre¢y. Again, we would glance at that noble army
throughout the Peninsula and the south of France, under the command
of the immortal Wellington. Here Britons, side by side with the
gallant sons of the Emerald Isle, routed their boastful enemy from
field after field, and nailed victory after victory to our glorious old
standard. We think it has been pretty clearly proved that the sons of
Albion, side by side with the noted boys of Erin’s Isle, have not
degenerated from their unconquerable forefathers who fought and
conquered at Crecy, Poictiers, Agincourt, and Blenheim. And the
determined stands made by the British army at Waterloo and Inker-
mann, againgt overwhelming odds, has ecompelled the world to admire.
We wounld not forget the achievements of the invineible bands on the
heights in front of Delhi, and at the Residency of Lucknow; also in
the recent battles in the Soudan, against multitudinous fanatics.
All engaged there proved that they were no unworthy successors of
the veterans of Marlborough, Wellington, and Clyde, who fought
and conquered on a hundred fields.

We say again that the sons of Albion of the 19th eentury can produce
a catalogue of victories, both by sea and by land, that stands unparal-
leled in the annals of the world. The fame of the deeds of the past
and present gemerations in the various battle-fields where the robust
sons of Albion and Erin’s Isle have fought and conquered surrounds
the British standard with a halo of glory. These achievements will
live in the pages of history, stimulating the rising generations to the
end of time. It has been frequently proved of late, in the hour of peril,
that they are true and loyal sons, and *‘faithful unto death.” The
rank and influence which our much beloved isle has attained among
the nations of the world have in a great measure been won for her
by her intrepid sons. And to all who have the welfare of their
ccuntry at heart we hope the following pages will prove instructive
and interesting. 5 6
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CHAPTER I

Boyhood—Enlistment—Will of FPeter the Great—Recruits’
Drill—What the Fusiliers were 30 years ago—The Young
Idea had to be taught how to Shoot—The Fusiliers depart
for the East—The Writer quickly follows them—Voyage out
—Call at Gibraltar and Malta—Landing in Turkey—Its
Scenery and People—Marching and Counter-marching—
The Unseen Enemy ¢ Cholera”’—Embark again for the
Crimea, escorted by the Fleets of England and France—
An Account of the Services of the Leader of the Crimean
Army, Lord Raglan—also of Sir G. Brown, Sir De Lacy
Evans, Sir Colin Campbell, Sir George Catheart, and the Earl
of Cardigan—Population of the British Empire—Remarkable
Battles that have been fought on Sundays—Voyage up the
Black Sea—The Russian Fleet.

I first saw the light of day in the quiet little town
of Halesworth, in Suffolk, on the 5th of April, 1834;
my parents were good Christian people, my father a
Baptist minister. I remained with them in Hales-
worth until I was about five years old, when I removed
with them to Norwich. I was brought up very com-
fortably ; my boyish days being spent at school, and, like
many more, I was for ever getting oub of one scrape
into another; evil companions led me into a number of
things which when 1 came to my senses I knew well
to be wrong, and I was fast breaking the hearts of
those who wished me well; but, thank God, I was
spared to bind up some of the wounds that I then
caused. I had my own way to a dangerous length,
through having a fond mother, who did all that lay
in her power to hide my mis-doings—which is a fault
that most boys will in after life forgive, and with
oratitude remember. Thus, year after year rolled on.

As a youth I admired much the appearance of a soldier,
B
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little thinking of all that lay behind the scenes. T had
read Nelson’s exploits from boyhood, studied all his
principal battles, and learned how he had forced our old
enemies the French to tremble before him, till
his glorious deeds made the whole Nation love and
adore him, while his last thrilling words to his men
will be remembered as long as our language endures—
“England expects that every man will do his duty,”—
a watchword that to this day inspires thousands
i whose veins runs some of the best blood of Britain.
I also read with eagerness Wellington’s brilliant
career through life, how he first beat the Indians,
ten and twelve to one, on various fields, and then
rolled them up in a masterly style at the battles of
Assaye and Argawm, returning home shortly after-
wards to find more employment for his master-mind
in Spain, Portugal, and France, and, eventually,
striking down his spiteful enemy, Napoleon, on the ever-
memorable field of Waterloo. The reader may, perhaps,
from the foregoing form some idea as to the bent of
my mind,—* Death before dishonour.”

In 1853 and the early part of 1854, as those of my
readers who are old enough will remember, the Turks
were trying to defend themselves against their ancient
foes the Russians, and thrilling accounts were appearing
n our newspapers about the different fichts at the seat
of war on the Danube. In March, 1854, the Western
Powers, England and France, declared war against
Russia, and at once rushed to the assistance of “the
sick man,” soon putting a different aspect upon the
face of affairs, and justifying the saying of that astute,
though unscrupulous, general, Napoleon I—England
and France united could dictate to the whole world.

The figchting had been racing between the © Big
Bully ” (Russia) and the “Sick Man” (Turkey) for
vpwards of twelve long months; and, although the
Turks then fought desperately for hearths and homes,
numbers began to prevail, and in despair he called
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upon England and France to assist him. All was done
that could be thought of to try and avert a general
war; kind words were used both by England and
France, but these did not avail. Russia was finally
requested to withdraw her vast armies from Turkish
soil. But, no! despotic Russia was blinded by fury.
The hereditary policy of Peter the Great was being
carried out ; the prey was at her feet, and, rather than
relinquish it, she would dare the two strongest nations
on the face of the globe. The “holy will” of Peter the
Great, I would here remind the reader, is always before
the eyes of the Czars and Statesmen of Russia; and
their over-mastering policy, let the consequences be what
they may, is, therefore, animated by a spirit of aggran-
disement. This will is worth reading, and I have taken
the liberty of transeribing it, as it supplies the key to
that erafty policy which the Muscovite power is for
ever steadily pursuing.

WILL OF PETER THE GREAT.

“In the name of the Holy and Indivisible Trinity, We,
Peter and Emperor of all the Russias, to all Our Successors on
the Throne and in the Government of the Russian Nation—
Providence has evidently designed Russia to be the Conqueror
and Ruler of all Europe, and of the World."”

He then lays down the following rules for the attainment
of that object :—

RULES.

I. The Russian Nation must be constantly on a war
footing to keep the soldiers warlike, and in good condition.
No rest must be allowed, except for the purpose of relieving
the State Finances, recruiting the army, or biding the favour-
able moment of attack. By these means peace is made
subservient to war, and war to peace, in the interest of the
aggrandisement and increasing prosperity of Russia.
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IT. Every possible means must be used to invite, from
the most cultivated Buropean States, commanders in war,
and philosophers in peace, to enable the Russian Nation to
participate in the advantages ot other nations without losing
any of its own.

ITI. No opportunity must be lost of taking part in the
affairs and disputes of Europe, especially in those of Germany,
which from its vieinity is of the most direct interest to us.

IV. Poland must be divided by keeping up constant
jealousies and confusions there, the authorities must be
gained over with money, and the Assemblies corrupted so as
to influence the election of the Kings. We must get up a
party of our own there, send Russian troops into the country
and let them sojourn there so long that they may ultimately
find a pretext for remaining there for ever:; should the
neighbouring States make difficulties, we must appease them
for the moment by allowing them a share of the territory
until we can safely resume what we have thus given away.

V. Wemust take away as much territory as possible from
Sweden, and contrive that they shall attack us first, so as to
give us a pretext for their subjugation ; with this object in
view, we must keep Sweden in opposition to Denmark, and
Denmark to Sweden, and seditiously foster their mutual
jealousies.

VI. The consorts of the Russian Princes must always be
chosen from among the German Princesses, in order to
multiply our family alliances with the Germans, and so unite
our interests with theirs; and thus, by consolidatin g our
mfluence in Germany, to cause it to attach itself spontancously
to our policy.

VII. We must be careful to keep up our commercial
alliance with England, for she is the power which has most
need of our products for her navy, and at the same time may
be of the greatest service to us in the development of our own,
We must export wood and other articles in exchange for her
gold, and establish permanent connections between her
merchants and seamen and our own.

VIII. We must keep steadily extending our frontiers
northward along the Baltic, and southward along the shores
of the Black Sea.
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IX.  We must progress as much as possible in the
direction of Constuntinople, and India ; he who can once oet
possession of these places is thereal ruler of the world. With
this view we must provoke constant quarrels, at one time
with Turkey and at another with Persia; we must establish
wharves and docks in the Euxine, and by degrees malke our-
selves masters of that sea as well as the Baltic, which is a
doubly-important clement in the success of our plan; we
must hasten the downfall of Persia and push on into the
Persian gulf, if possible re-establish the ancient commereial
intercourse with the Levant through Syria, and force our
way into the Indies, which are the store-houses of the world ;
once there we can dispense with Fnglish gold.

X. Moreover, we must take pains to establish and
maintain an intimate union with Austria, apparently coun-
tenancing herschemes for future aggrandisement in Germany,
and all the while secretly arousing the jealousies of the
minor States againgt her. In this way we must bring it to
pass that one or the other party shall seek aid from Russia,
and thus we shall exercise a sort of protectorate over the
country, which will pave the way for future supremacy.

X1. 'We must make the House of Austria interested in
the expulsion of the Turks from Burope, and we mus
neutralise its jealounsy at the capture of Constantinople,
either by pre-occupying it with a war with the old European
States, or by allowing it a share of the spoil, which we can
afterwards resume at our leisure.

XII. Wemustcollect round our House, as round a centre,
all the detached sections of Greeks which are scattered
abroad in Hungary, Turkey, and South Poland. We must
make them look to us for support, and then, by establishing
beforehand a sort of ecclesiastical supremacy, we shall pave
the way for universal sovereignty.

XIIT. When Sweden is ours, Persia vanquished, Poland
subjugated, Turkey conquered—when our armies are united,
and the Euxine and the Baltic are in the possession of our
fleets—then we must make separate and secret overtures, first
to the Court of Versailles and then to that of Vienna, to
share with them the dominion of the world. If either of
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them accept our propositions, which is certain to happen if
their ambitions and self-interest are properly worked upon,
we must make use of the one to annihilate the other ; this
done, we have only to destroy the remaining one by finding
a pretext for a quarrel, the issue of which cannot be doubtful,
as Russia will then be already in the absolute possession of
the East and of the best part of Europe.

XIV. Should the improbable case happen of both re-
jecting the propositions of Russia, then our policy will be
to set one against the other, and make them tear each other
to pieces. Russia must then watch forand seize the favourable
moment and pour her already-assembled hosts into Germany,
while two immense fleets, laden with Asiatic hordes and
conveyed by the armed squadrons of the Euxine and the
Baltie, set sail simultaneously from the Sea of Azoff and the
Harbour of Archangel, sweeping along the Mediterranean
and the Atlantic, they will overrun France on the one side,
while Germany is overpowered on the other. When these
countries are fully conquered the rest of Europe must fall—
must fall easily and without a struggle—under one yoke.
Thus Europe can and must be subjugated.

In the spirit of this extraordinary document, the
Czars of Russia have ruled and plotted ever since the
days of Peter; but the sequel of this little book will
help to prove how Holy Russia was chastised and
checkmated upon field after field, the strongest fortress
in her Empire torn from her grasp, and eventually, in
spite of her vast army, she was compelled to eat alarge
amount of humble pie, made by a pastry-cook that Peter
the Great had not thought much of, viz:—Mr. John
Bull.  The lesson thus read to her was severe enough ;
but it would appear as if in the lapse of time much of
it has been forgotten. If so, Britain’s sons may be
called upon to repeat it—and they will, too, if ever
Russia attempts to interfere with India. Mr. Bull
has a “pretty rod in pickle” for Russia or any other
power that should dare to encroach upon our Indian
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Empire ; for, if roused, we could put more men into
the field in India than Russia, with all her boasted
strength, could muster.

For the solemn sentence this day confronts Russia
on the frontier of Afghanistan, ¢ Hitherto shalt thou
come, but no farther.” The proud and dauntless Briton
exclaims, “Behind this boundary all is mine;” back!
or take the consequence of confronting a free, hnppy and
united people who number 300, 0000 )0, that do not
want to find a pretext for a qmnol with its neighbours;
but the voice of millions of faithful DBritish ~11|)J00tb
proclaims with determination we will not yield one
inch of soil to any despotic power; we offer you peace
with one hand with sincerity, and war to the knife with
the other rather than dishonour.”

i was now fast approaching my twentieth year—a
dangerous age to many unsettled in mind; and the
thnllmo' accounts that were constantly coming home
from the Fast, worked me up to try my luck as
others had done before me, so, in the early part of
January 1854, I enlisted into one of the smartest
regiments of our army, the Royal Fusiliers. 1 selected
this regiment for its noble deeds of valour under Lord
Wellington, in the Peninsular. They, the old Fusiliers,
had made our enemies, the French, shake on many a
hard-fought field. Let the reader just look over the
record of the “Battles of the British Alll‘lV or “Napier’s
Peninsula,” and he will remember the Royal Fusiliers,
as a Bllton with pride, as long as he lives. View them
at Albuera, 16th May, 1811. I would borrow Napier’s
pithy ].:Lnrrua,rre about them—*“ Nothing could stop the
’LStUDl‘:hlnC" Inf.«mtly' how, inch by inch and foot by foot,
they g cained the heights of Albuera withahorrid carnage;
swept the entire host of France from before them
gave them a parting volley, and then stood tllumplmnt
fifteen hundred unumqumablt British soldiers left out
of the proud army of England, which that morning had
exceeded six thousand combatants.” * They had not
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died for nothing,” for the French military historians
acknowledged that ever after that they approached
the British Infantry with a scared feeling of distrust,
for these never knew when they were beaten. A corps
like that might be destroyed, but not easily defeated.
Thus, my lot was cast with a regiment that had in
days of yore planted the Standard of Old England in
many a “hot corner,” and was destined to do it again.
The deeds of the good loyal old corps had been handed
down from father to son; and I found some of
the right sort of stuff in it, men that would do or
die, and dare everything that lay in their power to
keep up the reputation of the regiment, whose motto
was “ Death or Victory.”

On joining I was about 6ft. high, very active and
steady, was soon brought to the notice of my officers,
and went up the ladder of promotion pretty quickly.
A month or two after I had joined, had got over the
goose step,and had been taught how to “catch flies,” war
was declared by our Government, in conjunction with
France, against Russia. All regiments were at once
put upon a war footing, and thousands who had an
appetite for a little excitement or hard knocks, rushed
to the Standard; while those who only liked pipe-
claying and playing at soldiers, soon got out of the way
by retiring upon “urgent private affairs.”

“ War is honourable
In those who do their native rights maintain ;
In those whose swords an iron barrier are
Between the lawless spoiler and the weak.”
Baallie.

Those of my readers who are old enough will re-
member the pitch of excitement to which the blood of
Old England was worked up: the eyes of the whole
world were turned upon us; the deeds of our fore-
fathers had not been forgotten—their exploits had
astonished the civilised world; both by land and sea
they had been the admiration of all, whether friend or

¥
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foe, when led by such commanders as the immortal
Nelson and the Iron Duke. We, their descendants,
were about to face in deadly conflict the strongest and
most subtle nation of the civilized world, that could
bring into the field one million of bayonets, swayed
by despotic power. But numbers were not taken into
consideration, our only cry was “Let’s get at them.”
The Fusiliers were quickly made up to aboit one
thousand strong, and embarked at Southampton on the
5th of April, 1854, for the East, under command of an
officer who afterwards proved himself one of the bravest
of the brave, Col. Lacy Walter Yea, a soldier in every
sense of the word, both in the field and out of it; just
the right man in the right place to command such a
corps as the Royal Fusiliers.

In marching out of the Barracks at Manchester to the
railway station, one could have walked over the heads
of the people, who were wrought up to such a piteh of
excitement as almost amounted to madness. Our
inspiring band in front struck up “ The British Grena-
diers,” “The Girl I left behind me,” “ We are going far
away.” Fathers shook hands with their sons, and
bade them farewell, while mothers embraced them ; and
then the bands struck up “Cheer ! boys, cheer !” which
seemed to have a thrilling effect upon the multitude,
and to give fresh animation to the men. The expressions
from the vast crowd as our men marched along were,
“Pur them, Bill,” “Remember Old England depends
upon you, “Give them plenty of cold steel and then
pur them,” “Keep up your pecker, old boy—never say
die,” “ Leave your mark upon them if you get a chance.”
At last the noble old corps reached the railway station,
and then there were deafening shouts. Some cried,
“We'll meet again, and give you a warm reception when
you come back ;” then, after one hearty “ God bless you”
from a vast multitude, away they went behind the
iron horse. We had a number of Manchester men in
our ranks, and, although that town is noted for its peace
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principles, they let the enemy know at the Alma,
Inkermann, and throughout the Campaign, that they
knew how to fight.

Well, reader, the old Fusiliers have gone to help to
carry out the orders of our Government and Her Most
Gracious Majesty—*God bless her.” But your humble
servant is lett behind to have a little more knocked into
his head in the way of marching and counter-marching,
and the young idea had to be taught how to shoot. It
did not matter much where one went—all the talk was
about the gallant old corps, wishing them God-speed
and a safe return to their native isle. The depot was
soon removed from Manchester to Winchester, where
1 completed my drill, and with steadiness went up to
the rank of corporal; and, about the 15th of June, a
strong draft was selected to join the service companies
then in Turkey. After having passed a close medical
inspection, corporal T. G. was told off for the draft; and
1t is not an easy thing to describe my feelings. I
deemed myself, I must acknowledge, a proud man; and
felt that the honour of our dear old isle hung upon my
shoulders; I pictured myself coming home much higher
in rank, and with my breast covered with honours, the
gifts of a grateful country; but I little dreamed of the
hardships that were before me. My comrade, a good
honest Christian, quoted the following lines with a
sparkling eye, at the same time brandishing a stick
over his head :—

Not once or twice in our proud island’s st ory,
The path of duty was the way to glory.
Shakespeare.
He fell at the Alma. The Searcher of all hearts knew
well that he was more fit to face Him than I was ; his
whole life was that of a Christian from the day I first
knew him, and he was never ashamed of his colours.

We marched out of Winchester about twelve hun-
dred strong, detachments of various regiments, with a
light heart, nearly the whole of the good people of
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that city marching with us. The same scenes were
enacted as at Manchester, when the regiment went off :
we had hard work to get through the people ; there was
many a fond farewell from broken-hearted mothers,
and many a tear was shed, for all that was near and
dear to many were just off to a foreign land, to back
up the comrades whe had gone before. With a. ringing
cheer from some thousands of people wishing us God-
speed and a safe return to our native homes, away we
went, and were conveyed to Portsmouth in safe ty, duly
arriving at the Port which had in days of yore witnessed
the departureof thousands of the bravest sons of England
toreturn no more. We found the people of Portsmouth
a warm-hearted set, and they gave us a genuine
reception in sailor-like fashion. In marching through
the streets, which were thronged with pretty girls, the
bands in ivont struck up “The Girl I left behind me.”
We had various greetings as we passed on to the Dock-
yard, such as, “ Stick to them, my boys,” “ Give it them
it you get a chance, “ Remember old England depends
upon you,” “We'll not forget you.” With one tre-
mendous cheer we passed on into the Dock-yard, and
thousands ot voices joined in shouting “Farewell, God
bless you.” We soon found ourselves on board a noble
ship—about twelve hundred fine young fellows de-
termined to “do or die,” little dreaming of the hardships
we should have to encounter, hardships that no pen or
tongue can adequately describe. We cheered heartily
for Old England and England’s Queen. An old General
Officer told us to cheer when we came back, and we
replied that we would, for we were just in the right
frame of mind to carry the Standard of Old England
through thick and thin, prepared to dare all the legions
that the “Czar of all the Russias” could bring
against us, and to stand shoulder to shoulder with our
allies the French, in a foreign land. Napoleon’s words
were now to be verified. The strongest nation in the
world had thrown down the gauntlet at the feet
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of France and England, and Waterloo was now to be
avenged by our uniting against the disturber of the
peace of Europe. The following pages will prove
that, with all their boasted strength, and that
although fighting behind one of the strongest
fortifications in the whole world, the Russians came off
second best, and had to submit to the dictates of the
flag that for near one thousand years has proved itself,
under good guidance, second to none. Peter the Great,
fhoun'h he lllLIItIUDE’d the gold of England, forgot her
steel and her “dumplings” ‘that were so hard to digest,
and the haughty lecionsof Russiasoon had toenduresuch
a pounding at the hands of the sons of Albion and Gaul,
that they were glad to relinquish the prey which they
had almost within their arasp.

Well, off we went, steaming and sailing, out of
Por t%mouth with any amount of cheelmo' and r:houtmff
Next morning some of our fellows a,ppezu(,d as if one
good man could beat a dozen of them ; they looked in
a. most pitiable plight. They had not brought their
sea legs with them and it was hlowing rather fresh—
what the sailors call a nice breeze—and 1 those who could
work and eat might do so for about forty-eight hours ;
but the greater portion of those who had, only a few
hours previous, been making all the row they could,
were lying all over the declxs huddled up like so many
dying ducks. I never was sea- sick, but I have every
reason to believe, from what I have seen of it, that it is
not at all desn'ablc my comrade, a strong young man
of some twenty- four years, was quite knocked up for
some days, so I suppose I must not be too hard upon
the poor vietims of mal-de-mer. In afew days, most
of the men were all right again; we passed two
or three of our ocean bull- dogs and plenty of other
ships homeward-bound ; had nothing particular to
note, but that we were rromo out to defend a rotten
cause, a race that almost every Christian despises.
However, as soldiers we had nothing to do with
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politics,—we had simply to carry out the orders of
Her Most Gracious Majesty and her Government,

We called at the Rock and took in coal, staying
there one day, so that we had a good look at that
wonderful place, which is the eyesore of Spain, and
likely to remain so, for she will never get 1t again., It
1s iImmensely strong, nature and art having combined
to render 1t well-nigh impregnable, and our people are
not likely to be starved into a capitulation, as we con-
stantly keep there some seven years’ food for about
ten thousand troops. I do not believe an enemy’s
ship could float near it, while on the land side the
approach is very narrow and most securely defended.
At any rate, the Spaniards will scarcely be foolhardy
enough to make the attempt; if they do, they will
find it a very hard nut to crack.

Off we went again, up the Mediterranean and
on to Malta. We found it unpleasantly hot, but there
was plenty of life—the place seemed full of Maltese,
English, French, Germans, Swiss, Italians, in fact
representatives of all nations of the earth, except
Russians, and these we were on the way to look up.
Malta appears to be admirably defended; we had a
good look around it and at some of its huge forts. The
Maltese boys, or I should rather say children, much
amused us by their smartness in diving right
under the ship and coming up with a piece of
the coin of the realm in their mouths, immediately
going down again after another. I never witnessed
any one staying under water so long as these boys
did, they seemed to be quite at home paddling on
their side around the ship, in fact they appeared to
have quite an amphibious nature.

As soon as we got coal, off we went again—on to
Varna. They quickly put us on shore,and right glad
were we to get there, for it is not very comfortable in
a troopship—shut up, with scarcely standing room
constantly being pitched and tossed about, especially
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if you should happen to lose your balance and come
down “ soft upon the hard,” with your face in contact
with some of the blocks, and have a lot of sailors
grinning at you—for they do not seem to have any
pity for a poor fellow staggering about like a drunken
man.

Well, we parted with our sailors on the best of terms:
we had found them a fine jolly lot. At Varna we
found ourselves mixed up with Turks, Egyptians,
French, English, Maltese, Jews, Greeks, &c., it was a
recular Babel. Our new allies, the French, were
remarkably civil, and their artillery were fine-looking
men. We were at once marched off to join our
regiments, The old 7th formed a part of the Light,
Division under Sir G. Brown, at Monistier, about
twenty miles from Varna. Sir (. Brown was a
veteran who had won his spurs on many a hard fought
field against our old enemies the French ; but we were
now allies, and all old sores must be forgotten and
buried six feet deep; we had now one common foe—
the Russians—to face ; and shoulder to shoulder we
were about to fight. Monistier appeared a very
pleasant place. There were all sorts of sports got up
in the camp to keep up the men’s spirits, which was
much needed ; we had an unseen enemy in the midst
of us—cholera—that was daily finding and carrying oft
its victims.  We were soon away, cholera-dodging, trom
camp to camp, or place to place; it was sweeping off
our poor fellows so very fast. Our colonel looked well
after his Regiment, particularly the draft. We were
equally divided amongst the companies; they found
us plenty of work to do, making trenches, batteries,
gabions, marching and counter-marching. The French
and ourselves got on capitally, particularly the Zouaves,
whom we found a very jolly set, though they after-
wards proved themselves a troublesome lot to the
enemy. It did not matter much where we went, we
everywhere found Turkey a most unhealthy place;
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while the Turks and Bashi-Bazouks were a cut-throat
looking crew, particularly the latter. We marched
back to Varna, and it began to be rumoured that we
should soon be off somewhere else. In the early part
of August, the harbour of Varna was partly full of tran-
spor ts, lcady to ship us off’ again, and we were heartily
glad to get out of that; for we had lost a ver y great
number of men thlourrh cholera and fever. We lost
the first English ofﬁcer in Turkey, Captain A. Wallace,
who died from an injury received in a fall from his
horse while out hunting. The Turks struck me as a
queer lot, particularly the women, who did not seem
to put themselves out in the least, but were dirty and
lazy-looking.

THE LEADER OF THE CRIMEAN ARMY.

In the hour of need Britons will ever do their duty.
Our gallant Commander, Lord Raglan, K.C.B.,, or, as he
was known for many years, Lord Fitzoy Somerset, was
of noble blood, being the eighth son of the late Duke
of Beaufort, and was born in 1788. He entered the
army in 1804, being then a mere boy. Having wealth
and plenty of influence at his back, and a brilliant
spirit, he soon brought himself into notice. He was a
captain in one of the finest diseciplined regiments in
our army (the 43rd Light Infantry), which has proved
itself on many a hard-fought field second to none. At
Vimiera (August 21st, 1808) this regiment contributed
largely towards routing the proud legions of France
from the field. That meat General, \Vellmuton with
the eye of an eagle, soon detected our young hero’s
worth, and pla,ced hini on his staff, and we find him
by the side of hischief through field atter field. It wason
grim Busaco’s iron ridge (buptembu 27th, 1810) that
his Lor dship received his first wound, and it was there
that thetideof French glory wasrolled back with terrible
slaughter, upwards of 2000 being killed by the British

C
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conquering bayonet alone. Again we find our hero on
the field of Fuentes d’ Onor, May 3rd and 5th, 1811,
distinguishing himself most brilliantly—again wounded
but not subdued. We next find him, on the 6th April,
1812, foremost among the storming party at the bloody
parapets of Badajoz, fighting with determination, and
encouraging the 43rd to desperate deeds of wvalor.
How he escaped that terrible night’s slaughter was
almost a miracle, for near 5000 of our poor fellows lay in
front of those deadly breaches. Then we find him beside
his chief on the field of Salamanca, July 22nd, 1812,
taking a distinguished part on that memorable occasion.
A French officer stated that 40,000 of his unfortunate
countrymen had been rolled up and routed from the
field in forty minutes. Wellington was one too many
for Marshall Mormant, who was completely out-
generalled, and his army defeated in detail by the
conquering sons of Albion, side by side with the
heroic boys of the Emerald Isle. It was on this field
that the 88th, or Connaught Rangers, immortalized
themselves. Lord Fitzroy Somerset was to be seen in
all parts of the field, delivering orders from his com-
mander. Next we hear of him on the plains of
Vittoria, June 21st, 1813, by the side of his chief
wherever the fight was hottest, doing all that he could
to encourage and animate the men. Here it was that
the legions of France were completely routed, leaving
all their guns in the hands of the victors. This was
the most disastrous defeat the French had as yet
received; they lostall,including theirhonour, for theyran
like a flock of frightened sheep, throwing away their
arms in order to escape the devouring swords of our
Cavalry, who chased them for miles from the field.
We next trace his lordship through all the battles of
the Pyrenees—ten in number. At times Wellington
moved so quickly that Lord Fitzroy was the only one
of all his brilliant staff who could keep up with him.
Napoleon’s pet General, Soult, had to bow before the

i
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all—conquering British bayonets. Our young hero still
kept by the side of his chief and we find him on the
fields of Nevelle, Orthes, and Toulouse, adding to his
renown through all those memorable struggles, ever
prompt in performing his duties, and amongst the
foremost and the bravest of the brave ; not second,
even to the fiery Picton, Crawford, Evans, Brown,
Campbell, or Napier. He was a true type of a Briton.
It there was a “hot corner” he was sure to find it. He
had now fought his last ficht in the Peninsula.
Buonaparte had been crushed by combined Europe,
whose armies had been kept in the field by English gold
through two campaigns, viz, 1813-14. Napoleon’s
wings being clipped, he was sent to the Isle of
Klba, as a state prisoner, with an annual revenue of
6,000,000 franes to be paid by France. Peace was
signed on the 30th May, 1814, between the allied
Powers—England, Austria, Russia, and Prussia on the
one hand, and France on the other; and our young
hero returned home with his commander. But the
peace was of short duration. Napoleon burst from his
narrow prison, and once more landing in France, set the
whole of Europe in a blaze. An army was con-
sequently sent into Belgium, under command of the
Iron Duke. Lord Somerset again accompanied him,
and was present at the memorable battles of Quatre-
Bras and Waterloo, where the conqueror of nations,
backed by an army of grim Veterans, again essayed
to bid defiance to the British hosts. I must not,
however, attempt to oo into the details of those
fights now. Some of the best blood of Britain
was spilt there, and Lord Somerset was desperately
wounded ; but he helped to strike the tyrant down to
rise no more. After the lapse of only a few months,
our hero, though he left his right arm on the
field of Waterloo, again joined his chief in France, and
remained at his post till the conclusion of peace. Sub-
sequently he was employed in various capacities at
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the Horse Guards, until the breaking out of the
Crimean War, when he was selected to command the
army sent out to Turkey, and from thence to the
Crimea. I have not the slightest hesitation in saying
that his lordship was looked up to by the whole army
with veneration. Under fire he was as “cool as a
cucumber "—did not seem to put himself out in the
least ; he was very kind in his manner, but yet as
brave as lion. At the Alma his lordship was in the
thick of the fight, giving his orders as calmly as if
no bullets or shells were flying around him. At
Inkermann he sat his horse as collectedly as on parade,
although death was raging around. But, I must not
here attempt to enumerate his deeds through that trying
campaign. On the return of the victorious troops,
atter taking the Quarries and the Circular Trench, his
lordship thanked us for the manner in which we had
done our duty, and promised to report all for the
information of Her Most Gracious Majesty. Such
words when uttered by a Commander -in- Chief are
always grateful to soldiers’ ears, and go far to reward
them for any arduous labour they may have under-
gone; but praise coming from Lord Raglan was
felt to be more than ordinarily inspiring, for his
lordship was no stranger to the trying ordeal we had
just passed through. The fighting had been terrible,
and he could appreciate the manner in which his orders
had been carried out; all had been left to the bayonet.
It was then, as it had often been in his lordship’s
younger days, England and Ireland side by side.
But our noble commander’s end was now fast approach-
ing. His lordship was not at all well, although his
indomitable spirit would not yield; but the weighty
responsibility of the disastrous mishap, or repulse, of
the 18th June, 1855, was too much for him: it broke
his heart, and he sank rapidly. But, reader, “his end
was peace.” He could say with Job, “I know that my
Redeemer liveth ;7 and he quietly sank into the arms
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of that Tord and Master, whom he had not been
ashamed to tu,lxnuwledrre before men.

TIHHE GENERALS OF DIVISION.

The following is a brief statement of the vast
amount of service of the gallant veterans who com-
manded the three divisions (Light, 1st, and 2nd) that
were destined to bear the brunt of the fichting from
the Alma to the fall of Sebastopol ; :ln(] undu this
head we will include the hero of Inkermann, Sir
(. Cathceart, the commander of the 4th division.

LIEUT.-GENERAL SIR GEORGE BROWN.

The commander of the Licht Division was Lieut.-
Greneral Sir  George Bw\\n, K.C.B. Sir George
was a Scotchman. He jomned the army in 1806,
and his first service was in Sicily. He went all
through the Peninsular war, under our great captain,
W (,llmwtun and frequently dlstmguh]wd himself ;
but as he was a poor man, and had none to help
him on, he was “left out in the cold.” Others who
had plentv of cash and influence jumped over his head,
although they had never smelt powder. Sir (reorge
was 1)1e~«ent at the following battles in Portugal :—
Roliga, 17th August, lb()b, Vimiera, 21st AurTLL
1808 ; ' Almeid: a, September, 1808. At these pl‘wcﬁ he
showed the metal he was made of. The Duke acknow-
ledged that he had “done his duty,” and there it
ended. At Busaco (September 27th, 1810), he was
engaged 1n a severe hand-to-hand conflict with one of
the staff of Marshal Massena, and proved the victor.
At Badajoz he greatly distinguished himself, proving
to the whole army that he was one of the bravest of
the brave. Here he was wounded, and the Duke
again acknowledged that he had done his duty. From
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Rolica (1808) to Toulouse (10th April, 1814), in storm-
ing parties and battles in Spain, Portugal, America,
and the Netherlands, he had proved himself a cool, de-
termined man, but was still only a captain; his erime
was that he was poor; talent and bravery were not in
those days taken into consideration. But still he held
on and served his country faithfully wherever he was
sent, and the sequel will show that the fire was not all
out of him; his conduct at the Alma was grand, and at
Inkermann he gave his orders as cnolly as 1f he had
been talking to his gardener, and firmly faced the foe
until he fell wounded and 1'eluct'mtl} left the field.

LIEUT.-GENERAL SIR DE LACY EVANS.

This General had proved himself second to none
on many a hard-fought field in India, Spain, Portugal,
America, the Nethmhnds, and Spain :Lﬂ‘aln—uhue
all were brave he would lead the way. “He was an
Irishman; and his drawback, under the old dis-
pensation, was his obscure position. Mr. Evans
entered the army as a volunteer, and by his dauntless
bravery obtained a commission on the 1st February,
1807. Ie was present at the taking of Mauritius,
and for his valour was promoted to a Lieutenancy,
in December, 1808. But here he was destined to stop
for years, althourrh his conduct had been brought to
the notice of the then Commander-in- Llu(t and the
public at large, but a “piece of red tape” had got in
tront of him. He could lead the way thronnh the
deadly breach repeatedly, but that bit of red tape he
could not get over. 'lhe facts may seem incredible,
but they are true, and history will attest it. His
next service was in India, in the Deccan. IHe re-
mained in India until 1810: was engaged against
Ameer Khan, and was once more brought to notice for
hig talents and bravery, but still he remained a plain
Lieutenant. In 1812 he joined the army in Spain,
and greatly distinguished himself at the retreat from
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Burgas ; he was wounded, but kept his post through-
out the battle. At Vittoria, June 21st, 1813, his
conduct was such that he was the admiration of his
whole regiment—the 3rd Dragoons. At Salamanca he
attracted the notice of Wellington, who, unfortunately,
never troubled himself much about daring obscure
men. All he got was, “ Evans has done his duty
but he remained a Lieutenant still, Shortly after-
wards his horse was killed under him, and he
received a contusion in the fall. At Badajoz, he led
the forlorn hope, and was wounded. At San
Sebastian, he volunteered to lead the assault and was
wounded. At Toulouse (April 10th, 1814) he had two
horses killed under him, and was twice wounded.
Will it be believed that this callant veteran, so often
wounded, after all his brilliant services, remained at the
end of the Peninsular war still a Lieutenant ?  Peace
having been made with France, our hero sailed for
America with General Ross, his tellow-countryman.
At the battle of Bladensbure Mr. Evans had two horses
killed under him, and was again wounded. He received
the thanks of his commander for his conduet. The same
day, Lieut. Evans led the stormers at Washington, and
took 1t, with an enormous booty ; the upshot was the
complete rout of the enemy and the American Govern-
ment: and although General Ross did his best to
obtain promotion for Mr. Evans, the hero of Wash-
ington remained a Lieutenant still. At Baltimore the
Americans were again defeated, and Mr. Evans
was once more thanked by his commander for
the dashing manner in which he had led a portion of
the 3rd Dragoons, but no promotion followed, although
strongly recommended by the General commanding.
The next exploit of our hero was to lead a boarding
expedition at a part of the American fleet. Mr. Evans
was the only military man employed ; he was thanked
for his conduct, but there it ended. At New Orleans
our arms suffered a reverse, but Mr, Evans was said
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to have nobly done his duty. He shortly after-
wards returned to England, and was made a aptam
i (what do you t]unk reader ?) a black, or West
I ndian regiment—thus addmrr msult to injury. Well,
well, those days are past, but if this is a sample of the
‘f"ood old times,” it is a happy thing that they are long
gone by. War soon again broke out With \apolwn a,nd
Captain Evans’s services were requisitioned.  On the
field of Waterloo, he was again wounded ; and it
was acknowledwed by those in high posltlon that
Captain Evans fought with conspicuous gallantry,
leading our heavy cavalry on against \Tapoleonh
Culra,ssmw' but no further pmmotwn followed.
He next entu‘a,d the Spanish service, commanding
a British Legion, and there he Ccll.lltd all before
him. He reached the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel
in 1835, after twenty-eicht years’ service (it took
Wellington only twenty-six years to reach the 1‘3,11]{
of Field Marshal). This was the “grand old man,

who commanded us at Little Inkermann, October Qﬁth
1854. His conduct at the Alma and the two Inker—
manns, was that of a tried veteran, cool and determined
to conquer or die; the music of shot, shell, grape,
canister, and nluskctly, had not much Lﬂu:'t upon his
nerves ; but he would not throw his men’s lives away
unnuccb%amly On the morning of the 5th November,
he was on board ship at Balaclava sick, but when he
heard the booming of the guns, his pmct]scrl car knew
well that somethlng serious was going on ; the honour
of the flag he loved so well was in (Llll”’l 1, and, as a
true and 10}?&1 son of Emerald’s Isle, he at once 1zmded
and rode on to the memorable flel.d of lnlxcrmann.
Although his arm was feeble he could assist with his
counsel, for nothing could disturb his iron will but
death. He p%sul throuwh that fiery ordeal without a
scratch. He was in all pa,rts of the field, but as tran-
quil as if he was out for a ecountry ride. Such was
he hero of a hundred fights.
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MAJOR-GENERAL SIR COLIN CAMPBELL.

This hero joined the army in 1808, and few lived to
see more haid h'rhtmrr——he was a recular fire-eater.
He started from humble life, and, by dint of rough
soldiering and an unconquenr: 11)10 lnu'r touerht ]na
way to tlw top of the tree; and I may say honestly
that few officers in our army, or any other, have 1Jeu1
in half the number of battles. From 1808 to 1858 his
was one continual blaze of tlmmph in all I}lltb ot the
globe. We trace him from the field of Corunna, on
which his noble countryman, Sir John Moore, met a
soldier’s death, to the final relief and capture of
Lucknow. Neither Sir De Lacy Kvans, Sir (George
Brown, Sir Charles Napier, nor the great Dukes of
\Lullunouwh and  Wellington, ever foucht more
battles tlmn Lord Clyde; d})(l I might almost chal-
lenge the admirers of the great I\qpulum I. to show
nuch a catalogue of vietories as this ecallant son of
Scotland. In his maiden ficht he proved he was of
the right sort of stuff to make a soldier. He was
cool and collected, and evidently determined to
achieve victory or perish in the attempt. He joined
the Walcheren expedition, participating in the cruel
sufferings that destroyed nearly the whole army. It
was an ill-fated enterprise, and 1 yadly commanded—
so much for favouritism : but the less we say about 1t
the better. However, even here Sir Colin Campbell
contrived to reap some “olory”—as our neighbours
delicht to call it. From 1804 to 1814 he served under
W cllmfrton, in the Peninsula, upon field after field,
from Vimiera through such f‘l”]ll"\ as would make t]l(,
much-lauded heroes of Tel-el-Kebir blush.  We trace
him through all the great conflicts that won for his
bomm'mdu a du]\edom and compelled the nations of
Europe to respect our wlmmm old flag. The so-called

“invincible” sons of France had to w:*ld the palm to
the sons of Albion, and in struggle after struggle their
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much-vaunted battalions had to give way before our
irresistible wall of steel. Shoulder to shoulder with
Napier, Evans, and Brown, Sir Colin Campbell was
among the foremost in the forlorn hope at Ciudad
Rodrigo and Badajoz, and at the deadly breach of
San Sebastian—leading on to almost certain death ;
and, although repeatedly wounded, nothing could
daunt, nothing dismay, this valiant Highland Laddie.
He was ever prominent, and helped very materially to
achieve some of the grandest victories ever won by
British soldiers. But he was poor, and little notice
was taken of him ; it was recorded of him that he had
done his duty, and there it ceased. Nevertheless, he
carved out for himself a name that will not readily be
forgotten. The hero of San Sebastian, Chillianwallah,
Alma, Balaclava, and Lucknow will be remembered, I
fearlessly assert, not only in Scotland, but throughout
the British Empire, with pride for ages to come ; for
he was ever prominent wherever hard knocks were to
be served out, and he was acknowledged by those who
were competent to judge to be a most brilliant, heroie,
and dashing soldier. He led no end of storming parties,
and some of the most desperate forlorn hopes that ever
man undertook, in all parts of the world. Repeatedly
wounded, as I have said, his spirit was not subdued.
This gallant soldier appeared to have a charmed life,
for he always turned up at the right time and place,
to have the lion’s share of the fighting. He had a
good share of fights in India, as Colonel Campbell,
under Lord Gough. It was he who decided the
doubtful field of Chillianwallah by leading the 61st
regiment on to a rapid, though prolonged and head-
long, bayonet charge. He was wounded, but kept his
post, as he had often done before.  Again, on the field
of Goojerat he fought with the same dauntless courage,
which elicited the highest applause from the hero of
Borrosa, Lord Gough. We next find him beside the
conqueror of Scinde, Sir C. Napier. We shortly after
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trace him up to Peshawur, fighting the lawless hill
tribes, subduing thun, and 1‘et11111111u to England just
in time to take part in the Crimean expedition. = At
the Alma, he gave the finishing stroke to the Russians,
excla,llumn W 1th all the fire ot youth, and waving ]113
sword 1 1r-]1 m the air—“ We'll have none but ngh-
land lmnmts here.”  After the enemy had been routed,
Lord Raglan, in thanking him for his conduct, (le\_erl
him if t]l(_'l‘L was any thmn he could do for 111111 and
his only request was to be allowed to wear a Hu//aiumf
bonnet, which was granted. And ever after that, Sir
Colin mlr-ht be seen wearing his Highland bonnet (to
the great (lt_huht of the Highland regiments) instead
of tlu, usual hcad dress of a General. He fought
throughout that campaign, and returned home—one
would have thought, to end his days in peace, having
spent nearly half a century in the service of his
country ; but no,in 1857 the Indian Mutiny broke out.
The brightest gem in Her Most Gracious Maj jesty’s
diadem was threatening to break loose. It was he]u only
by a few desperate men, who might die, but would
never surrender. Men ot Sir Colin’s stamp were
wanting. He was sent for; and when asked how
long it would take him to prepare to proceed to
Indm to assume the command, his answer was—* In
twenty-four hours;” history w 111 tell how he rolled baclk
the Mutineers on ht,ld after fielc ad to yield tc
his conquering sword. He left thc Empire safe, and
won for himself a Field-Marshal’s baten and a P{_‘L‘ld”’e
But his end was now fast approaching ; he had iuuwht
his last fight and made his way to the top of the tree
in his old (1&}'&;. The only thing that had ]xopt this
n*mnd old helo back, had been, as they say in India,
“pice, pice,” or money, money. Red-tape is never
triendly to the poor man, no matter how brave, or
what his talents are. Sir Colin Campbell had dis-
played a dauntiess contempt of danger, wherever his

country’s honour was at stake ; and he lived to receive
D
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from his countrymen addresses of the highest thanks
and some of the most eloquent eulogies that were ever
penned or spoken about a British soldier. DBut at last
he had to ground his arms to King Death; and we may
be sure he was re: ady for the change.

LIEUT.-GENERAL SIR GEO. CATHCART.

It can be truly said of him that he was another
of Britain’s bravest sons. Ile was born in the year
1794 ; at the age of -1\t(*ml he joined the army, and
was flmmmtod to the 2nd Life Guards, remaining with
them a little over one year, when he O\Lhmmd 1to
the Gth Dragoons, or Carabineers. His whole soul
was alive to the honour of the flag of Old England, and
he seemed to long to measure his sword with the
enemies of that ﬁlf_‘f. Napoleon Buonaparte was then
at the summit of his power; and, as he was backed up
by upwards of 1,000,000 hn onets, it took brave hearts
with strong arms to subdue him. We first find young
(atheart in Russia, by the side of his father, who had
been appointed British Ambassador to the (‘ourt of
St. Petersbure. e went out as aide-de-camp to his
sire, and as such had various duties to perform. During
the invasion of Russia by Napoleon i 1312, young
Cathcart attended upon the Emperor, and engaced in
some exeiting and Im]untdnf scenes.  Ile was con-
tinually Cmplm ed carrying despatches at the peril of
his llTL" and during that momentous period was never
known to shirk his duties, but ever courageously
pressed forward, having h‘o([nentlv to swim his horses
across deep and rapid rivers, and to ride them until
they dmppcd dead beneath ]nm The Imperor of
Russia often expressed both his astonishment and his

approbation at the fortitude of our young hero. At
:lm battles of Lutzen and Beautzen he showed pro-
digious strength, activity, and courage. At the battle
of Dresden he fought desperately, and was by the

¥
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side of one of the greatest generals of the day
(Moreau), when he met a solrllol s death. Lieut.
Catheart had now shared in eight pitched battles, and
tmv number of combats. \Tapolunn had at last been

hatfed by Russia’s snow and England’s oold, had to
bow to the dictates of combined Lmnp( (uul retire to
the Isle of Elba, with the cmptv tlt]L of Emperor,
Lieut. Catheart, d]ﬂlour-h of a noble stock, had no
friend in the red-tape (JH'ICC‘ and the excuse for not
promoting him was that he had not served with the
British army—although the Russian, Prussian, and
Austrian armies had been kept in the field by means
of British gold.  But when the disturber of the
world broke from his prison-house, on the Isle of Elba,
young George was again called upon to face his o].l
enemy, and we next find him on the fields of Quatre-
Bras and Waterloo. For his valor he was promoted,
as was the hero of Washington, into a West India or
black regiment. But he was as true as steel ; he was
skilful in times of peace, and as brave as a lion in the
presence of the foe. He well-merited the highest
eulogy that could be bestowed upon a Briton. He
had only just returned from the Cape of Good Hope,
after subjugating the lawless Kaffir tribes, when the
Crimean war broke out. He had served ]115 country
for forty-four years, had passed through many a
hard- haur:ht field, and had lived to tmmph, beneath
his feet dnd silence some of the red- -tape gentlemer.,
Sir George was now well-known, and those at the head
of affairs appointed him to ommnanrl a division in the
Lnt He had been made a Knight Companion of the

sath, and had only just time to pay his homage to Her
Most Gracious Majesty and depart. His division was
not engaged at the Alma, but at Inkermann it fought
cour 1“(_'011%]1 , and it was on this field that our hero met
a rl]01 ious death. He fell while e ngaged n repulsing
one of the bloodiest attacks made by thv enemy on that
memeoerable field, Thus fell, in the hour of v 1ctorv one




20 A SOLDIER’S EXPERIENCE.

of Britain’s bravest sons; and if a chariot of fire had
been sent to carry him to the skies, he could not have
departed in a brighter blaze of glory.

Oh! forget not the field where he fell,
The truest and best of the brave.

Sir George had sprung from a family of warriors,
who had often cheered their men on to victory;
and in him Britain lost a true hero, while posterity
will point to the field on which, for England’s home
and glory, General Sir George Cathcart victoriously
fell. Inkermann will never be forgotten.

Before I close this branch of my subject, I must say
a few words about another of the commanders, and
then my non-military readers will be able to see more
clearly the advantages which money and position in
life could secure in our army.

The Earl of Cardigan did not enter the army until he
was about twenty-seven years of age. He joined the
Sth Hussars, in May, 1824, and had scarcely lea,]_ nt his
drill when he was promoted Lieutenant; in eighteen
months more was advanced to a Captaincy (but not in
a black regiment). He smoothly passed through the
different grades, and in six years from the date of
joining, found himself a Lieutenant-Colonel and Coml-
mander of a regiment. He had never smelt powder,
and, in fact, had never seen the enemies of his country ;
influence and money had done the whole. I think the
reader will agree with me that it was not a bit too soon
that the purchase system was discontinued. When the
army was formed for Turkey, in the early part of 1854,
this distinguished veteran of the ball-room was selec bed
to COIllllldllll our light cavalry brigade; and right
gallantly did he lead that brigade at ])cllrLCl&\‘d October
925th, 1854. It was a da,.shlng plece of w ork,
and he did it well; but that was the sum and
substance of his lordship’s services in the field,
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and of which we shall never hear the end. Poor old
Sir George Brown, Sir De Lacy Evans, Sir Colin
Campbell, Sir George Catheart, and a host of others
too numerous to mention, had gone through and seen
ten times as much service long before they had reached
the ripe age of twenty-one, So much for money and
position.

Pumnch, in 1855, might well put it that the Crimean
army was an army of lions led by donkeys. More
than half the officers did not know how to manceuvre
a company ; all, or nearly so, had to be left to non-
commissioned officers ; but yet it would be impossible
to dispute their bravery, for they were brave unto mad-
ness. The writer has seen them lead at the deadly
bayonet charges, and at the walls and blood-stained
parapets of Sebastopol, as freely as they would have led
off in a ball-room ; and our officers at Inkermann let
the enemy see that they knew how to fight as well
as to dance, for there was no manceuvring, nothing but
plain hard-hitting, and fair English fighting (not
cooking).

There are none more loyal than the sons of Albion,
and none more fond of secing royaltyat the head of their
fleets and armies. As far back as Cressy, fought on
the 26th August, 1346, when we gained a glorious
victory over the French, Edward III. commanded,
and there his son, the Black Prince (as he was named
from the colour of his armour) had to, and did, win
his spurs.  The last action when royalty was in com-
mand, was Dettingen, fought 27th June, 1743. There
George II. commanded. His son, the Duke of Cumber-
land, was with him and was wounded. The King and
his son were in the thick of the fight, setting a bright
example; and the same language as he used was
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adopted by the Duke of Cambridge at Inkermann, to
animate the men, namely, “Stick to them, my ]m}%
now for the honom of old England.” The galhmt
bearing of the Black Prince, pfutn ularly his behaviour
to his prisoners after the battle, was well imitated by
the Duke of Cumberland and the present Duke of
Cambridge, for they showed on each occasion the
oreatest “attention to the poor wounded prisoners.
The Duke of Cumberland refused to have his wounds
dressed or attended to in any way until the French
otficers who had been wuunrlml and taken prisoners
were first looked after. “ Begin,” said His Royal
Highness, “with that poor man, for he is more
dangerously hurt than I am.” The Duke of Cam-
bridge, at Inkermann, was in the midst of the battle
and 1t was almost a miracle how His Royal Highness
escaped ; but the British soldier has good cause to
thank God for throwing His prote Ltlll" arm around
him.  His Royal Hl”]llll”ﬁ has for many years
proved himself a ;_;m_:{l soldier’s friend, both in the
field and out of it; and, when those of royal blood
will lead, the enemy, whether black or white, may
look out, for they are going to get it hot. At Inker-
mann thmm, looked de spel a,te Our weak battalions
were bunn fairly mobbed off the field. We had no
support, except the Almighty, and He defended the
right. At times the day appeared to us to be lost;
but our troops quickly recovered themselves, at last
closed upon the enemy with the queen of weapons,
and then was seen with what determination Britons
canficht. Ata critical moment, when almost surrounded
by the overw helming numbers of the toe, His Royal
Hlfrhness' the Duke of Cambridge and a few other
(}fh(,els acgain rallied the men, (mrl on they went with
a desper cltb headlong charge. The bayonet was then
used with effect ; the vast culumns of the enemy came
on and on again, to be repeatedly hurled hack by those
who would rhe mthcr than yield an inch. Such was
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Ink-(:-mmnn, with the soldier’s friend in the thick of
of it. The Guards had a warm corner of it: if there

was one place hotter than another on that field they
got mto it.

A slight digression may here be pardoned. The
reader 1may not be aware of it, but, strange to say,
the most desperate battles t]m,t have ever been
fought have been fought on Sundays, particularly
Palm Easter, and \'\Iut-bumbss The following
are a few ot them, showing {Lly and date :——-'l]m
battle of Ravenna was fuuuht on Easter Sunday,
1512. There are two instances of battles between
the Houses of York and Lancaster. The battle of
Towton was fought on Palm Sunday. It was there
th it Warwick slew his horse, and swore to stand

r Edward to his last gasp. The victory was cained
]::y Edward, March 29th, 1461. Ten years a’[ttl the
two parties met again, at Bar net, on Easter hundav
April 14th, 1471. Warwick ]1(*1'0 fought his last hcrht
and was mortally wounded, (,:xcla,nmnw—

Lo now my glory is smear’d with dust and blood,—
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but dust and blood ?
And live we how we can, yet “die we must :

Kings and dragoons, when call’d, must come to dust.

One of the battles between Charles I. and his
Parliament was fought on Sunday, October 23rd, 1642.
I cannot pass this over without noticing a noble act of
a loving son. Sir G. Scroope fell h{rhtmu for his king,
with twenty-six wounds. Next dfu his son ol rta,me(l
leave from the king to find and fetch his poor father’s
remains.  After a long search, the boy found his
father’s body in a state of nudlty in the midst of a
heap of others; there was some warmth in it, and,
after rubbing it for some time, he improved it to
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motion; from motion to sense, and from sense to speech.
He lived for ten years afterwards, a monument to his
son’s filial affection, care, and perseverance.

The battle of Loddon Hill was fought on Sunday,
June 1st, 1679. The battle of Aghrain or Boyne was
fought on Sunday, July 12th, 1691. It was there
decided by force of arms that His Holiness the Pope
of Rome should no longer reign supreme over
the sons of Albion. Ramilies was fought on Whit-
Sunday, May 12th, 1706. There the French were
routed from the field by the Duke of Marlborough.
There was an incident in this battle, which proves
that there is nothing lost by politeness. During the
heat of the action, an officer kept bowing and taking
off his hat to His Grace the Duke of Marlborough.
He was requested to waive ceremony. While thus
bowing and scraping, a cannon ball passed over him,
and took the head off one of the Duke's staff. The
officer at once remarked : “Your Grace perceives that
one loses nothing by politeness.” It was at this battle
that the greatest General that England had ever pro-
duced had a very narrow escape. Colonel Bingfield’s
head was carried off by a cannon ball, while holding
the stirrup for the Duke to re-mount. He (the Duke)
turned to those about him, and said, Jocosely,
“ Gentlemen, that’s close shaving, but we'll see if we
cannot pay them for it before night.” The battle of
Almawza was fought on Easter Sunday, April 25th,
1707, at which. an incident occurred not generally
known. The English army was commanded by a
Frenchman, and the French army by an Englishman ,
but the Frenchmen beat the English. The battle of
Bal, or Lafield, was fought on Sunday, July 2nd, 1747.
It was here that Wolfe, the general who afterwards
won Quebec for the British Crown, let them see what
a military genius he was. This is the man whom some
of the red-tape gentlemen wanted to make George II.
believe wasmad ! “Mad,ishe ?” exclaimed the King,



A SOLDIER'S EXPERIENCE. 35

“I wish, then, that he would bite some of my other
generals.” The Peninsula War was fruitful of Sunday
fighting, The battle of Vimiera was fought on Sunday,
August 21st, 1808. Fuentes d’Onor was decided on
Sunday, May 5th, 1811.  Ciudad Rodrigo was stormed
on Sunday, January 19th, 1812, with frichttul
slaughter, Orthes was fought on Sunday, February
27th, 1814, when the French were fairly driven from
the field, 10,000 prisoners being captured. It was here
that Marshal Soult made sure that he had Wellington
for once ; and in exultation smote his thigh, exclaiming
—“ At last I have him.” But he counted his chickens
before they were hatched, for the then Light Division
snatched his expected victory from his hands. Tou-
louse, the last battle in this war, was fought on Easter
Sunday, April 10th, 1814. The Netherlands campaign
was decided at Waterloo; which battle was fought on
Sunday, June 18th, 1815. The Burmese war has two
examples of Sunday fighting. Rangoon was taken on
Easter Sunday, April 11th, 1852; and Pague on
Sunday, November 21st, 1852. Then, in the Crimea,
Inkermann, the soldiers’ battle, was fought on Sunday,
November 5th, 1854. There we kept up “Gunpowder
Plot” with a vengeance.  Sebastopol fell into the
hands of the Allies, after an unparalleled siege of
nearly twelve months, on Sunday, September 9th,
1855. The Indian Mutiny fairly broke out at Meerut
on Sunday, May 10th, 1857 ; and it was followed by
the most atrocious deeds that ever disgraced the earth.
The first battle resulting in the relief of Cawnpore by
Sir H. Havelock, took place on Sunday, July 12th, 1857.
This, I would remark, is the most astonishing battle
on record. The enemy were routed from the field,
their whole army driven from a strong position, eleven
guns captured, and the whole force scattered to the
winds, without the loss of a single British soldier.
To what is this astonishing effect to be attributed ?
Our Christian hero, Havelock, attributed it to the
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blessing of Almighty God in a righteous cause—the
cause of justice, humanity, and truth. At all events
the enemy found out at Futtehpore, that even in the
heat of a July sun, British soldiers could and would
ficht with valour and effect.

In the early part of the present century, when
Napoleon had collected an army of veterans on the
coast of France (opposite Dover), for the purpose of
invading and carrying death and destruction into this
our highly-favoured isle, our forefathers looked on with
calm indifference, putting their trust in God. All—
from the highest in the land to the humblest cottager,
were prepared to meet the then mighty legions of
France ; and, although our united population did not
exceed 18,500,000, we had 1,056,000 men in arms,
ready to give Buonaparte and his followers a warm
reception ; but he was a long-headed man, and, for
all his boasting, thought better of it. Out of this
host of 1,056,000 soldiers, over 950,000 of them were
British-born subjects, the remainder being made up by
the King's German legions. In addition to that army,
we had a fleet of upwards of 900 sail-of-the-line, fully
manned and equipped ; and all this vast armament was
exclusive of our armies in India. At the present date
the population of Great Britain numbers 35,246,562
backed up by upwards of 25,000 at Gibraltar, 150,000
at Malta, 2,337,085 at the Cape of Good Hope ; the
Dominion of Canada, 4,506,800 ; Newfoundland, nearly
200,000 ; West India Islands, 1,260,000 ; the Falkland
Islands, nearly 254,000 ; Australia and its dependencies,
nearly 3,000,000 ; and last, but not least, India, with
with its 240,935,000 of people, hundreds of thousands
of whom would rather be cut to pieces than forsake
our glorious Standard ; for they have proved us well
since the Mutiny. That country is no longer held by
a company of merchants, who try to squeeze all they
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can out of the natives; but the people are ruled by
laws as equal as those under which we are privileged
to live at home, and the same gracious Sovereign is
looked up to by its teeming millions. Then there are
our settlements in China; Ceylon with its happy and
contended population of 4,386,000 souls; hesides
numerous other colonies, stations, and possessions
scattered over the face of the globe. All these hosts
are British subjects, and Her Most Gracious Majesty
—God bless her—sways the sceptre of love over
all. ~ Now, where there is unity there is strength.
God is evidently blessing this little isle, and whilst
she remains faithful, He will help her. In round
fioures the population of the British Empire numbers
nearly 300,000,000: and, although we do not keep
up an army one (uarter as vast as the armies on
the Continent, I think I may well say that any of the
other Powers would think twice—nay, thrice—before
they venture to attack us. Let us be true to ourselves,
loyal to our beloved Sovereign, and faithful to the
God that hath protected His people in all ages. For,
reader, mark it well, we enjoy blessings in this island,
under our glorious constitution, that other nations of
the earth know nothing of.

I have spoken in plain language, or I have tried to
do so, and truth will go the furthest. It isan old saying,
that in a long war, like that we had with the French
at the end of the last and the commencement of the
present century, ending with Waterloo, good men will
shoulder themselves to the front, in spite of all obstacles,
“and now-a-days none dare ficht the time,” while the
last few months have proved that there are as good
fish in the sea as ever were caught. Old England will
not go down the hill of fame while she can produce
such true-hearted sons as Wolseley, Roberts, Wood.,
Seymour, Graham, and he who has stepped forward to
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lead the sons of Albion, H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught.
Nelson’s last signal will always be present to the minds
of his countrymen. In the hour of need Britons will,
as I have before observed, do their duty. Some
alarmists would have us believe that England is going
down the hill, and becoming an object of derision
and contempt to our Continental neighbours ; but no—

Her flag has braved a thousand years,
The battle and the breeze.

Her sailors and soldiers are ready, aye ready,
And will fight for old England, again and again,

I must get on with my story. The time was now
fast approaching for us to depart, and towards the
latter end of August we began to get ready for a move.
On the 7th of September, 1854, we sailed under sealed
orders, and left Turkey behind us.

We were now off, and it was a grand sight. Each
steamer towed two transports; a part of the fleet was
in front, a part on either side, and part behind us. We
had some eight hundred ships of various sizes, and it
seemed as 1f no power on earth were capable of
stopping us. The Russian fleet might well keep out of
our way. This voyage was truly a source of delight
to the proud and war-like feelings of a Briton. As each
ship with her consort steamed majestically up the
waters of the Bosphorus, the hills on either side echoed
for the first time with the loyal strains of England and
France. The bands in a number of ships played
“Rule Britannia,” “God Save the Queen,” and the
French and Turkish National Anthems. We dashed
past the huge forts on either side of wus, with the
Turkish, English, and French flags floating proudly to
the wind, and the guns at each fort saluting us. |
had a good look at them with a capital glass; they
appeared of an enormous size, and the guns large

]
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enougn to creep into. I have heard that no fewer than
81X midshipmen crawled into one of them to get out
of the wet; but I will not vouch for the truth of the
story. The guns are about thirty inches in diameter,
and some of them unscrew in the centre; they are
shotted with a granite ball, which is raised by a crane
and weighs about 800lbs.; while the charge consists
of about 1101bs., of powder. Sir John Duckworth had
some of his squadron sunk or destroyed by these nice
“little pills,” when he forced the Dardanelles, in 1807,
and was compelled to beat a retreat. We were only
too glad to get away from Turkey; their towns look
very well at a distance, but none of them will stand a
close inspection, for they are filthy beyond description.
We steamed up the Black Sea, bidding defiance to the
Russian Fleet. It was the first time that a British
Fleet had ever entered these waters. We spent a few
days very pleasantly — our bands every evening
playing a selection of lively airs; but at length we
cast anchor and got ready for landing. Two days’
rations were served out to each man, the meat being
cooked on board.

The composition of the Russian Fleet, which fled at
our approach, and took shelter under the guns of
Sebastopol, was as follows :—

7 120-gun Ships 4  16-gun Brigs
13 84 ,, 412 .,

3 60 ,, Frigates 6 16 ,, Schooners

1 9 32 2 8 33 79

1 82 ,, . 4 12 ,, Cutters

2 a4, . ¢ L0 4 3

2 20 ,, Corvettes 28  With one or two Guns
g - I8 . | 30  Transport Vessels.

4 18 rigs

Nearly all these ships were built in British waters, and
all on the capture of Sebastopol were sent to the
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bottom, either by our guns or by the Russians to
prevent them falling into our hands. A few that took
shedter at Nicolaieft' only escaped.

We were now approaching the enemy’s shore for
soldiering in reality, and about to find out whether
the sons nf Albion had degenerated since the da,ys of
their forefathers, who had carried our pmud tlag into
all parts of the woﬂrl, and had proved victorious both by
sea and land. The honour of old England was, we
realised, now in our hands. One good Iook at the older
men was quite enough, they meant to do or die; while
our commander, Lord R: aglan, inspired us W1th con-
fidence that he would lead us on to victory.

The reader may now prepare himself for some
rough, hard soldiering and fighting.

A TRUE BRITON WIEN THE HONOUR OF THE NATION
IS AT STAKE.

“Tis muck he dare:
And, to that danntless temper of his mind,
He hath a wisdom that doth cuide his brain
To act in safety.” —SHARSPERE.
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CHAPTER II.

Disembarkation in the Crimea—ZFirst night i the Enemy’s
Country, a night long to be remembered, no shelter—March
to the Alma—The Battle—The Fusiliers leading the Van—
Letter from the Heights to my Parents—A fair description of
that Terrible Fight—March from the Alma—Balaclava easily
taken—We take up our position in front of Sebastopol—First
Bombardment—The Battle of Balaclava—Chargeof the Light
and Heavy Brigades—Poem by Tennyson—Little Inkermann
—Letter home, 27th October, 1864—Trench Work—The
Battle of Inkermann, the soldiers’ ficht—Am Wounded—
Deseription of that Fight—Aspect of the Field after the Fight
—My Letter Home—Sent on to Malta—Letter from Her
Majesty—Notes on a Norfolk Hero at Inkermann, Sir T.
Troubridge—Who first landed in the Crimea ?

On the 14th September, 1854, we landed at Old
Fort. At a signal from the Admiral-in-chief we all
oot ready, and the first consignment of the Light
Division were soon off’ at rapid pace. It wasa toss-up
between us and a boat-load of the 2nd DBatt. Rifle
Brigade, as to who should have the honour of landing
first on the enemy’s shore; but with all due respect 1
say the Fusiliers had it, though there was not much
to boast of, as it was afterwards said the Rifles were a
very good second (see mote at the end of chapter.)
We were not opposed in landing; a few Cossacks
were looking on at a respectful distance, but made no
attempt to molest us. It would have been madness on
their part to have done so, considering the enormous
force we could have brought to bear upon them. A
company of our’s, and one or two of the Rifles, were at
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once sent forward to be on the look-out; Sir G. Brown
went with them and nearly got “nabbed;” they could
have shot him, but wanted to take him alive, believing
that he was “ a big bug;” some of our people, however,
noticed their little game, crept close up to the General,
and when the Cossacks thought of making a dash,
set to work and emptied some of their saddles, while
the remainder scampered off as fast as their horses’
legs could carry them. Sir G. Brown had thus a narrow
escape—as narrow as any he had previously experienced
in the Peninsula and elsewhere. The greater portion of
ourarmy quietly landed—the French disembarking some
little distance from us, These had their little tents
with them, and so had the small detachment of Turks
who were with us,but there was not a single tent for the
English Army—so much for management. Thousands
of Britain’s sons, who had come to fight for Queen and
Country, were thrown ashore, as it were, without
shelter of any kind.

A portion of the infantry with a few guns were first
landed ; but I must say that our condition as an army
1N an enemy’s country was pitiable in the extreme, We
had no tents, our officers had no horses, except a fow
ponies; Sir George Brown’s sleeping compartment and
dining-room were under a gun-carriage : even as bad
off as we were our position was to be envied, for,
although we were drenched to the skin, we were on
terra furma. The poor marines and sailors in the men-
of-war boats, were towing large rafts, with horses, auns,
and detachments of artillery-men, amid a heavy swell
from the sea, that was now running high—it was as
dark as pitch, the horses almost mad with excitement,
kicking and plunging. A number of poor fellows found
a watery grave, rafts being upset in the heavy surf
whilst attempting to land—the sea dashing with all
1ts majestic force upon the sandy heach, although we
could not see it. We made fires the best way we could,
with broken boats and rafts; It was asfearful night!
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When morning broke, we presented a woeful appearance ;
but we soon collected ourselves and assembled on the
common. Next day we managed to get hold of a few
country carts, or waggons, full of forage, that were
being drawn by oxen and camels. We were all
anxious to get at the enemy, and longed to try
our strength against any number of boasting
Russians. Our united army stood as follows:—English,
or rather Britons, four divisions of infantry, each
division then consisting of two brigades, each brigade
of three regiments; to each division of infantry was
attached a division of artillery, consisting of two field-
batteries, four nine-pounder guns and two twenty-four
pounder howitzers; we had a small brigade of light
cavalry with us, attached to which was a six-pounder
troop of horse-artillery; in all we mustered 26,000
men and 54 field guns. Our gallant allies, the
French, had about 24,000 men and 70 field guns. The
Turks had about 4,500 men, no guns or cavalry,
but they managed to bring tents with them. Thus
the grand total now landed, and ready for an advance
to meet the foe at all hazards, was 54,000 men, with
124 field guns. And the subsequent pages will tell
how that force often met and conquered, amidst the
storms of autumn, the snows of winter, and the heats of
summer ; nothing but death could thwart that daunt-
less host, whose leaders knew no excuses for weakness
in the day of trial. We were all ready to cry shame
on the man who would desert his country in the hour
of need—
Hail to thee, Albion, that meet’st the commotion
Of Europe as calm as thy cliffs meet the foam ;
With no bond but the law, and no bound but the ocean;
Hail, Temple of Liberty, thou art my home.

Home, home, sweet home.
Moore.

The first night in the Crimea was a night long to be
remembered by those who were there. It came on to
E
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rain in torrents, while the wind blew a perfect hurricane;
and all, from the Commanders down to the Drammer
Boys, had to stand and take it as it came. And the
rain did fall, only as it does in the tropics. We looked
next morning like a lot of drowned rats. What our
people were thmhuw about I do not know. Had the
enemy come on In str LD“th nothing could have saved
us. We were now in an enemy's countl y—that enemy
most powerful and subtle; it was known that they
were in force not far from us, though their strength
was unknown—yvet we were abbulutdy unplonded
with camp equipment or stores.

They say fortune favours the brave, and, happily,
the Russians let the opportunity slip. Next day we
were as busy as bees landing all sorts of warlike 1m-
plements—artillery, horses, shot, shell, and all that goes
to equip an army, except shelter. The “unseen enemy ”
was still with us, daily finding its victims. Our men
worked like bricks, were determined to make the best of
a bad job. We dried our clothing on the beach, and
the next night strong lines of picquets were thrown
out to prevent surprise, while we lay down, wrapped
in our cloaks. On the 16th, we still kept getting all
sorts of things on shore in readiness to meet the enemy ;
but our people seemed to forget that we were made of
flesh and blood. The French were well provided with
tents and other comforts; we still had none. On the 17th
there was the same work getting ready for a start;
but the morning of the 18th saw us on our legs
advancing up the country. We then suffered from the
want of water; what we did get was quite brackish.
On the morning of the 19th we marched fairly off,
with the French on our right. We continued to suffer
very heavily; a number of men fell out for the want
of a few drops of water, but it could not be got, and
we continued to march all day without .swhtmtr the
enemy, except only a few Cossacks, who k,ept a 1c,spect—
ful distance from wus. The Llcrht Division was 1n
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front, and we found out afterwards that was to be our
place whenever there were any hard knocks to be
served out.

It began to get a little exciting in the afternoon.
In front oi us was a handful of cavalr y art of the
11th Hussars; and presently a ]J«_Ltttl‘} of Horse
Artillery dashe d off at a break-neck pace and began
pounding away at something we could not see. \\ e
saw that day the first w rm:mh,d man on our side—
corporal of the 11th Hussars; his leg was nearly uﬂ
We soon got accustomed to such aluhts passed on, and
took no notice. As we topped the rising n1ounrl we
could see the enemy retiring; our (,m.;l,lw were still
in front, feeling the way—as they advanced the Cos-
sacks cht .\,luw]’v retumu We still advanced until it
began to get dark . when 5t1m1n picquets were thrown
out—we cullucted v»hfl,t we could to make our bivouac
fires, for we still had no tents. Some of our poor
hllowb died that night sitting round the scanty fires,
or wrapped 1n t]lLll cloaks., I shall ever remember
that night as long as I live.  We sat talking for some
little tllIlL of our homes and friends far away. My
comrade had just had about an hour’s sleep ; when on
waking he told me he had a presentiment that he
should fall in the first action. I tried to cheer him up
and drive such nonsense out of his head. I thought
he was not well, and he replied that he was very 1ll,
but should be out of all pain before to-morrow’s sun
set ; however, he was determined to do his duty, let
the consequence be what 1t might, adding, “ May the
dear Lord give me strength to do my duty for my
Queen and (Jountr;y for I could not, my boy,” grasping

hand, “bear the thought of 1)(,1110‘ branded as a
cowarrl.” Still retaining a mmmanl} grip he contmuod
“for God has washed lel my sins away in Jesus’ blood.
Come,” he continued, “let’s walk about a little ; I am
getting cold.” Afterwards, getting hold ot my arm,
he stopped, looked me full in the face, and twice re-
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peated the solemn words, “ Eternity, Eternity, know
and seek the Lord while he may be found, eall upon
Him while He is near, for you cannot tell what to-
morrow will bring forth, and it may be too late then.”
Then he lL‘PL«ltLd parts of hymns, which I had often
heard sung when a boy. I can safely say he was one
who was l(,LL(I} for anything—life or death. As he
had said, “his life was hid with Christ in God.” We
pledged that we would do all that we could for each
other in life or in death ; T little thought that his end
was S0 near.

Such were some of the men who carried the
standard that has braved the battle and the breeze for
a thousand years up the heights of Alma, and I can
say truly, that it is not the drunkard or the blackguard
who makes a thorough soldier, either in the field or
out of it. As I pmcud with my narrative, I will
give other examples—for instance, Sir H. Havelock,
Colonel Blackader , Major Malan, Lord Raglan, and
also poor Captain HUUL} Vicars, of the ()7th one of
the bravest of men, who loved the Lord with all his
heart and soul, and was not at all backward in telling
poor sinners what that Lord had done for him. As
he would often say, “ Religion is a puhunal matter; have
mercy upon me, oh God, for I am vile.”

THE BATTLE OF THE ALMA.

Well, to my story; the morning of the 20th found
us once more on our legs. Marshal St. Arnaud rode
along our line ; we cheered him most hear tily, and he
seemed to appreciate it; in passing thc 88th, the
Marshal of France e LHul out in English, “T hopf, you
will fight well to-day ;” the fire ultmu old Conmmr»ht
Ran%r at once took up the challunm and a voice
lou(ll} exclaimed “"ahlll't, your 110110111 we will, don’
we always fight well 7”7 Away we then went at a
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steady pace, until ahout mid-day—the Light and.
Second Divisions leading, in columns of brigades.  As
we approached the village of Burlark, which was on our
side of the river, or what was called the richt bank,
the blackguards set fire to it, but still we pressed on:
we by the right, the Second division by the left. We
now advanced into the valley beneath, in line, some-
times taking oround to the richt, then to the left, and
presently we were ordered to lie down to avoid the
hurricane of shot and shell that the enemy  was
pouring into us. A number of our poor fellows lay
down to rise no more ; the enemy had the range to a
nicety.  Our men’s feelings were now wrought up to
such a state that it was not an easy matter to stop
them. Up to the river we rushed, and some,—in fact
all I could see,—got ready for a swim, pulling off' their
knapsacks and camp kettles. Our men were falling
now very fast; into the river we dashed, nearly up to
our arm pits, with our ammunition and rifles on the
top of our heads to keep them dry, serambled out the
best way we could, and commenced to ascend the hill,
From east to west the enemy’s batteries were served
with rapidity, hence we were enveloped in smoke on
what may be called the glacis. We were only about
600 yards from the mouths of the guns, the thunder-
bolts of war were, therefore, not far apart, and death
loves a crowd. The havoe among the Fusiliers, both
7th and 23rd, was awful, still nothing but death could
stop that renowned Infantry. There were 14 guns of
heavy calibre just in front of us, and others on our
flanks, in all some 42 guns were raining death and
destruction upon us. A number of our poor fellows
on reaching the top of the slippery bank were shot
down and fell back dead, or were drowned in the
Alma. The two Fusilier Regiments seemed to vie
with each other in performing deeds of valor. General
Codrington waved his hat, then rode straight at
one of the embrasures, and leaped his grey Arab into
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the breastwork; others, breathless, were soon beside him.

Up we went, step by step, but with a horrid carnage.
When one gets into such a “hot corner” as this was,
one has not much time to mind his neighbours. I
could see that we were leading ; the French were on
our right, and the 23rd Fusiliers on our left. This
was Albuera repeated—the two Fusilier regiments
shoulder to shoulder—only the French were on our
right as Allies, whereas in the former battle they were
i front as bitter foes.

The fighting was now of a desperate kind. My
comrade said to me “We shall have to shift those
fellows with the bayonet, old boy,” pointing to the
Russians.  We still kept moving on, and at last General
Sir G. Brown, Brigadier Codrington, and our noble
old Colonel, called upon us for one more grand push,
and a cheer and a charge brought us to the top of the
hill. ~ Into the battery we jumped, spiked the guns,
and bayoneted or shot down the gunners; but, alas,
we were not strong enough, and we were in our turn
hurled, by an overwhelming foree, out of the battery,
and down the hill again. The old 7th halted, fronted,
and lay down, and kept up a withering fire upon the
enemy at point-blank range, which must have told
heavily upon their crowded ranks. Help was now
close at hand. Up came the Guards and Highlanders.
His Royal Highness the Duke of Cambridge was with
them, and he nobly faced the foe. He had a good
tutor in that hero of a hundred fights, Sir Colin
Campbell.  They got a warm reception, bhut still
pressed on up that fatal hill. Some will tell you that
the Guards retired, or wanted to retire; but no, up
they went manfully, step by step, both Guards and
Highlanders, and a number of other regiments of the
2nd Division, and with deafening shouts the heights
of Alma were ours. The enemy were sent reeling
from them in hot haste, with Artillery and a few
Cavalry in pursuit. If we had only had three or four
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thousand Cavalry with us, they would not have aot, off
quite so cheaply ; as it was, they got a nasty mauling,
such an one as they did not seem to appreciate.

After gaining the heights—a victory that set the
church bells of Old England ringing and gave school-
boys a holiday, we had time to count our loss. Alas,
we had paid the penalty for leading the way. We had
lett more than half our number upon the field, dead or
wounded, and one of our colours was gone, but, thank
God, the enemy had not got it; it was found upon the
field, cut into pieces, and with a heap of dead and
wounded all around it.  Kinglake, the author of “The
Crimean Campaign,” says in the boldest language that
“ Yea and his Fusiliers won the Alma.” As one of them,
[ can confirm that statement—we had to ficht against
tremendous odds. The brunt of the fighting fell upon
the first Brigade of the Light Division, as their
loss will testify. At one time the Tth Fusiliers con-
fronted a whole Russian Brigade and kept them at bay
until assistance came up. Our poor old Colonel
exclaimed, at the top of the hill, when he sounded the
assembly, “ A colour gone, and where’s my poor old
Fusiliers, my God, my God!” and he cried like a child,
wringing his hands. After the enemy had been fairly
routed, I obtained leave to go down the hill. I had
lost my comrade and I was determined to find him if
possible. I had no difficulty in tracing the way we
had advanced, tor the ground was covered with our
poor fellows—in some places sixes and sevens, at others
tens and twelves, and at other places whole ranks were
lying. “For these are deeds which shall not pass away,
and names that must not, shall not wither.”

The Russian wounded behaved in a most barbarous
manner; they made signs for a drink, and then shot
the man who gave it them. My attention was drawn to
one nasty case. A young officer of the 95th gave a
wounded Russian a little brandy out of his flask, and
was turning to walk away, when the fellow shot him
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mortally; I would have settled with him for his brutish
conduct, but one of our men, who happened to be close to
him, at once gave him his bayonet, and despatched him.
I went up to the young officer, and finding he was still
alive, placed him 1n as comfortable a position as I could,
and then left him, to look for my comrade. I found
him close to the river, dead ; he had been shot in the
mouth and left breast, and death must have been in-
stantaneous. He was now in the presence of his
glorified Captain. He was as brave as a lion, but a
faithful disciple. He could not have gone 100 yards
from the spot where he told me we should “have to
shift those fellows with the bayonet.” I sat down
beside him, and thought my heart would break as I
recalled some of his sayings, particularly his talk to
me at midnight of the 19th ; this was about six p.am.,
on the 20th. T have every reason to believe that he
was prepared for the change. I buried him, with the
assistance of two or three of our men. We laid him
in his grave, with nothing but an overcoat wrapped
around him, and then left him with a heavy heart.

In passing up the hill I had provided myself with
all the water bottles I could, from the dead, in order
to help to revive the wounded as much as possible. I
visited the young officer whom I saw shot by the
wounded Russian, and found he was out of all pain :
he had passed into the presence of a Just and holy God.
The sights all the way were sickening. The sailors
were taking off the wounded as fast as possible, but
many lay there all night, just as they had fallen. Dear
reader, such is war. I rejoined my regiment on the top
of the hill, and was made Sergeant that night. We
remained on the hill until the 23rd, and lost a number
of men from cholera.

The 21st and 22nd were spent in collecting the
wounded—both friend and foe. Our’s were at once
put on board ship and sent to Scutari ; some hundreds
of the enemy were collected in a vineyard on the slopes,

h
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the dead were buried in large pits—and a very mourn-
ful and ghastly sight it was, for many had been
literally cut to pieces. It was a difficult matter really
to find out what had killed some of them. Here men
were found in positions as if in the act of firing ; there,
as 1f they had fallen asleep ; and all over the field the
dead were lying in every position it was possible for
men to assume. Some of those who had met death at
the point of the bayonet, presented a picture painful
to look upon ; others were actually smiling. Such was
the field of the Alma.

The first battle was now over, and as I wrote to my
parents from the heights, I thanked God I was still in
the land of the living, and what’s more with a whole
skin (except an abrasion on the head caused by a stone),
which a few hours before had appeared impossible. The
three regiments that led the way suffered fearfully,
the 7th Royal Fusiliers on the right, the 23rd Royal
Welsh Fusiliers in the centre, and the 33rd on the left.
Any one of these three Regiment suffered more than
the whole brigade of Guards or Highlanders combined ;
not that I wish to speak disparagingly of the gallant
Guards or the noble Highlanders, I only wish to show
on whom the brunt of the fighting fell.

I saw the Heights of Alma on the 20th September,
Then the maiden British army first faced the foe,
Then the Russian bear, with all his ugly cubs,
Was taught to use his heels, as fast as he could go.

Volumes could be written upon the Alma—the battle
that opened the guns of France and England in unison,
but I must confine my narrative to what actually
passed under my own eyes, or in my own regiment.
Canrobert, a French Marshal, might well in the excite-
ment exclaim, “I should like to command an English
Division for a campaign, and it would be the d
take the hindmost; I feel that I could then attain my
highest ambition!” A Russian wounded General,
in giving up his sword, as prisoner of war, stated
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that they were confident of holding their position for
some days no matter what force the Allies could bring
against them, adding that they came to ficht men and
not devils.  Prince Menschikoff' quitted the field in a
hurry, for he left his carriage behind and all his state
papers. He, poor man, had to eat a lot of humble pie,
and we are told that he was furiously mad. He had been
over confident that he could hold us in check for three
weeks, and then put us all into the sea; he just held
the heights for three hours after the attack commenced.
Ladies even came out of Sebastopol to witness the
destruction of the Allies; but I fancy their flicht must
have been most distressing, while their feelings were
not to be envied.

The Russian officers were gentlemen, but their men
were perfect fiends. The night after the battle and the
following morning, this was proved in a number of
cases, by their shooting down our men just after they
had done all they could for them. Our comrades at
once paid them for it either by shooting or bayoneting
them on the spot; this was rough justice, but it was
justice, nevertheless ; none of them lived to boast of
what they had done.

Poor Captain Monk of our’s was the talk of the
whole regiment that evening. It appears that a
Russian presented his rifle at him, close to his head.
The Captain at once parried it and cut the man down.
A Russian officer then tackled him in single combat,
and he quietly knocked him down with his fist, with
others right and left of him, until he had a heap all
round him, and at last fell dead in the midst of them.
Sir G. Brown’s horse was shot from under him just in
front of wus, but that fire-eating old warrior soon
collected himself, jumped up waving his sword and
shouting, “Fusiliers, I am all richt, follow me, and
I'll remember you for it!” and then, as Marshal Ney
did at Waterloo, led the way up that fatal hill on foot,
animating the men to the performance of deeds of valour.
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Britons, where is the man who would not respond to
such a call 2 The eyes of the civilized world were
upon us. Up the hill we went, for our blood was up
and the strength of all the Russians could not stop us
they might call us red devils if they liked, we were
determined to do our duty for Queen and country.
We remained on the heights until the 23rd. The 57th
Joined us there, just too late for the battle; but the
old “die-hards” left their marks upon the enemy at
Inkermann and throughout the stege of Sebastopol.

The following letter, written immediately after the
battle, will, perhaps, prove interesting here :—

Heights of Alma,
September 20-21, 1854,
My Dear Parents,

I wrote you from Turkey that T would most
likely tell you a little about the enemy before long. Well, we
have met them and given them a good sound drubbing at the
above-named place ; and thank God, T am still in the land of
the living, and, what's more, with a whole skin, which a few
hours ago appeared impossible. To describe my feelings in
going into action, I could not; and I hope you will excuse my
feeble attempt at deseribing the terrible fight we have just
passed through. As soon as the enemy’s round shot came
hopping along, we simply did the polite—opened out and
allowed them to pass on—there is nothing lost by politeness,
even on a battle field. As we kept advancing, we had to move
our pins to get out of their way : and presently they began to
pitch their shot and shell right amongst us, and our men
began to fall. I know that I felt horribly sick—a cold
shivering running through my veins—and T must acknowledge
that I felt very uncomfortable: but I am happy to say that
feeling passed off as soon as I began to get warm to it. It
was very exciting work, and the sights were sickening; I
hope I shall never witness such another scene. We were now
fairly under the enemy’s fire—our poor fellows began to fall
fast all around me. We had deployed into line, and lay down,
in order to avoid the hurricane of shot and shell that was being
poured into us. We still kept advancing and then lying down
again ; then we made a rush up to the river, and in we went.
I was nearly up to my arm-pits; a number of our poor fellows
were drowned, or shot down with grape and canister (that
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came amongst us like hail) while attempting to cross. How 1
got out I cannot say, as the banks were very steep and slippery.
We were now enveloped in smoke, and could not see much.
Up the hill we went, step by step, but with a fearful carnage.
The fighting now became very exciting, our Artillery playing
over our heads, and we firing and advancing all the time. The
smoke was now so great that we could hardly see what we
were doing, and our poor fellows were falling all around. It
was a dirty, rugged hill. We got mixed up with the 95th.
Some one called out, ** Come on young 95th, the old 7th are in
front.” The fighting was now desperate.* General Sir
George Brown, Brigadier Codrington, our noble Colonel
Yea, and, in fact, all our mounted officers, were encouraging
us to move on; and, at last, with a ringing cheer we topped
the heights, and into the enemy’s battery we jumped. Here
we lost a great number of our men; and, by overwhelming
numbers, we, the 25rd, 33rd, 95th, and Rifles. were mobhed
out of the battery, and a part of the way down the hill again ;
and then we had some more desperate fighting. We lay down
and blazed into their huge columns as hard as we could load
and fire; and in about twenty minutes, up came the Guards
and Highlanders and a number of other regiments; and, with
another ringing cheer for Old England, at them we went again
and re-topped the heights, routing them from their batteries.
Here I got a crack on the head with a piece of stone, which
unmanned me for a time. When I came round I found the
enemy had all bolted.

Do not let anyone see this, as they would only laugh at my
poor description of our first battle. The poor old Fusiliers
have suffered very heavily. My poor comrade was killed just
after getting out of the river. He is the one whom I have often
spoken about. I am confident that he is gone to a far better
home than this. Dear parents, what a sight the whole field
presents ! Iwould again thank God with a sincere heart for
protecting me, I hope, for some good purpose. I hope that
you will be able to make out this scrawl, as the only table I
have is a dead Russian. I went down the hill yesterday
evening and found my poor comrade dead. The wounded
Russians behaved worse than the brute beasts of the field ;
they shot some of our officers and men just after they had done
all they could for them, but they did not live long to talk of

; ! _ ¥
A nice warm reception for a prodigal son. T was not 21,

and it set me thinking of the comfortable home in Norwich that
I had left.
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what they had done, for they were at once shot or bavoneted.
On some parts of the field the killed of the poor old 7th, 23rd.
33rd, and 95th, lay thick. You will notice that I could not
finish this letter yesterday. T hope you will excuse the paper
(it’s the best I have) and likewise my poor description of our
maiden fight. You may tell them in Norwich, or anywherce
else, that your poor boy led the way up this fatal hill—for it
was the Tth Fusiliers, 23rd Fusiliers, and 33rd Duke of Wel-
lington’s, 95th, and Rifles, that led the van. The Guards and
Highlanders, and the entire 2nd Division, backed us up well.
We have still that horrible disease—Cholera—amonest us.  One
of my company died with it last night, after storming the
heights. Please send a paper. Direct, Sergeant T. Gowing,
Royal Fusiliers.
Good bye, dear parents, and God bless you all.
From your rough, but affectionate son,

T. GOWING, Royal Fusiliers.

ON THE WAY TO SEBASTOPOL.

The morning of the 23rd saw us early on our feet,
and en route for the fortress known by the world-
wide name of Sebastopol. We marched all day, our
men fast dropping out from sickness. Our first halting
place was at Katcha, where we had a splendid view.
Our friends the Cossacks kept a little in front of us.
On the 24th away we went again ; nothing partieular
occurring, except that our Unseen Enemy-—cholera—
was still in the midst of us, picking off his vietims.
The Commander-in-Chief of the French, the gallant
and gay Marshal St. Arnaud, succumbed to it. But
we pressed on; the honour of three nations being at
stake.

Nothing worthy of notice transpired until the 28th,
when we thought we were going to have another Alma,
job.  We began to get ready; Artillery and Cavalry
were ordered to the front. The enemy got a slicht
taste of the Scots Greys; a few prisoners being
captured. The Rifles got a few pop-shots at them;
but it turned out afterwards that it was the rear-guard
of the enemy. A number of things were picked up
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by our people, but the affair ended in smoke; they
evidently did not mean to try to oppose our advance—
they had once attempted it, and wanted no more of it :
so the following day we marched on without in-
terruption to the nice little village of Balaclava. We
had little or no trouble in taking it; the Russians,
however, made a slight show of resistance, for the sake
of honour. The Rifles advanced, we supporting them.
A few shots were fired ; but as soon as one or two of
our ships entered the harbour, and gave the old castle
a few shots, they gave in, and our people at once took
possession.  The harbour was speedily filled with our
shipping. Our men managed to pick up a few old
hens and a pig or two, which came in very handy for
a stew ; and we got some splendid grapes and apples.
Next day we moved up to the front of Sebastopol,
whither other divisions had gone on before us. The
slege guns were soon brought up, manned by Marines
and Jack Tars, and we quickly found out that we had
a nice little job cut out for us. We had plenty to do;
at 1t from morning until night, and often from night
again till morning, making trenches, constructing
batteries, lying out all night as eovering parties,—and
so 1t went on for some days. The enemy were no
mean foe, and they pretty well peppered us from
morning until night ; they would often fire shot after
shot from their heavy guns at a single man.  Soon
they began to collect themselves from the thrashing
at the Alma, and we had some rough little tuzzles with
them. We had as yet no tents, and consequently had
to rough it, with only an overcoat, wet or dry—but we
never were dry.

Thus day after day rolled on. Our tents at last
began to come up in driblets. Guns, shot, shell, and all
kinds of warlike implements were daily arriving.
So things proceeded until the morning of the 17th
of October, when the first shot was fired and theshall
was opened, and from six until nine a.m, they were at
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1t ; as fast as our men could load and fire it was ding-
dong hard fighting. At nine aam., one of the French
magazines went up with a crash : still our people kept
at 1t ; 1t was, as far as we could see, all fair give and
take. Our poor sailors suffered very heavily; but I
must say some of it was their own tault, for the
would persist in jumping on the top of the batteries
to see the effect of the shots; they were shot down
as soon as they got up—for the enemy's sharp-shooters
were ever on the alert. To hear some of their ex-
pressions at times would have made a pig laugh. We
had some rough work on the 17th and 1S8th. The
French fire was now nearly stopped, and all the
enemy's efforts were concentrated upon us. The first
bombardment was a perfect failure.

What the battery’s guarded well,

Remains as yet impregnable—

Frowning still, frowning upon the foe.

The enemy had evidently mounted some heavy guns
during the night, for there was some verv hard
pounding; but our Blue Jackets—those Trafalgar
Lambs and Nile Chickens—stuck to it manfully—

Did you hear that British cheer
Fore and aft, fore and aft ?
Nothing will subdue those noble tars,
Fore and aft, fore and aft.

These brave fellows seemed weather-proof and
almost disease-proof, for whilst our men were fast
dying with cholera, brought about by exposure, the
Blue Jackets were all alive, had comparatively good
health, and seemed to enjoy the sport of “playing at
sogers.”  Captain Peel’'s men were nice © Bellerophon
Doves”  As for the United Fleets, they could not oet
in close enough to do much damage. The enemy did
not scem to eare about coming to blows with the fleet,
and, to prevent our ships from entering, they sank a
number of their largest erafts across the mouth of the

F
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harbour, thereby stopping navigation.  Our allies,
the French, proved themselves bricks, although they,
with us, suffered heavily.

THE BATTLE OF BALACLAVA.

The nights began to get very cold, and we found
that trench work was anything but comfortable,
sometimes standing up to our knees in mud and
water, the enemy pounding at us all the time. Thus
things went on day after day, until the morning
of the 25th of October, when we awoke to find
that the enemy were trying to cut off our communi-
cations at Balaclava, which brought on the battle. I
was not engaged, but was coing down that morning to
Balaclava on faticue. The Turks, whom we were
fighting and bleeding for, proved themselves worse
than useless, and even rank cowards. They ran away
from our guns without the slightest attempt at
defending them or themselves ; bolted clean off the field ;
but they found time to plunder our camp while our
men were out fighting for them.

As for the charge of our Light Brigade, it was
something grand in the extreme; it proved to the
whole world what Britons ean do when fairly aroused.
As some of them told me afterwards, they knew well
there was a mistake somewhere ; but there was the
order, and they, as Britons obeyed it—a thousand
deaths before dishonour. Few came back, and it was
a mystery how their gallant leader, the Earl of
Cardigan, ever survived. He might well have ex-
claimed, “Here goes the last of the Cardigans !”
While such men as his lordship will coolly lead the
way to death with such odds against him, we may rest
assured British soldiers will follow and leave the result
to providence. Somebody said to Nelson, on going
into the battle of the Nile, “ If we gain the day, what
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will the world say ?” The hero exclaimed, “ Gain we
shall, but who will live to tell the tale is another
thing.” A few of the Six Hundred came back : those
who died, did not die for nothing; they had taucht
the enemy a lesson, one they never afterwards torcot,
and further, they set an example that to this day is
inspiring thousands of the rising generation. Tt speaks
volumes—“ Go and do thou likewise—never say die.”
“A brave man can die but once, but a coward all his
life long.” It is not for me to comment upon the order
that led to this mad charge—whether it was right or
wrong. That a mistake was made somewhere is
palpable, but disobedience to orders cannot be tolerated
in the British army. Had Lord Lucan refused to
obey orders no consideration would have saved his
reputation, and he would in all probability have been
tried by court martial. But I am confident that the
country will long honour the memory of the noble
Six Hundred ; while Tennyson’s splendid poem will
for ever remain a fitting monument to that gallant
band. T take the liberty of here transcribing that
poem :—

THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE,

Half a league, half a league,
Half a league, onward,
All in the Valley of Death,
Rode the six hundred.
““ Forward the Light Brigade !
Charge for the guns!” he said :
Into the Valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.

““ Forward the Light Brigade!”
Was there a man dismay’d ?
Not though the soldiers knew
Some one had blunder’d :
Their’s not to make reply;
Their’s not to reason why ;
Their’s but to do and die:
Into the Valley of Death
Rode the six hundred.
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Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon in front of them
Volley’d and thunder’d ;
Stormed at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode, and well,
Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of Hell,
Rode the six hundred.

Flash’'d all their sabres bare,
Flash’'d as they turn’d in air,
Sabring the gunners there,
Charging an army, while

All the world wonder’'d ;
Plung’d in the battery-smoke,
Right through the line they broke,
Cossack and Russian
Reel’d from the sabre stroke,

Shatter’d and sunder’d.
Then they rode back, but not—

Not the six hundred.
Cannon to right of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them

Volley’'d and thunder’d ;
Storm’d at with shot and shell,
While horse and hero fell,
They that had fought so well,
Came thro’ the jaws of Death,
Back from the mouth of Hell,
All that was left of them—

Left of six hundred.

When can their glory fade ?
Oh, the wild charge they made !
All the world wonder’d.
Honour the charge they made,
Honour the Light Brigade,
Noble six hundred !

The grandest feat of arms was performed by
our Heavy Cavalry, led by General Searlett. The
Greys and Enniskillens first went at the compact mass
of the Enemy; it was a sight; they went right
through them, squadron after squadron, sabring right
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and left, only as heavy men mounted on heavy horses
would ride over a lot of donkeys, or rush through a
corn-field. Some of the spectators might well, in the
excitement, exclaim,” God help them ! They are lost!”
But not so, back they came again with a ringing
cheer, cleavmﬂ‘ their way throurrh the columns of the
enemy. About three hundred a.g(unst five thousand is
no small odds; but help was close at hand. In went
the remainder of our Heavy Cavalry like a whirl-
wind. Their shock was too much for the Russians.
Then back they came again, with a shout that struck
terror into the enemy. The French were in ecstacies of
admiration at our Heavy Cavalry—they had done
their work in a workman-like style, and our Com-
mander, Lord Raglan, sent word to say, “ Well done,
Scarlett !”

I feel that I must not leave the subject of this en-
cgagement without noticing the gallant bearing of a
handful of our Allies’ cavalry. The French rushed
to our assistance at a most critical moment. The
Chasseurs d’Afrique charged more like mad-men than
anything else ; they had witnessed the charge of the
Light Brigade, and it had had the effect of rousing
them to emulation. As each brigade or party came
back they were greeted with a hearty cheer.

All cavalry charges are desperate work ; as a rule
they are soon over; but they leave, particularly if
successful, a heavily blood-stained mark behind.

In a few minutes more the enemy got a slight taste of
the 93rd Highlanders, and after satisfying themselves
they were not all Turks who were defending our com-
munications, they retired as quickly as possible. Our
small force did not follow them up. Had the battle
continued, the 1st and 4th divisions would have had
a hand in the pie, as they were on the ground, but not
engaged. I could not remain at Balaclava, as duty
compelled me to return to my own camp, and I had
some news to tell them.
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MILITARY HEROISM,

To overcome in battle, and subdue

Nations, and bring home spoils with infinite
Manslaughter, shall be held the highest pitch
Of human glory, and for glory done

Ot triumph, to be styled great conquerors,
Patrons of mankind, gods, and sons of gods !
Destroyers rightlier call’d, and plagues of men !

Milton.
Well, reader, the charge of our Light Brigade at
Balaclava, backed up by that of the Heavies, will not
die ; 1t will be remembered when the bones of those who

there sustained the honour of our Island lie rotting in
the tomb!

LITTLE INKERMANN,

But I have something else in store. Our turn came
next day, 26th October—Little Inkermann, as our men
named it. About mid-day the enemy came out of the
town in very strong columns, and attacked us just to
the right of the Victoria Redoubt; the fighting was of
a very severe nature. The 2nd Division, under Sir De
Lacy Evans, received them first; and a part of the
Light Division had a hand init. The enemy made
cock-sure of beating us and brought trenchi ng tools with
them, but were again doomed to be disappointed. We
were hardly prepared for them ; but soon collected our-
selves, and closed upon them with the bayonet, when,
after some hard fighting, they were hurled from the field.
They paid dearly for a peep at our camp, leaving close
upon 1000 dead and wounded. They retired much
quicker than they came, with our heavy guns sweeping
them down by scores, and cutting lanes through their
columns. Our Artillery on this occasion did great execu-
tion, whilst a continuous rain of Minie rifle balls mowed
their ranks like grass, and for the finishing stroke
they got that nasty “piece of cold steel;” our huge
Lancaster guns simply killed the enemy by wholesale.
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General Bosquet kindly offered assistance, but the
reply of our commander was, “Thank you, (mnual the
enemy are alremdy d(,fc‘lted, and too happy to leave the
field to me.

The attack of the 26th was nothing more nor less
than a reconnaissance in force, preparatory to the
memorable battle of Inhermmn but 1t cost them
heavily, while we also lost a large numl)er of men. On
this field the brutal enemy (11\’[1!]”‘111\1]( d themselves by
bayoneting all our wounded that the picquets were
compelled to leave behind in falling back for a short
distance. The stand made by the p]r-quets of the 30th,
0oth, and 95th on our right was grand, for they retired
disputing every stone and bush that la,y in their way.
The following morning our commander, under a flag of
truce, reminded the Russian chief that he was at war
with (./]'lll‘ntl(ln nations, and requested him to take steps
to respect the wounded, in accordance with humanity
and the laws of civilized nations. Nevertheless, the
remonstrance did not stop their brutality. A few days
later, on the memorable field of Inkermann, the Russians
murdered almost every wounded man who had the mis-
fortune to fall into their hands. Whilst the picquets
were holding on with desperation, the Royal Wusiliers
and pmtlonb of the Royal Welsh, 33rd Duke’s Own,
and Znd battalion l\lf’lb Brigade, went with d]l speed
to the five-gun battery, to reinforce our piequets there,
and a portion of us were directed to the slopes of the
White-house ravine. We had just got into position
when we observed one of the enemy retiring towards
Sebastopol with a tunic on the muzzle of his rifle
belonging to one of the Fusiliers, who was on fatigue in
the ravine cutting wood when the attack commenced.
Having nothing to defend himself with, he had to show
his heels. One of the Rifle Brigade at once dashed off
shouting that the tunic should not go into the town.
As the Rifleman neared the Russian he turned and
brought his rifle to the present. John Bull immediately
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did the same. As luck would have it, neither of them
were capped. They closed to box, the Briton proving
the Russian’s superior at this game, and knocked him
down, jumping on the top of his antagonist : but the
Russian proved the strongest in this position, and soon
had the Rifleman under. We watched them, but dared
not fire. A corporal of the Rifles ran as fast as he
could to assist his comrade, but the Russian drew a
short sword and plunged at our man, and had his hand
raised for a second. The corporal at once dropped on
his knee and shot the Russian dead. Our men cheered
them heartily from the heights. They were both made
prisoners of by an officer, and in due course brought
before the commander of our forces, who made all
enquiries into the case, and marked his displeasure with
the young ofticer by presenting £5 to the gallant Rifle-
man for his courage in not allowing the red coat to be
carried into Sebastopol as a trophy, and promoted the
corporal to sergeant for his presence of mind in saving
the life of his comrade. No end of dare-devil acts like
the above could be quoted, for the enemy always got
good interest for anything which they attempted.

Our numbers were now fast diminishing from sick-
ness and hardship; our clothing began to get very thin;
we had none too much to eat, and plenty of work, both
by night and by day, but there was no murmuring,
We had as yet received no reinforcements : though the
enemy had evidently been strongly reinforced. Day
after day passed without anything particular being done
except trench work. Our men went at it with a will—
without a whimper—wet through from morn till night;
then lay down in mud with an empty belly—to get
up next morning, perhaps, to go into the trenches and
be peppered at all day; to return to camp like drowned
rats, and to stand to arms half the night.

[See page 231 for letter of date 27th October in
reference to Balaclava and Little lnleermunn]
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THE BATTLE OF INKERMANN.

On the morning of the 5th November the enemy
attacked us in our trenches in broad daylight. Our
heavy guns gave it them prettily, and mowed down
their dense columns by wholesale ; but still they came
on, until they felt the bayonet. Then, after some stiff
fighting, which lasted more than an hour, they were
compelled to beat a hasty retreat, our heayy guns
sweeping lanes through them, and we plying them with
musketry both in front and flank. We found they
could run well, only too glad to get under cover. A
sortie has no chance of success unless the besieging
army can be taken by surprise; but no doubt this
attack was made in order to distract our commander’s
attention from the vital point.

The ever-memorable battle was then raging on our
right rear, and by the shouts of the combatants and
the tremendous firing, we knew that something very
serious was going on, so as many of us as the General
could spare were ordered to march as fast as our legs
could carry us to the assistance of our comrades, then
at the dreadful ficht raging at Inkermann. As we
had just drubbed the enemy terribly, our blood was
up, but we were hungry : many of us had had nothing
to eat for twenty-four hours, and were wet through to
the skin. They say an Englishman will not fight
unless his belly is full ; that’s all bosh: let him once be
roused, and you will soon see whether he will or not.
Well, to the field we went, and the sights were some-
thing horrible, but there was not a desponding voice
the fog was so dense that at times we could not see
twenty yards. Our men were falling very fast, for
the enemy were in overwhelming strength, particularly
in guns. DBut it is impossible to disguise the fact that
the crafty Muscovites in the darkness and fog had
stolen a march upon our commanders: that the Allies
were taken completely by surprise; and that only the
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intrepidity of the picquets of the Light and Second
Divisions saved the entire Allied Armies from an over-
whelming disaster.  We can now say without boasting
that the heroic conduct of a mere handful of Britons
were, and are to this day, the admiration of all. The
determined rushes of the Muscovites were hurled back
time after time. Their princes boasted that they would
drive us all into the sea. So they would, perhaps, if
weight of numbers could have done it; but that nasty
piece of cold steel stood in the way. At this critical
moment the startling intrepidity of the sons of Albion,
side by side with the heroie boys of the green isle, came
out in all its native splendour, to shine by the side with
that displayed at Trafalgar, Albuera, and Waterloo.
Their deeds are to-day stimulating their descendants
on the banks of the Nile, and will do till the end of
time, or as long as we have an enemy to face, whether
they are to be found on the burning plains of Egypt or
the frontiers of Afghanistan. The queen of weapons
was used with deadly effect, the drunken massive
columns of the enemy were pitched over the rocks by
men who might die but never surrender, and who had
a strong objection to a watery grave. Our highest
martial interest, honour, was at stake; buy, reader, it
was sate withal, from our much-respected Commander-
in-Chief to the drummer-boy. They had all made up
their minds to conquer or to die. Children yet unborn
will exclaim “all honour to that band of heroes.” The
odds were heavy, but from the brutes we had to face
we had no mercy to expect. Our Fourth Division—
composed of the following regiments, the 20th, 21st,
o7th, 63rd, (Sth, and 1st Batt. Rifle Brigade, under
Cathcart—fought at a disadvantage, having been armed
with the old Brown Bess musket, against the Needle-
Rifle which the enemy were armed with. Our weapons
were almost as much use as a broomstick. Yet with
all these disadvantages we smote the enemy with a
terrible slaughter, and there was seen again with what
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majesty the British soldier fights. Our loss was heavy:
three generals fell and every mounted officer, but our
men fmm'ht to the bitter end, and stood tuumplmnt on
the 100]\? ridge, cheering for v1ct01v——the unconquerable
heroism of the h'mdful of men we knew would set the
church-bells of old England ringing and clashing for
victory, and give dmo]hm 2 lm]uhy All regiments
vied with each other, as the tollowing will prove
At the Alma and Balaclava we had fow"h‘r for wc,tmy,
but at the ficht that was now raging, a mere handful
of Britons were contending for very oustenco for to
be beaten here meant an ignominious death at the
hands of a lot of fierce br ute- mad with drink—Dutch
courage had to be poured 111'[0 them to make them face
our ranks. The drunken yells of their massive columns
were answered by vollt,v after volley at point-blank
range, and then, with a clear and distinet cheer for old
Enfrl'md we clmed upon them with the bayonet, and
stuck to them like wax until they were hurled ’rmm the
field. We had no supports or reserves, but every man,
as fast as he could reach the field, went straicht at
them, with a shout that seemed to strike terror into
them; and so the ficht went on, hour after hour. In
many parts of the field it was a horde of half-drunken
madmen attacking cool and collected Britons, de-
termined to conquer or die. Our Guards were the
admiration of the whole army; their deeds at Inkermann
will never fade. Led by His Royal IMighness the
Duke of Cambridge, they repeatedly buried ‘themselves
in the Russian columns %, as cheer after cheer went up
in defiance to the enemy’s unnatural yell. The Guards,
all must admit, set a ”lOl‘lOlh example, for if they had
to die, thev acted upon the old 57th motto, * Let
us die hard.” The daring, courage, and obqtumcv of
our Guards was grand; the terrible odds that they
faced on this field put»: Houn'm[mont in the shade, and
ranks beside the unmnquemble heroes of Allmem,
fully justifying their high prestige in the army.
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Some who read this may think that I am an old
Guardsman—so I am ; T had the pleasure of guarding
the honour of our beloved Isle,in the 7th Royal Fusiliers.
But, I wish to give honour where honour is due. The
7th, however, were not behind when hard fighting had
to be done. One of our Majors—a Norfolk hero—Sir
Thomas Troubridge, although he had both his feet shot
away, would not give in, neither would he allow
himself to be carried off the field, but continued fighting
to the end. 'When he was lying apparently bleeding
to death, with both his stumps resting upon a gun-
carriage, he called upon us to “shift those fellows with
the bayonet,” animating us by voice and gesture.
Although the poor man could not lead us, he could
cheer us on. And on we went with an irresistible rush,
and routed them then and there. On one occasion
after he was wounded, he called upon us not to forget
our bayonets, adding, “They don’t like cold steel, men.”
Neither did I. It was here that I received two
bayonet wounds, one in each thigh, and would most
likely have been despatched, but that help was close
at hand, and the fellows who wounded me fell at once
by the same description of weapon, but not to rise
again and write or talk about it. Revolvers and
bayonets told heavily that fogoy morn, and when our
men were short of ammunition, they pitched stones at
the enemy. My legs were quickly bandaged, and
after giving the enemy a few parting shots at close
quarters, which must have told upon their erowded
ranks, I managed to hobble off the field, using my rifle
and another I picked up as crutches, We could spare
none to look after the wounded; it was every man for
himself.  After hobbling some distance out of the
range of fire, I lay down, for I could get no further
without a little rest. Our allies, the French, were then
coming up to our assistance in a right mood for fighti ng.
The Zouaves passed me with a ringing cheer of “Bon
Anglais” and “Vive I'Empereur,” repeated over and

i
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over again. A mounted officer of rank, who was with
them, stopped and asked me a number of questions in
good English. He turned and spoke to his men, and
they cheered me in a most lusty manner. The officer
kindly gave me a drink out of his flask, which revived
me considerably, and then, with a hearty shalke of the
hand, bade me good-bye, and passed on into action,
shouting out something about the enemy walking over
his body before he would surrender. Thus was
Waterloo and Trafalgar avenged, by the descendants
of the vanquished advancing with rapid strides and
a light heart, but with a strong arm, to assist the sons
of Albion in one of the most unequal and bloody
contests ever waged. Let us hope that the blood then
spilt may have cemented for ever the friendship between
the two nations who are so near neighbours. The
French fought in a most dashing manner, side by side
with us, till the enemy were driven from the field. The
Russian officers fought with desperation, though their
men hung back unless almost driven to it. But the
reader must remember our men and the Zouaves plied
the queen of weapons with terrible effect, and all met the
enemy with an unconquerable energy, while we often
stimulated each other by asking—what would they
say of us in England?

But I could do nomore; I had done all I could, and
now had to remain and take my chance of being
killed by a stray shot. It was hard work to lie there
for upwards of an hour-and-a-half in suspense. I felt
as if I should like to be at them, for a little satisfaction ;
but I had to lie passive.

I am proud to record that no regiment on that
memorable field could take the shine out of the gal-
lant old 7th Fusiliers. I lay on the field bleeding,
when I heard the welcome shout of vietory; I was
shortly afterwards attended to, and carried to hospital,
there remained for a day or two, and was then sent on

G
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to Malta, to be patched up ready for another go
n at them.

I saw Inkermann’s Heights on that memorable foggy morn,
A name now respected by Britons not then born :

The odds were seven to one, there was no desponding cry,
But, remember the Heights of Alma, we conquer or we die.

The enemy’s loss was exceedingly heavy : twenty
thousand men is the estimated loss of the Russians, in
their endeavours to take the Heights of Inkermann
on that memorable Sunday, 5th November, 1854.
The carnage was something frightful, as our close
point-blank fire had told heavily upon the enemy’s
columns. Our total strenoth on the field was about
nine thousand, upwards of one third of whom fell
killed or wounded ; while of the six thousand French
who came to help us, they lost seventeen hundred.
But the enemy were completely routed, and England
confessed that every man that fogey morn had done
his duty. We had been fighting against heavy odds,
and men armed with as good weapons as ourselves,
while they were wrought up to a state of madness
or desperation with drinlk.

Inkermann will not admit of much deseription,
particularly from one who wasin the thick of it. The
fighting all day on that awful Sabbath was of a
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furious character. The bayonet was the chief weapon,
and the Minie rifle balls told heavily upon the erowded
ranks. To sum it up in a few words, every man had
to, and did fight, as Britons ought to do when the
honour of the nation is at stake. The best of
Generals might have lost such a fight as Inkermann,—
none could direct, for the for was so dense that one
could not see, at times, twenty yvards. On came the
Russian columns, but they had to go back time after time
much quicker than they came.

The bayonet was used with terrible effect by all
regiments. The enemy, driven on byltheir brave
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officers, had to and did literally climb over the heaps of
their slain countrymen and our’s, to renew this blood-
thirsty contest, but they were met by DBritish cold
steel, and were hurled or pitchforked from the field.
We might appropriately say of a number of the brave
men who fell on that field in the hour of victory—

That nothing in their life

Became them like the leaving it.

We had proved, in a hundred fights, that no enemy
could resist our men. But at Inkermann, victory hung
in the balance, and our weak Battalions had to resist
the enemy’s heavy columns bayonet to bayonet. 1t
was Greek meeting Greek, for a number of most
determined encounters were maintained against very
heavy odds; and as often as the Russian Infantry
charged us, our people met them with that never-
failing weapon. The 41st and 49th regiments held the
Sandbag Battery, and were fairly mobbed out of it by
the overwhelming numbers of the enemy, who were
exulting in their victory with yells of triumph, when
up came the Guards, and in they went with a cheer
and a rush that told heavily upon the foe. The
Russians, except the dead and dying, were literally
lifted out of the battery and its vicinity, by these
gallant regiments. Our army may well be proud of
its present Commander-in-Chief, for it was His Royal
Highness himself who led these unconquerable men.
Fresh draughts of “Rackie” had to be issued to the
legions of Russia, in order to make them face us again.
All was done that could be devised by the enemy, in
order to fasten victory to their standards.  Holy Russia
was represented on the field by the two Imperial Grand
Dukes, sons of their sacred chief, and the soldiers were
taught that they must, as true Russians, die for their
holy Czar; the glory of conquering in the presence of
his children, even at the expense of life, would open
the gates of heaven to them (?) They were repeatedly
urged on to the atteck, and as often driven back. The
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41st fought like tigers, to gain time for their comrades
to come up. The grey-coated battalions of the enemy
were now on the right, on the left, and in front of us,
but there was not a desponding voice in our ranks.
The Duke of Cambridge was requested to retire a
little out of the immediate reach of the murderous
musketry fire. But—“No; I will, when these fellows
are shifted,” was the reply. It was well that the
French came up when they did. Our men were
gradually being crushed in some parts of the field, but
showing the enemy a most determined front. It was
at this juncture that His Royal Highness set so
animating an example ; and the French coming up to
our assistance, again the hosts of Russia had to retire.
About this time a cry was raised that the ammunition
was running short. Sir G. Brown, exclaimed— Then
there is nothing for it but the bayonet: at them, my
lads” And at them we went; and they had to go
back, although their Princes boasted that they would
put us all into the sea. It wasa great pity we had
not the 42nd, 79th, and 93rd Highlanders with us, for
we knew well they would have left their marks upon
the enemy, under the guidance of their old Comnmander,
Sir Colin Campbell, but they had to watch Balaclava.
We lost a great number of officers, and at the close of
the day the 4th division was commanded by a captain.
But on that memorable field if there was one corner
hotter than another, the Guards had it. At one
time they were completely surrounded by the assailing
multitudes, and the dense fog prevented them from
seeing anything but the foes all round. Shoulder to
shoulder, with a ringing cheer, they cut their way out;
shouting, “Keep to the colours” Tt was a bloody
contest ; but this little band—now reduced to about
700 unwounded men, showed the enemy an undaunted
front. The 20th was sent to help them. They
staggered under the murderous fire that met them.
This battery had now become more like a slaughter-
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house than anything else.  The Guards went at them
again, and routed the Russians out of it. At the 5-gun
battery the fichting was desperate, but the enemy never
oot into it to live, Inkermann may well be called the
soldiers’ fight, for at times the fog was so thick that we
could not see friend from foe. Our men, however,
managed to find the Russians, and then “shift” them.

Except Trafalgar and Waterloo, no battle fought
by the British since the invention of powder has
called forth such exultation. And still the word
“ ITnkermann”’ stimulates the warlike enthusiasm of
every Briton, and the rising generations will recall
with rapture the name of some distant relative and
exclaim, “He fought and fell at Inkermann,” while
with manly pride they feel that they have sprung from
fathers whom the nation at large delights to honour.
The Alme and Balaclava awakened the war-spirit—
that indomitable spirit that lies latent in the breast of
every Briton. The news of victory at these places
set the church bells ringing ; but the victory by a mere
handful of men on the heights of Inkermann, went
through every Briton like an electric shock ; and
thousands at once volunteered to defend the flag, side
by side with the heroic sons of France. In our most
remote colonies, the people ot British extraction exulted
at the tidings of Inkermann. In all our large cities—
London, Manchester, Leeds, Sheflield, Birmingham,
Norwich, Nottingham, &e., in the workshops, in the
furnace-rooms, at the forges, in the meanest tap-rooms
in the most remote village taverns, in the hills of
Qeotland, and the bogs of Ireland—all were proud
they were united Britons, and of the same stock that
had just hurled the armies of Russia, although 1n
overwhelming numbers, from the heights of Inkermann.
My young readers must bear in mind that this battle
was not fought by men who were well fed, well clothed,
or well housed, nor by an army that was well pre-
pared ; but, on the contrary, by men who were, so to
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speak, half starved, clothed in rags, and exposed to all
the inclemencies of a rigorous climate, whilst they were
attacked by hordes of men confident of victory, whose
feelings had been wrought to madness by stimulants
and priesteraft. At one time victory trembled in the
balance ; some of our guns were in the hands of the
enemy, and the gunners had been all shot or cut down.
Sut the boys of the Emerald Isle were close by, The
58th Connaught Rangers and the 49th went at them ;
and re-captured the guns. Theadvance of our Guards
at the Sandbag, or 2-gun battery, was grand, and surely
1t could be said of them, “N othing could stop that
astonishing Infantry.” No sudden burst of undis-
ciplined valour, no nervous enthusiasm weakened their
order; their flashing eyes were bent upon the dark
masses 1n their tront ; their measured tread shook the
ground ; their ringing cheer startled the infuriated
columns of the enemy, as their bayonets were brought,
down to the charge ; and, led by a grandson of a king—
H R.H. the Duke of Cambridge—in they went, shoulder
to shoulder, and the enemy with all their boasted
strength, were driven down the hill,
The stubborn infantry still made good
Their dark, impenetrable hill ;
Each stepping where his comrade stood,
The instant that he fell.

At the Alma and Balaclava, when the enemy had
gained a temporary success, they behaved in a most
barbarous manner to our wounded ; sometimes their
officers set them the example by plunging their swords
into the helpless. At Inkermann, they outstripped all
their former deeds of assassination. Mercy they did
not seem to understand when once our poor fellows
were 1n their clutches. But yet our men, I am happy to
record, would not retaliate, except in so far as that, after
the battle was over, their wounded were left to lie, while
our’s were removed from the field ; but those who were
alive next morning were then attended to, and taken
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to our hospital tents. Such are the horrors of war.
Our loss had been heavy : there were killed 4 Generals,
50 Ofticers, 42 Sergeants; total killed, wounded, and
missing, 2700, exclusive of the French loss, and that
was heavy for the numbers engaged. The whole
French army were loud in their expressions of admi-
ration of the British, their exultation seemed to be
beyond all bounds, for our deeds had put Alma and
Balaclava in the shade, and cast a fresh lustre upon
our clorous old Standard. They looked at us in
wonderment, for they knew well the odds we had
fought ’Lu.llnst hour after hour. And, T have not the
shght(-sb :hmbt some of their old officers thought
of our fore Iathuh who had so often fought them, and
never once met them but to give them a good sound
thrashing. As l\cLlJ(JICOH said, we had often been beaten,
but mml(l not give in; we would stick to them like a
good bull-dog, and Worly them out. Reader, such was
Inkermann.
Night closed around that conquering band,
The lightning showed the distant field,

Where they who won that bloody day,
Though few and faint, were fearless still.

The aspect of the field was awful—dead and dying
mutilated bodies in all directions. Many of our men
had been wounded frequently with shot and bayonet ;
others were cut limb from limb, and yet a spark of
life remained. Many had perished by the bayonet
and 1t was mnoticed that but few had fallen
with one thrust. In and around the 2-gun battery
the sights were sickening. Our (xuart]:mrn, and 41st,
47th, and 49th, lay locl\ed in the arms of the foe W1th
their bayonets t-hl'ough each other—dead. Some of
our officers and men were found dead, with no fewer
than twelve or fifteen bayonet wounds; the appearance
of the poor fellows who had been thus tortured was
painful.  To describe the scene would be impossible—
the result of eight hours’ hand-to-hand conflict—it was
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horrible to look upon.  Secarcely did any field in the
whole Peninsula war present, as the result of contliet,
such a murderous spectacle as the terrible si ghts that
now lay before us. There were literally piles of dead,
lying in every posture that one could mmagine; I may
say that there were acres of defaced humanity—ghastly
wounds from sword, bayonet, grape, and round shot ;
poor fellows literally shattered—and yet with life
still in them.  Others lay as if they had been
asleep—friend and foe mixed together. In some
parts of the field our men lay in ranks as they had
stood; and the enemy in columns, one on the to

of the other. The Russian Guardsmen lay thick all
over the field. Upwards of 2000 dead were found
belonging to the enemy. Just outside the 2-gun
Battery the wounded were numerous, and their groans
were pitiful ; while cries of despair burst from the lips
of some as they lay, thinking perhaps of wives and
helpless little ones far away. The Russian dead were
buried in large pits by themselves: and our people
and our gallant allies, the French, were laid side by
side. For hours during that dreadful night of woe and
victory, the wailing of a poor dog—which had followed
his master—could be distinctly heard. The faithfnl
creature had found his master’s body, and he pierced
the night air with his lamentations. Such was the

field of Inkermann. That was keeping up Gunpowder
Plot with a vengeance.

The letter I sent to my parents on this oceasion was
as follows —

Camp before Sebastopol,
November 6th, 1854,
My dear Parents,

Long before this reaches you, you will have seen
the account of our glorious battle of the oth (yesterday). It
was a terrible fight. I was in the trenches when it commenced.
We had a shy at them there, and sent them back much quicker
than they came out. A number of us then marched on to the
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field of Inkermann. The fight was raging when we got there ;
and the fog was so dense that we could not see what we were
doing, or where to go. Our poor fellows soon began to
drop. We were wet through to the skin, and as hungry as
hunters. We were ordered to the Five-Gun Battery, to support
our comrades. Sir Thomas Troubridge was in command, and
1t took all our time to hold our own. What a gunpowder plot !
but, above all, what a Sunday ! I thought, dear father—I
thought of you, and what you were most likely doing. It’s
no use my trying to hide or cloak matters up—you will see
this is not my handwriting—they have managed fo hit me at
last; but you must not be alarmed: I am not half so badly
hit as some of my poor comrades are, so keep up your spirits.
I am in good hopes of getting over this; and, if it should
please the Lord to spare me, to be a comfort to you in your
declining days. Do not answer this, as a number of us are to
be sent down to Scutari. Will write as goon as I can. Do,
dear parents, try and keep your spirits up; and I know you
will not forget me at the Throne of Grace. I will try and give
you, at some future day, a full account, as far as I could see,
and from what I can find out from my comrades. Will write
as soon as I can. Cheer up! T’ll warm them up for this, if
ever I get a chance. My kind love to poor mother, brothers,
and sisters.
Believe me, dear Father,
Your affectionate son,
T. GOWING,
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers.

The following is a copy of a letter addressed to
Field-Marshal Lord Raglan, by command of Her
Most Gracious Majesty, on receipt of the news of the
victory at Inkermann :—

Her Majesty is desirous of expressing her gratitude for the noble
exertions of the troops in a conflict which is unsurpassed in the
annals of war for persevering valour and chivalrous devotion. The
strength and fury of the attacks, repeatedly renewed by fresh
columns with a desperation which appeared to be irresistible, were
spent in vain against the unbroken lines, and the matchless intre-
pidity of the men they had to encounter. Such attacks conld only
be repulsed by that cool courage, under circumstances the most
adverse, and that confidence of victory, which have ever animated the
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British Army. The banks of the Alma proved that no advamages of
position can withstand the impetuous assault of the Army under
your command. The heights of Inkermann have now shown that
the dense columus of an entire army are unable to force the ranks of
less than one-fourth their numbers in the hand-to-hand encounters
with the bayonet which characterized this bloody day.

Her Majesty has observed with the liveliest feeling of gratification
the manner in which the troops of her ally, the Emperor of the
French, came to the aid of the divisions of the British Arm y engaged
in this numerically unequal contest. The Queen is deeply sensible
of the cordial co-operation of the French Commander-in-Chief,
General Canrobert, and the gallant conduct of that distinguished
officer, General Bosquet; and Her Majesty recognizes in the cheers
with which the men of both nations encouraged each other in their
united charge, proofs of the esteem and admiration mutually en-
gendered by the campaign and the deeds of heroism it has produced.

The Queen desires that your lordship will receive her thanks for
your conduct throughout this noble and successful struggle, and that
you will take measures for making known her no less warm approval
of the services of all the officers, non-commissioned officers, and men,
who have so gloriously won, by their blood freely shed, fresh honours
for the Army of a country which sympathises as decply with their
privations and exertions as it glories in their victories and exults in
their'fame. Let not any private soldier in those ranks believe that his
conduct is unheeded. The Queen thanks him. His country honours him.

Her Majesty will anxiously expect the further despateh in which
your lordship proposes to name those officers whose services have
been especially worthy of notice. In the meantime I am com.
manded by Her Majesty to signify her approbation of the admirable
behaviour of Lieut.-General Sir George Brown, and her regret that
he has been wounded in the action. Her Majesty has received with
feelings of no ordinary pleasure your lordship’s report of the manner
in which Lieut.-General His Royal Highness the Duke of Cambridge
distinguished himself. That one of the illustrious members of her
royal house should be associated with the toils and glories of such an
Army is to the Queen a source of great pride and congratulation.

To Major-General Bentinck, Major-General Codrington, Brigadier-
Generals Adams, Terrens, and Buller, your lordship will be pleased
to convey the Queen's sympathy in their wounds, and thanks for

¥
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their services. To the other officers named by your lordship I am
directed to express Her Majesty’s approbation. The gallant conduct
of Lieut.-General Sir de Lacy Evans has attracted the Queen’s
especial thanks. Weak from a bed of sickness he rose at the sound
of the battle, not to claim his share in prominent command, but to
aid with his veteran counsel and assistance the junior officer upon
whom, in his absence, had devolved the duty of leading his division,

Proud of the victory won by her brave army—grateful to those
who wear the laurels of this great conflict—the Queen is painfully
affected by the heavy loss which has been incurred, and deeply sen-
sible to what is owing to the dead. Those illustrious men cannot
indeed receive the thanks of their sovereign, which have so often
cheered the soldier in his severest trials; but their blood has not
been shed in vain. Laid low in their grave of victory, their names
will be cherished for ever by a grateful country, and posterity will
look upon the list of officers who have fallen as a proof of the ardent
courage and zeal with which they pointed out the path of honour to
their no less willing followers.

The loss of Lieut.-General the Honourable Sir George Catheart is
to the Queen and fo her people a cause of sorrow which even dims
the triumph of this great occasion. His loyalty, his patriotism, and
self-devotion, were not less conspicuous than his high military repu-
tation. One of a family of warriors, he was an honour to them and
an ornament to his profession. Arrived in his native land from a
colony to which he had succeeded in restoring peace and contentment,
he obeyed at a moment’s notice the call of duty, and he hastened to
join that army in which the Queen and his country fondly hoped he
would have lived to win increased renown.

The death ot Brigadier-Generals Strangways and Goldie has added
to the sorrow which mingles in the rejoicing of this memorable
battle. The (jueen sympathises in the loss sustained by the families
of her officers and soldiers, but Her Majesty bids them reflect with
her, and derive consolation from the thought, that they fell in the
sacred cause of justice, and in the ranks of a noble army.

I have the honour to be, my lord,
Your lordship’s obedient, humble servant,
NEWCASTLE.
To Field-Marshal Lord Raglan, K.C.B., and C.
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As a further mark of Her Most Gracious Majesty’s
approbation of the heroic, matchless gallantry dis-
played on that memorable field, the following Royal
Warrant was issued .—

The Queen has been pleased to command that, as a mark of Her
Majesty’s recognition of the meritorious services of the non-com-
missioned officers of the Army, under the command of Field-Marshal
Lord Raglan, in the recent brilliant operations in the Crimea, the
Field-Marshal shall submit, through the General Commander-in-
Chief, the name of one Sergeant of each Regiment of Cavalry, of the
three Battalions of Foot Guards, and of every Regiment of Infantry
of the line, to be promoted to a cornietey or ensigncy for Her
Majesty’s approval ; and, with the view to render immediately
available the services of these meritorious men, Her Majesty has
directed that the Field-Marshal do appoint provisionally, and pending
Her Majesty’s pleasure, the Sergeants so recommended to Regiments
in the Army under his command ; and Her Majesty has further been
graciously pleased to signify her intention that, on the several recom-
mendations receiving Her Majesty’s approval, the commissions shall
in each case bear date the 5th of November, 1854.

For these are deeds which must not pass away,
Names that must not, cannot wither ;

For through tracks of death they led the way
On the blood-stained heights of Inkermann.
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A FEW WORDS ABOUT A NORFOLK HERO
AT INKERMANN.

Of all the brave men who fought at Inkermann,
none could surpass Sir Thomas Troubridge. It is but
little use trying to pick out this or that regiment, for
on that memorable field there were no supports or
reserves ; every man was in the fichting line, and it
was “conquer or die.” One in the thick of the ficht
could not see much, but I simply know that none could
take the shine out of the old Fusiliers. And with
such men as Colonel Lacy Yea, Sir Thomas Troubridge,
Captain Shipley, Lord R. Brown, Mr. Jones, and a fow
others, our men would have gone through fire and
water. Sir Thomas Troubridge was the admiration ot
all, for, though terribly wounded, he would not allow
himself to be removed from the ground until victory
had declared itself for the sons of Albion, but remained,
with the bravest fortitude, encouraging his men to
“fight it out.” He would now and then ecall out,
“Fire away, my lads; give them the steel if you et a
chance; stick to them my men.” It was a sergeant
named Laws, (a Norwich man), who ran for a doctor
to attend upon him; but his resolute spirit did not
forsake him. No, he would rather die on the field. at
his post with his Fusiliers, than be carried to a place
of safety. And his noble conduct had a wonderful
effect upon the men, for everyone would have died
ather than forsake him—such a gallant soldier. At
the Alma his conduet was the admiration of all who
could see him, for he was often in front of us, encoura-
ging us; but he escaped that fiery ordeal without a
scrateh, to fall, with both feet gone, on a more glorious
field. Like a number of the bravest of the brave, he
was a good living man, and was prepared for anything.
He was as true as steel ; an honest, upright, truthful,
tearless, good man, gifted with a clear, com prehensive
mind, and every inch a Fusilier.
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Note referred to at Page 41,
THE FIRST TO LAND IN THE CRIMEA.

I do not wish to be partial, but to give honour where
honour is due. There have been doubts expressed as
to which regiment landed first on the enemy’s shore in
the Crimea, on the 14th September, 1854 I will
claim that honour for the 7th Royal Fusiliers; and,
further, for that noble hero the late General (then Major)
Sir Thomas St. Vineent Cochrane Troubridge, Bart.
Sir Thomas sprang from a family of tried warriors, his
father being richt hand man to the immortal Nelson,
at St. Vincent, the Nile, and Trafalgar. The following
letter will, T hope, clear up all doubts as to who first
landed,

Viceregal Lodge, Dublin,
April 17th, 1856.
My Dear Sir,

As doubts have been expressed as to which regiment
landed first in the Crimea, I therefore think it only an act of justice
to inform you that a company of the 7th Fusiliers, under Major Sir
T. Troubridge, was in my boat; and that the only boat near us was
one belonging to, I think, the Sanspareil, and having Rifles on board.
Sir G. Brown had previously landed with Captain Dacres, R.N. I
may say that mine were the ficst troops landed in the Crimea. I
write this that you may do justice to a regiment that I have long
known, and that is second to none in the British Army.

I remain, my dear Sir,
Truly yours,
C. VESEY,
Com _ R.N., and A.D.C.
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CHAPTER IIL

Voyage to Malta—Scenes between Decks—An msufficiency of
Doctors—Landing at Malta—Kind Treatment in Hospital—
The NUI‘S(‘S——-Fabt Recovery—Letter Home—Longing to be
at it again—Purchase of Blankets and other Comforts—
Another Letter Home—To the Front again—Reception by
old Mess-Mates—Sufferings of the AIm\—Bu ak-down of
the Commissariat—Plenty of Stores Imttlwr in Harbour, but
none to be got by the l‘molm—‘\h]\u sluits——Apm arance of
the Men.

As soon as it came to my turn I was attended to,
and my wounds dressed and bandaged. I remained
for two days, and then a number of us were sent to
Scutari.  We were taken down to Balaclava on mules,
some of them lent by our chivalrous allies the French.
We got a good sh alunrf but eventually found our-
selves on u)url an old steamer. It was a horrible
scene—poor fellows having every de seription  of
wound ; and many died lwiou, we left the harbour.
We were packed on hoard anyhow,—to live or die;
and away we went. The sea was rather hoisterous,
and, I can assure the reader, I was not very comfor-
table, with poor fellows dying fast all around me.
There were not sufficient medical officers to look after
fiftty men, mueh less three or four hundred.

 § Wuuld here ask the reader to tr y and picture to
himself a ship rolling and tossing about at sea with
such a freight. The H]H]lt was ]Iullt rending.  Many
of our poor fellows had had not the ahnhtmt thmrr
done for them since they were wounded on tlmt b]omh
field. They had fought and helped to uphold the
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honour of their country, and were now left to die in
agony, and-—oh! horror of horrors!—their poor
mangled bodies were infested with vermin. I could
give particulars that would cause the blood of the
reader to curdle in his veins and shock his credulity,
but I forbear. Enough has been said, surely, to afford
a_sufficient condemnation of British management !
Yet in spite of these facts, which were too patent to
be kept from them, thousands upon thousands of the
youth of the three kingdoms were burning to join
their countrymen at the seat of war. On behalf of
the British army I demand fair treatment for the men
who are willing to risk their lives in the service of
their country. Horses and even dogs received far
more attention and better treatment during that trying
campaign than the poor sick and wounded men. I
say that what is needed is some system of organi-
zation that shall render impossible the repetition of
such inhumanities as disgraced the Crimean campaign.
Let men of brains, and with human hearts in their
bosoms, be appointed to devise such a system, and I
am certain my fellow-countrymen will grudge no
expense in making it effective. Our doctors worked
like horses, but they could not do impossibilities ; six
times the number could not have done the work—but
the fault did not rest with them.

After being tossed about for some four or five daysy,
we reached Scutari, to find it so full of sick and
wounded that we were not allowed to land, and on
we had togoto Malta. Describe the scene between
decks I could not. Men were on all sides shrieking
with pain, some were lying in a state of putretac-
tion, others in a morbid state, and some were being
carried up on deck, to be consigned, wrapped in a
blanket, to a watery grave.

At last we reached our desired haven, Malta, and
were taken ashore as quickly as possible. Many an
€ye was wet with tears; the good people did all
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that lay in their power for us, and we could see pity
beaming upon every countenance. We found the
Maltese a kind-hearted people. On to the hospital we
went, were at once put to bed, and attended to by kind
motherly hands, that did all that was possible to
soothe us. Nothing could exceed the kindness of all
those who had anything to do with us. In one month
I was on my feet again, convalescent, and with plenty
of good nourishment I soon began to gather strength ;
and in the early part of Janucny 1855, wanted to be
off again, to have a little s&tisfaction, but I had to
remain another month.

I wrote to my parents from Malta, under date as

follows :—
December 21st, 1854.
Once more a line from your rough but affectionate son.

Your letters have all duly reached me. I am happy to inform
you that I am getting on capitally. I have the best of atten-
tion; and, what’s more, a pretty young lady for my nurse.
You Lﬂow, father, that soldiers have an eye to pretty girls;
but woe be to the man who would attempt to molest one of
these dear creatures, for they are worth their weight in gold.
I am able to stand up, I am happy to inform you; but I must
not let my nurse see me, or the doctor would eat me.

We found that the nation’s heart was bleeding for
her soldiers and sailors—a gratetul country was roused
by the before unheard-of privations and sufferings and
the heroic stand that her sons were making. All,
even our enemies, were compelled to admire the daring
devotion and courage displayed by a mere handful of
men, at the hu(rhts of Alma; all were compelled
to &pplaud the conduct of our soldiers on the plallls of
Balaclava; and the stand made at Inkermann will be the
theme of admiration for ages to come. England and
the world admitted that every man had mnobly done
his duty, and that the conquerors on Inkermann’s
heights had every whit the courage and daring of their

forefathers.
H
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I was now well able to take my walks abroad and
have a good look at all the sights and scenes of Malta,
and there are some grand sights to be seen—the
Church of St. John, I suppose, is one of the grandest
in the world. Then I used to wander around the vast
fortifications day after day. Accounts kept coming in
from the seat of war. We heard that our poor fellows
were dying fast of starvation and ecold; death was,
in fact, raging through the camp at a fearful pace, and
yet our men stuck toit. From letters I received from
the front, it appeared the storm that had struck the
Crimea had swept away nearly all our poor fellows’
tents, and they had to get into eaves in the vocks, and
do the best they could on that terrible 14th November,
1854. The ship “Prince,” with winter clothing for
the whole army, had gone down just outside the har-
bour of Balaclava—all hands perished ; and a number
of other ships shared the same fate. The cold was
something terrible, men were frost-bitten, daily losing
fingers and toes, and undergoing such sufferings as no
tongue or pen can describe. In December, 1854, and
January and February, 1855, our poor fellows were
dying like rotten sheep for want of the common
necessaries of life—they had little or no food, hardly
sufficient clothing to cover their nakedness, the tents
were full of holes, and they had nothing but mud
to lay their weary bones in, with the thermometer far
below freezing point. Then, too, they often had to
fight with desperation to hold their own. So, upon
the whole, there was not a very bright prospect
before me.

Regiments and drafts kept passing on for the front,
and I was longing to have a slap at them once more,
just by way of getting out of debt; so, towards the
end of February, 1855, after I had made some splendid
purchases in the way of good blankets, 2 dozen good
flannel shirts, 2 dozen ditto drawers, 2 dozen warm
gloves for my comrades, a good supply of flannels for
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myself, and a brace of revolvers, off T went onee more
to ﬁﬂ'ht for Old England, homt, and clory. These
facts were communicated to my parents, in the
following letter :—

Malta, Feb, 11th, 1855.
My Dear Parents,

I do not think I shall be here much longer. A number of us
are ready for them again, and I have a debt to pay off, but at
your request will not run my head into danger more than I can
avoid ; but I hope the Lord will give me %tlt’l.l”‘th of mind and
of body to do my duty ; for, father, I do believe I am a true-
born Suffolk man, for I could not bear the thought: of skulking.
If ever I tall, I hope it will be with my face fo the foe, and
that after I have got out of debt—for I should not like to owe
them anything. 1 never yet told you that two of them came
at me at Inkermann, and that was not fair, t: uking into consid-
eration they could see that I was engage d at the time with a
huge monster. Never mind ; thank God I have got over that,
and am ready for them :Lg:_iin I hope my next Tetter will be
from the interior of Sebastopol. The French appear to mean
business ; hardly a day passes but ships laden with them putin
here for coal. A number of their Imperial Guards landed here
a few days ago. There were four or five of us out for a walk ;
and when it was explained to them that we had all been at the
Alma, and were wounded at Inkermann, you would have
thought they had gone mad ; they embraced and kissed us over
and over again, and Shouted DLon Anglais, Bon Anglais I’ and
* Vive I Empereur |’ until further orders. I thought it was a
great pity we did not understand each other—we had two in-
terpreters—and I can tell you that they had quite enough of
it ; but as far as I could see, the very name of Inkermann was
enou,gh for three or four cuddles ; and although T did not like
to be kissed by a man, I had to put up with it. They are fine
looking men ; a great many of them are much taller than I
am (six feet), and, if they get a chance, will most likely leave
their mark upon the Russians., At all ¢vents, they will soon
have a peep at them, and will find them ugly customers to deal
with. Well, we parted with our friends on the best of terms,
but we had to put up with another good squeeze. I must tell
you I have been marketing. I have bought all sorts of warm
clothing for my comrades, for I find it 1s needed ; they found
the cash. I have got a good revolver for myself, and am off
to-morrow. I do not wish to boast ; but, come what will, I will
never bring disgrace upon our old county—dear old Suﬂulk



88 A SOLDIER’'S EKPERIENCE.‘

that gave me birth—or upon Norfolk, that brought me up.
Remember, dear father, Norfolk can boast of Nelson.* Keep
up your spirits, dear parents; all’'s well that ends well. Will
write as soon as I can. Good bye, and God bless you.

Believe me, as ever,

Your affectionate son,
T. GOWING, Sergeant,
Royal Fusiliers.

* Now she can boast of other heroes—to wit, Troubridge,

of Inkermann; Windham, of the Redan; Wilson, of Delhi;
and another Wilson, of Il Teb.

We had a jolly time of it all the way up, plenty of
the good things of this life on board. What a
difference ! what a contrast to the voyage down! We
had forgotten all our pains and sorrows, and were
once more on the way to assist our comrades in sub-
duing the haughty Muscovites. We knew well that
in all probability few of us would ever see our dear
old home again, or those who were near and dear to
us. But we had to look stern necessity in the face.
It was a call to duty that we were obeying, and for
“England’s home and heauty” we would go forward,
let the consequences be what they might. Many an
aching mother’s heart was following our every move-
ment. The scenes that we had already passed through
were enough to melt more than one Absolom’s heart,
and set him thinking, first, of an endless eternity, and
then of a fond and almost broken-hearted mother at
home. But duty, stern duty, must be done, and done
well, “for England expects that every man will in the
hour of need do his duty.” It was still very cold, but we
had plenty of clothing and wanted for nothing. We
had some splendid sights going through the Darda-
nelles. Constantinople looked grand; but we were
not allowed to disembark, though we stayed there for
a time to take in coal ; then away we went. We met
some of our poor fellows coming from the front. We
found the Black Sea very rough, in fact, rolling
mountains high, but our gallant old ship dashed on;
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we had another in tow, but lost her—the cable broke
in the night, and she had to look out for herself. We
reached the snug little harbour of Balaclava on the
morning of the 8th March, 1855, and, as usual, found
it crammed with shipping. We had to remain outside,
until our Captain obtained permission to enter, then
in we went and landed ; at once marching to the ‘front
to the old Light DlVl"SIOl’l and I again found my self in
the midst of old chums—but what an alteration ! Poor
half-starved miserable-looking creatures, mere wrecks
of humanity, but still with that unconquerable look
about them, so that it was a pleasure to do anything
for them. I had a treat in store for my company. I
asked and obtained leave to go to Balaclava the fol-
lowing day, telling the Captain what I had brought
for the men. I took six men with me and loaded them
with some of the good things I had purchased, and
away we went back again.  We had to plough through
mud nearly all the way up to our ankles; and when
I came to open the packages and distribute the goods,
I got many a “God bless you, Sergeant.” A flannel
shirt and drawers were worth their weight in gold. I
did not lose a man out of my tent after I lL-JOII]ed
except from the enemy’s fire ; the flannel kept the cold
out; the men were always “cheerful and 1 could do
anythmg I liked with them—they were a brave set of
fellows. Let our men have but fair treatment, and I
have not the slightest hesitation in saying, tlnt they
would, if well officered, shake the blggust bullies on
the Continent out of their boots, and chase them off
any field.

The loss of the Prince, on the evening of the 14th
November, 1854, just outside the harbour of Balaclava,
was the cause of thousands of poor fellows coming to
an untimely end; for, in addition to an enormous
supply of eveqthmg ‘that could be thought of to
combat the foe with, such as small-arm ammunition, shot
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and shell of all sizes, &c., she had on board for the army
the following :—

Woollen coats or frocks - - 53,000
Pairs of worsted socks or stockings - 33,000
Py lamb’s wool sacks or stockings 2,700

. drawers—Ilamb’s wool - 17,000
Good blankets (single) - - 16,000
,, palliasses (single, for hospitals) - 10,000

,» Tugs (single) - - 3,750

., cloaks, well lined with flannel - 2,500
Pairs of boots (ankles) - - 12,880
- shoes, for hospitals - 1,000

Eight other ships were also lost, with nearly all hands
on board, that night. The value of their freights has
been estimated at £1,500,000. But the value of the
stores and outfits for the army was incalculable. From
that date the deplorable condition of the army com-
mences. Yet there were thousands of tons of stores
lying at Balaclava, rotting. The Commissariat had
completely broken down. All that was wanting, was
someone with a head on to put things straight—all
was higgledy-piggledy and confusion. The cavalry
horses, that had cost an enormous amount, sank up to
their knees in mud at every step, until they dropped
exhausted ; and all the way from the camp to Balaclava
were to be seen dead horses, mules, and bullocks in
every stage of decomposition. And our poor fellows,
who had fought so well at the Alma, Balaclava, and
the two Inkermanns, were now dying by hundreds
daily. The army was put upon half rations, viz:—
half-a-pound of mouldy biscuit, and half-a-pound of
of salt junk (beef or pork) ; coffee was served out, but
in 1ts raw green state, with no means of roasting it.
No wood or firing was to be had, except a few roots
that were dug up. Men would come staggering into
the camp from the trenches soaked to the skin and
ravenously hungry, when a half-pound, of mouldy
biscuit would be issued, with the same quantity of salt
Junk, so hard that one almost wanted a good hatchet
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to break it. The scenes were heartrending. The
whole camp was one vast sheet of mud, the trenches
in many places knee deep; men died at their posts
from sheer exhaustion or starvation, rather than com-
plain, for if they reported themselves sick the medical
chests were empty. And amidst all these privations
the enemy kept peppering away at them. A bright
but melancholy proof was then given of what Britons
will endure before they give up.” But, perhaps, one of
the most mortifying pills that our poor fellows had to
swallow was the knowledge that, although they were
dying by wholesale for the want of shelter, clothing,
and food, the huts had arrived in safety at Balaclava,
or were floating about the harbour and being stolen by
those handy little fellows, the Zouaves, to make fire-
wood of ; the overcoats lay in lighters ; while food and
nourishment, and every comfort that could be thought
of by a kind-hearted people—such as potted meats of
all descriptions, ground coffee, preserved soups, good
thick warm flannel shirts, comforters knitted by ladies
at home, flannel drawers, and good fustian jackets,
water-proof coats and leggings, and tobacco in tons—
were votting in the harbour or stacked up upon the
shore. A few men who were stationed at or near
Balaclava got the lion’s share. The Guards had not
much to complain oi after they were sent down to
Balaclava, for they were in clover—little or nothing to
do—and if they did not exactly live upon the fat of
the land, they ought to have done so. As for the unfor-
tunate divisions that had, day after day and night after
night, to face the foe in the trenches, hardly an officer,
or man but was suffering from diarrhcea or dysentery.
And, to make things worse, medicine could not be had.
Some of our regimental doctors actually begged the
chief medical authorities, for humanity’s sake, to let
them have some medicine for diarrhcea or fever ; but,
no ! the answer was “We have none.” «Have you
any medicine for rheumatism ?” “No ! we have none."
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Thus, our fellow-countrymen were left to die, whilst
tons of medicines of all descriptions were close at hand,
floating in the harbour of Balaclava ! But I must be
honest, and say plainly that a vast deal of the sick-
ness was brought on by the men themselves by
excessive drinking. We were allowed three (and
sometimes four) drams of the best rum daily; but
from the manner in which it was issued it would
not intoxicate the men, for it was divided into
three or four parts, and in camp it was mixed
with lime juice. But there were hundreds not
satisfied with that, who would go anywhere and do
anything to get more; and then in all probability fall
down, and, if not noticed by some one, the extreme
cold soon settled up their account—frost-bitten or frozen
to death. Thus, it was not all the fault of the authorities.
The whole army was in rags and filth, and half frozen
in the trenches in front of the enemy. Not one, but
hundreds, were stricken down by starvation. They
were only about eight miles from plenty, and yet were
dying of hunger; there were clothing and medical
stores in ship-loads, but no organization. And yet,
with all this wretchedness, our men fought with un-
daunted bravery whenever the enemy attempted to
trespass upon the ground they were told to hold.

In January, 1855, after thousands had died, the warm
clothing was served out, but blankets were still short.
And—would you believe it, reader ?—when men who
had died in hospital were taken to their last abode
rolled up in a blanket, on arrival at the grave or pit,
the unfortunate dead, perhaps a loving son of some poor
 heart-broken mother, was rolled out of the blanket
into his grave in a state of nudity, and at once covered
up with a few shovels-full of earth, the blanket being
brought back and washed, and becoming the property
of one who had helped at the interment. ' I knew of a
very painful case. One of our sergeants named G—s,
had buried two poor fellows on a cold bleak morning
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in the month of January, 1855, but through some
mistake had left them in their blankets. On returning
to camp he met our Colonel, who inquired what he
had been doing; and when the poor fellow said that
he was returning from the cemetery, and that he had
just interred two men, the Colonel roared out—¢ Then
where are the blankets, Sir; go back and get them, and
parade them before me when washed.” A kinder-
hearted man, or a braver soldier than our Commander
never faced the foe ; but orders must be obeved. Some
regiments were reduced to a single company, and had
to be sent out of the field, yet had not suffered much
from the enemy. The Guards left home 2,500 strong,
and reinforcements amounting to 1500 had joined
them; but by the end of 1854 they could only
muster about 900 fit for duty. TLads were sent out and
died almost as soon as they landed ; one night in the
trenches was quite enough for them—they either
crawled back to camp and died, or were sent home
again, or to Scutari or Malta. A number of poor
fellows were almost daily sent down to Balaclava on
litters—one on either side of a mule—they formed a
ghastly procession ; many died before they reached the
port. Death was stalking all over our camp, on every
side was cholera in its worst form, dysentery, diarrheea,
rheumatism, catarrh, and scurvy. Men were positively
forbidden to take off their boots, as it was found im-
possible to get them on again; while some might be
seen limping about the camp in the snow (two or three
feet deep) with no boots of any sort; others with
boots up to their knees, which they had borrowed from
some dead Russian. Some of our critics (newspaper
correspondents) were at a loss to find out to what
regiment a man really belonged, or even what nation,
as during the worst part of the winter no two men
were dressed alike. Some had hay bands bound round
their legs, others had long stockings outside their rags
or trousers, some had garters made from old knap-
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sacks, others had leggings made from sheep skins,
bullocks” hides, buffalo hides, horse hides anything to
keep the extreme cold out. Some had got hold of a
Russian officer’s overcoat, which was almost a load to
carry. As for Joseph’s coat of many colours, I do not
think 1t would have taken a prize for patchwork by
the side of some of our men’s clothing. They say patch
beside patceh looks neighbourly, but our men’s coats were
nothing but rags tacked together. As for head dress
some had mess-tin covers that could be pulled down
well over the ears; others had coverings for the head
made out of old blankets four or five times doubled.
Yet there was but little murmuring so long as the men
could get sufficient to eat, and in the midst of all their
troubles they were loyal to the backbone, and would
sing aloud “God save the Queen.” Some of their
beards and moustaches were almost two feet long, and
sometimes these were so frozen that they could not
open their mouths until they could get to a fire and
thaw them. As the reader may imagine, they were a
queer-looking lot; but nothing but death could subdue
them. They were not very “illigamt” in their ap-
pearance, but one could read in their countenances
that they meant death or victory. During January,
1855, the men were informed that Her Most Gracious
Majesty had been pleased to grant a medal with
three clasps for the Crimean campaign, thus—
one for Alma, one for Balaclava, and one for Inker-
mann. Little Inkermann was not named ; and some
of the officers, non-commissioned officers, and men,
who had fought there, were not at all satisfied. Some
of our men inquired what we were to get for the town.
Why, a star, of course! A crack of the head more
likely. This was in January, 1855; we little dreamt
then that we should have nine months’ more ¢ontinuous
fichting before Sebastopol fell, and that much more of
the best blood of Britain was to be spilt long before
then. I have often thought since that my getting
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those two nasty pokes at Inkermann was the means,
in the hands of God, of saving my life; for I thus
escaped the hardships of the months of November and
December, 1854, and J anuary and February, 1855
During my absence from the camp there was not much
fighting going on, except at the “ovens,” as our men
called them; for the enemy could not stand the
intense cold any more than our men ; though they had
the best of us, as they had good shelter huts until our
guns knocked them about their ears,

THE SOLDIER’'S DEATH.

Nobly he led them to the strong redoubt,

And gallantly they put the foe to rout ;

He coveted the thickest of the fight,

Where bullets whistled, and where blades gleamed bright.
Where foes were fiercest he was gnre to be,

His strong arm dealing death, for naught cared he;
And while around he heard his comrades’ cheer,
Bravely and well he fought, unknown to fear ;

But just as o’er the hill-tops sank the sun,

And shouts of viet'ry told the day was won,
Watching with triumph the retreating foe,

A random shot was fired which laid him low.

And there upon the battle plain he lies,

The light of viet'ry beaming in his eyes ;

And at his side his gallant fellows stand,

Anxious once more to clasp their leader’s hand.
But see ! a smile lights up the pallid face ;

And hark! he speaks with military grace:

“I'm done for, lads ; tis hard to leave you all,
And just as we have won the day to fall.

INl-Tuck was ever mine ; I'm forced to go

The moment we have driven back the foe.
Perhaps 'tis best ; there’s One above who knows,
For in His hand He holds both friends and foes ;
But, lads, when safe you reach old England's shore,
Home, sweet, sweet home, which I shall see no more.
Just seek out father, mother, sis, and tell

Them all that T have done my duty well ;
Good-bye, brave lads; my freed and happy soul
Now answers to the heavenly muster-roll.

You'll think of me, when far across the wave.

As sweetly slumbering in the soldier’s grave.
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CHAPTER 1V,

More Trench Work—Meeting with Capt. Vicars—My Letter of
the 15th March, 1855—Night Attack in the Trenches—Capt.
Vicars’ Death—A few Remarks showing his Noble Character
—My Letter Descriptive of the Fight—Storming Rifle Pits—
More Trench Duty—Supplementary Letter—The Taking of
the Quarries and Circular Trench—Desperate Fighting before
Sebastopol, the Tth and 88th Leading—My Letter Home 8th
June—Continued Fighting—First Assault on the Town—Its
Bloody Repulse—The Poor Old Light Division Cut to Pieces
—The Fusiliers again Led the Way—DMy Letter of the 18th—
Waiting to be Revenged—A Terrible Night—Attack by the
Enemy and its Bloody Repulse—My Letter of the 28th June
describing the Fight—Death of Lord Raglan, much felt
through the Allied Army-—The Battle of Tchernaya, 16th
August—The Enemy’s Last Throw for Victory Defeated—
My Letter Home of the 18th Aug.—Creeping Closer and
Closer to the Doomed City—The Last or Terrible Bombard-
ment—A Nasty Blunder, our own people pitching into us—
My Letter Home, 2 a.m., 8th Sept.—FP.8. to it announcing
my Death—My P.P.S. after I had recovered.

Our heavy guns still kept at it. I soon found my
way Into the “trenches again, and had a very narrow
escape, not of being Wounded but of being “taken in
and done for,” or killed on the spot. In the dark,
after posting some sentries, I took a wrong turn and
went almost into the midst of the enemy:. TheV could
have shot me; but just then, I am sorry to say, we
had a number of men dv%ertmg to the enemy, and I
believe they thought I was one of that class, but they
soon found out their mistake, for I was off’ as fast as

my legs could carry me in the opposite direction.
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As need scarcely be remarked, I did not wait to look
behind me until T got close up to our own people,
then I turned about and faced them.

That night I met for the first time that noble-
minded man, Capt. Hedley Vicars. He and I had a
long chat in the trench. Although I had heard of him,
I had not until then known him personally. He was
under the impression this was my first time in front
of the enemy, as I told him I was nearly taken
prisoner ; but when I informed him I had been present
at the Alnm Balaclava, and Inkermann, and was
wounded at the latter battle, he was quite astonished.
He was very atlable and kind, and his men seemed to
be very fond of him. He appeared to be one of those
cool determined men that are sure to win the respect
of all classes, and will lead men at anything. Asfar as
I could see, he had not a bit of pride about him. Isoon
found that he was a Christian, and was not ashamed
of his Master. The light that had been planted in
him he could not hide under a bushel, for his whole
conversation was of redeeming love, and how he had
been plucked “as a brand from the fire,” when afar
oftf from God by wicked works. What a soldier! I
told him about my comrade at the Alma. “Well
Sergeant,” he said, “the Lord’s time is the right time;
who is the best off now, you or he ?” He then asked
me a number of questions about better things; I do
not think I ever met such a man. His men seemed to
be devotedly fond of him. I spent some time with
him next day, as the 97th touched our right, the left
of their detachment meeting the right of our’s. He
invited me to his tent for that muht iur prayer, as he
told me a few who loved the Lord met there as often
as they could. I did not profess anything at the
time, but was going against licht and knowledge. I
went once, and Ouly once, before he was killed.
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This subject is referred to at greater length in my
next letter home which was as follows :—

Camp before Sebastopol,

March 15th, 1855.
My Dear Parents,

Once more a few lines from this miserable camp
—mud ! mud!! mud!!! We arrived here on the 8th, and at
once marched up to the front; a number of my poor comrades
I hardly knew—what a change! The old Fusiliers, once one of
the finest corps in our service, now poor half-starved, miserable-
looking wrecks of humanity. The older hands had still that
unconquerable look about them, that it would be far cheaper
for the enemy to build a bridge of gold for them to pass over,
than to try and take them prisoners. We have plenty of work
in the camp ; and “tis bleak, cold work in the trenches, standing
up to our ankles in mud and water, with hardly sufficient food
to keep body and soul together; as for the fighting, we never
hear one word of murmuring about that. I came off the
trenches last night; we had a Drush at the en emy, but it was
soon all over: our pmple were ready for them, and gave them
a warm reception. I met with a Captain of the 97th (Vicars).
Heis, I do believe, a thorough Christian man. We had a long
chat together. He appears to be a general favourite with his
men. He held a prayer-meeting in the trench yesterday
morning, and got as many men around him as he could. I
like him very much. Ido wish he belon ged to us (the Fusiliers,
I mean); he appears a good, earnest man, and not at all back-
ward in standing up in his Master’s name, trying to

Extol the stem of Jesse's rod,
And erown Him Lord of all,

in this cold, bleak corner of the earth; but yet a most deter-
mined soldier for his country. Some of his sergeants told me
yesterday morning that he had used his good sword the night
previous about some of the enemy, and they did not think the
doctors would be of much use after he had done with them.
The noble Captain invited me to his tent, and I spent, I am
happy to say, a comfortable hour with him. I do not know
when this town will be taken, there is a lot of rough fighting
to be done yet. I must conclude, with love to all; it is very
cold to handle the pen. Pray for me, and God bless you all.
Believe me, ever
Your affectionate son,
T. GOWING,
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers.
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I was with Capt. Vicars once more in the trenches
before that miserable night, the 22nd March. We had
a lot of sickness in the camp, and duty was very
heavy for those who could do it. The Old Light
Division had been strengthened by the 34th to the 1st
Brigade, and the 90th and 97th to the 2nd Brigade ;
but, with sickness and hardships, they, like ourselves,
were not very strong—except in the head.

A NIGHT ATTACK IN THE TRENCHES.
DEATH OF CAPTAIN VICARS.

That 22nd March was a terrible night to be out in.
We were nearly up to our knees in mud and water. It
came on to blow and rain as hard as it fairly could.
It was as dark as pitch, and in the midst of all—our
plight was, I suppose, not bad enough—the enemy
came out and attacked us, in both flanks and front.
They came on pretending that they were French, and
in the dark we could not see them ; so that they were
right in the midst of us before we could fire a shot.
Talk about hard knocks,—they were served out that
night as freely as ever they were. It was foot and

fist, butt and bayonet, as hard as we could go at it;
in fact, they could have it any way they liked: the
fighting was desperate. The enemy came on in over-
whelming numbers,—there were enough to eat us,—
but we stuck to them with a death-like grip, until
they were driven back. We lost both our Officers
that night—Capt. the Hon. C. Brown, and a Mr. Henry,
who was a fine specimen of a British soldier. The
former was killed, and the latter dangerously wounded.
The news flew that Captain Viears had fallen, and the
men rushed in the direction in which it was said he
was, and literally lifted the enemy from the field with
the bayonet. Some of our men’s bayonets were bent
like reaping-hooks next morning, which was a clear
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R;oof of the vehemence with which we had been at it.
y letter will more fully deseribe that attack. The
97th were wrought up to a state of madness, to think
that so kind and good an officer should fall by the
hands of such fiends. The enemy were at last sent
reeling from the field with our bayonets uncomfortably
close to them. It was one of the most desperate
attacks the Russians had made since the commencement
of the siege, and the slaughter was in proportion; the
bayonet was the chief weapon used, and, after poor
Capt. Vicars fell, it was used with a will and with a
vengeance.

One Russian was caught trying to walk off with one
of our small mortars; he was a huge monster, but
some ten inches of cold steel, from a man named Pat
Martin, stopped his career. Another, a Greek Priest,
fired his revolver into our small-arm magazine,
but luckily no harm was done. He was at once
bayoneted ; next morning he was seen to be a power-
ful fellow. Poor Capt. Vicars was brought into the
trench and placed upon a stretcher. He seemed quite
cheerful, said he did not think it was much, and
hoped soon to be able to go at them again. These
were not, perhaps, his exact words, but the substance
of them as nearly as I can remember. He was then sent
home to camp, but before he had reached it his spirit had
fled to him who gave it. He was ready. A faithful
soldier of the Cross, he had, from the day it had
pleased the Lord to speak peace to him, been always
ready to depart to be with Jesus. A noble and brave
man, he did not know what fear was as far as the
enemy was concerned, but he loved the Lord with all
his heart and soul ; and, like one of old, was not at all
ashamed to stand forth and tell poor sinners what the
Lord had done for him. DBut he is gone to be with
Him whom he loved to speak of when on earth.

Her Most Gracious Majesty had lost by that fatal
bullet one of Britain’s bravest sons; and all around
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the spot where poor Vicars had fallen it was evident
the bayonet had done some terrible work.* The
enemy let us alone for the remainder of the night, and
next morning there was a flag of truce out. They
had paid heavily for their intrusion, for in places they
lay in heaps one on the top of the other. We were
relieved next morning; and in the evening poor Capt.
Vicars was laid in his cold grave, together with other
officers. We committed his body to the earth,

And lis pure soul unto his Captain, Christ,
Under whose colours he had fought so long.

The 97th seemed to feel his loss keenly, and over
his grave strong men wept like a lot of children who
had lost a fond father, and then vowed they would
revenge him the first opportunity.+ The Captain was
a general favourite throughout the Light Division,
for he used to go, when off duty, from regiment to
regiment doing all he could to point poor thoughtless
sinners to the Lamb of God.

Such were some of the men who helped to unfurl
the Standard of old England on the blood-stained
walls of Sebastopol; and, while some were struck
down to rise no more, in the first action; others were
permitted, apparently with a charmed life, to go from
field to field. I am mnot one of those who believe that
all is left to chance, on the contrary, I am convinced
that all our lives are in God’s keeping. I know that
I have been mercitfully watched over through seen
and unseen dangers of no mean sort. Besides those
events that I have here narrated, I have yet to tell of
nineteen years’ life in India with sword and pestilence
scattering death all around me.

* The total force engaged that night was about 1,500 men against
15,000 ;—the same number of unconquerable British soldiers that
stood triumphant on the fatal Hill of Albuera.

+ And that vow was kept not only by the 97th.
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The following is my letter describing the fichting of
the 22nd :—

Camp before Sebastopol,
March 24th, 1855.

My Dear Parents,

I hardly know how to commence this letter.
Since mine of the 15th, we have had a terrible fight. Thank
God, I have been spared once more. I do think that I am out
of their debt. To describe the fight adequately, would be
impossible, I will try and do a little to it. A good strong
party of us, under command of Captain the Hon. C. Brown,
went into the trenches on the 22nd. It blew a perfect hurricane,
with rain and sleet; it came down just anyhow. We were
standing up to our ankles in mud and water, like a lot of half-
frozen, half-drowned rats, when, about 10.30 p.m., the enemy
attacked our Allies. It was as dark as the grave, and in fact,
we could not see one yard in front of us. We had strong
parties of the Light Division in our advanced works. The
enemy got right in the midst of us before we knew anything
of their whereabouts, and then we set to work with the bayonet.
It was charge and re-charge, officers shouting to their men
“* This way, this way, Fusiliers!” ““Comeon, 90th!” ¢ Now,
at them, 97th ! We had to grope for them the best way we
could, stumbling over friend and foe. Up and at them again.
Officers fighting with desperation, shouting all the time,
““ Come on my lads, stick to them.” Our Captain was killed,
and one of our Lieutenants (a Mr. Henry) wounded. He was
a man of about six feet two-and-a-half inches, and before he
fell he let the enemy know what metal he was made of. You
remember a Captain of the 97th, that I have spoken about
(Captain H. Vicars, I mean): I am sorry to have to inform
you that he received his death wound while nobly leading the
97th and us, shouting with all his might, *‘This way, 97th;
come on, Fusiliers.” Our men took a terrible revenge for his
death. A number of our bayonets were bent like reaping-
hooks next morning ; and all around where that noble Christian
fell, the enemy lay thick, one on the top of the other. They
fought with desperation; but that never-failing weapon, the
bayonet, was too much for them. They tried to blow up our
small-arm magazine, but the fellow who made the attempt was
at once despatched. The sights next morning (the 23rd,) were
awful. I do believe, for the time it lasted, it was worse than
Inkermann : it was nothing but butt and bayonet, and some of
our Lancashire boys did not forget to use their feet. Thank
God, T got out of it without a scratch worth mentioning. I
managed to lose my cap, a shot went through the collar of my
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coat, and one through my trousers. We buried our officers
last night, and there was hardly a dry eye when poor Captain
Vicars was lowered into hig grave. I feel confident that he
has gone to that Home that is prepared for all those who are
faithful to the end. This army has lost a cool, determined
officer, and there is one Christian less in this sin-blighted world.
He had won the affections of the whole Light Division. The
97th might well be proud of him. It is only a few days since
I was with him at one of his meetings ; but, dear father, he is
not lost, but gone before. He can now sing, with all his manly
heart, while he views his glorious Master without veil between,
It is bitterly cold here at present, and I for one do wish they
would let us go at the town. We know well that it will be a
hard nut to crack, but it must be done, the honour of Old
England and France is at stake, and take it we will some day.
I do not wish you to publish my letters, for the simple reason
that sometimes I speak a little too plainly, and it might hurt
me ; if anything should happen to me here, you can then please
yourself. Take care of them all, as they may come in handy
some day, if only to read to friends near and dear to us., I
must conclude. Thanks for the papers.
Believe me ever, dear Parents,
Your most affectionate son,
T. GOWING,
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers,

SUDDEN DEATH,

“Servant of God, well done ;
Rest from thy loved employ :
The battle fought, the victory won,
Enter thy Master’s joy.”
The voice at midnight came ;
He started up to hear,
A mortal arrow pierced his frame ;
He fell, but felt no fear.

Tranquil amidst alarms,
It found him in the field,
A veteran slumbering on his arms,
Beneath his red-cross shield :
His sword was in his hand,
Still warm with recent fight ;
Ready that moment, at command,
Through rock and steel to smite.
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At midnight came the cry;
““ To meet thy God prepare ! ”

He woke, and caught his Captain’s eye -
Th(,n strong in faith and prayer,
His spirit with a bound,

Burst its encumbering clay 3

His tent, at sunrise, on the ground,
A darken’d ruin lay.

The pains of death are past,
Labour and sorrow cease ;

And life’s long warfare closed at last,
His soul is found in peace.
Soldier of Christ ! well done ;
Praise be thy new employ ;

And while eternal ages run,

Rest in thy Saviour’s joy.

Montgomery.

We had now some hard hitting almost every day ov
night. We commenced gradually to creep up to the
doomed city—here a bit and there a bit, shots being
continually exchanged. All the enemy’s outworks had
to be seized, and that was no child’s play. The takin
of their rifle pits was fearful work. It was all done
with the bayonet, in the darkness of night. For the
information of my non-military readers, I will just
explain what rifle pits are. They are holes, large or
small, constructed in various ways, and manned by
erack shots, who tormented us considerably by picking
off our art1]le1y -men and the sailors manning our
heavy guns; for if anyone showed his head above the
para,pets of the trenches he was almost certain to have
a hole made in 1t. The taking of these pits was, as I
have said, fearful work, and was all done with the
bayonet, no quarter being given or taken. This work
is generally undertaken by volunteers from the various
regiments that happen to be in the trenches at the
time. I volunteered to form one of these “nice little
evening parties,”—but I wished to go no more; yet,
had I been ordered, I would have gone, for I had
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rather die a thousand deaths than be dishonoured. In
a few words I will try and describe the method of
capturing rifle pits. About 100 or 150, sometimes 300
or 400, men would be formed up at the point nearest
to the plts to be assailed, all hands sometimes taking
off their accoutrements; at a sign from the officers who
are going to lead, the men would creep over the top of
the trench and steal up to the enemy on “all four’s;”
not a word is spoken, but, at a given signal, in they all
go, and, in less time than it takes me to write this, it
is all over—the bayonet has done it’'s work; the
defenders are all utterly destroyed or taken pllqoners
while the pits are at once turned and made to face the
enemy, or are converted into a trench. Therefore, with
this sort of work going on, I think I am justified in
saying that hard knocks were given and taken almost
every night.

As far as the camp was concerned, things began to
look much brighter. Thanks to the kind-hearted
friends at home, we now had plenty of good food, and
sickness was on the decrease. We had a few petty
annoyances, such as being compelled to wear socks,
and to pipe-clay our belts so as to make us conspicuous
targets for the enemy. As for the fighting, we had
plenty of that, but we managed to get over it, I think,
as well as our forefathers had done. It was “give and
take,” but we frenmally contrived to let the enemy
have “excellent interest.”

The following letter, giving additional details of the
fighting on March 22nd, may be of interest here :—

Camp before Sebastopol,

March 29th, 1855.

My Dear, Dear Parents,
In answer to yours of the 1st inst., I am happy
to inform you that I am quite well, and in crood gpirits. I
wrote you a long letter on the 24th dec;cmptwe of the attack on
the 22nd. Truly it was an awful night, and a terrible fight we
had. The attacking force, we find, were all picked men, most
of them sailors. We hear that the Russians have got & new
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commander, and that he boasted he would compel us to raise
the siege or drive us all into the sea ; and I must say that they
shaped well, for they came on manfully, but that nasty piece
of cold steel stood in the way. I told you in my last about the
death of poor Captain Vicars. I do not believe that there was
a man in the whole Light Division but would have died to save
that noble soldier. When the news flew that Vicars had fallen
it seemed to work upon our men, and they were wrought up to
a state of frenzy; and with all the enemy’s boasting, and with
the overwhelming odds against us, we managed to shift them,
and, so to speak, almost pitched them out of our batteries and
trenches with the bayonet; and I should like to know what sort
of a Briton he would be that would not follow such a man,
such a two-fold soldier, as Captain Vicars. One of the ser-
geants of the 97th told me that only a few hours before the
attack this exemplary, noble Chrisfian, was reading and
expounding a portion of God’s word to his men, and engaging
in prayer with them, and shortly afterwards we find him calling
upon these very men to follow him to death or to victory. My
dear parents, you must not ask me such questions.” I am
bound to do my duty. I will not, if I am cut to pieces, bring
disgrace upon Norfolk, that brought me up. We have only
once to die, and if I am to fall in front of this town, let it be
with my face to the foe. I do not wish to boast, but I think I
am out of their debt. I find the fellow that shot Captain the
Hon. C. Brown was a Russian or Greek priest, and it was the
same man that fired his revolver into our magazine, but a
bayonet thrust stopped his little game, and extinguished his
fanaticism. I must tell you that we all received great praise,
or soft soap, from Lord Raglan. I do not know exactly the
united strength of those who took part in that fight, but the
brunt of the fighting fell upon the 7th Royal Fusiliers, 34th,
77th, 88th, 90th, and 97th regiments. To explain the fight
would be impossible—it was so dark. We did not fire much,
all was left to the bayonet; but to say that this or that regi-
ment did more than any other would be a piece of injustice.
We had a handful, and although they were about ten to one,
they found us one too many for them. Whether it will be
called a battle, or what our people are going to call it, I do not
know ; this I know, it has been a grand attempt at ducking us.
We hear that the Zouaves fought like so many tigers, and al-
though the odds were heavy against them, they routed the
enemy off the field. I don’t think I ever told you before, that
they are not all Frenchmen that wear French uniforms. The
Zouaves have a number of English and Irish mixed up with
them—wild spirits that join them on account of the rapid pro-
motion. You must try and keep your spirits up. I am as
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happy as the day is long, that is, when I have enough to eat.
We must try and make the best of a bad job. Nearly one-
third of the Fusiliers are Norfolk men, and I will be bound
they will hold their own, and I can tell you they are not the
smallest men that we have. I must conclude, with love to all.
Give my kind regards to all inquiring friends, and

Believe me as ever, dear Parents,

Your affectionate son,
T. GOWING,
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers.

P.8.—Try and keep your spirits up, dear mother. I will
come home some day lop-sided, with honours, that is, if I do
not get my head put under my arm.

i A ES

THE SECOND BOMBARDMENT OF
SEBASTOPOL.

On the morning of Easter Monday the camp was
shaken by the commencement of the second bombard-
ment. The French opened fire with some 350 heavy
guns, and our people with about 220 guns and mortars.
The enemy returned the fire with spirit, with some
600 of the heaviest guns and mortars, exclusive of their
shipping. It was something grand, but awful; the
ground seemed to tremble beneath the terrible fire. T
was in camp, but felt compelled to go up to the Victoria
Redoubt to have a look at it. The Russians frequently
fired in salvoes, against both us and our allies. This
duel of Artillery went on day after day, but it all ended
in nothing, the enemy’s works appearing to be as
strong, after all this expenseand loss of life, as before
the bombardment commenced. As Sir G. Brown once
said, the longer we looked at the place the uglier it got,
and it would have to be taken in the old way, let the
consequences be what they might; the bayonet must do
what shot and shell could not. So our people set to
work to creep up to the prize that for the first time
had baffled all our united fire of Artillery, and try the
- effect of cold steel. Every obstacle had to go down in
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order to enable us to get up to their works, and during
the remainder of April and May we had some terrible
fighting.  More rifle pits had to be taken, and the old
Light Division sustained another heavy loss in Colonel
Egerton, of the 77th, who had from the commencement
of the Campaign proved himself one of Britain’s
truest sons. He fell dead at the taking of rifle pits,
that were afterwards named Egerton’s pits; he was
one of the biggest men I ever saw in uniform. The
old Pot-hooks (the 77th) fought in a most dashing
manner, and although they had lost their Colonel,
their spirits were not damped, but they went at it
with a will as conquerors.

The enemy tried hard that night to re-take the pits,
but it was no go; they were met with a fire that
mowed them down by wholesale; they then got the
bayonet. The 77th were backed up by a good strong
party of the 33rd, and detachments of almost every
regiment of the Light Division* The fighting was
of a most formidable and determined character; but
the pits remained in the hands of the conquerors of
Alma, Balaclava, and the two Inkermanns. It would
be impossible for me to describe all the different
combats, but every inch of ground up to the town had
to be dearly purchased by blood.

Nothing particular occurred to note now, except that
a steady stream of men kept joining us, particularly
French, and we had now a splendid army in front of
the doomed city. Our men were burning to go at it,
and take it or die in the attempt; but we had some more
outworks yet to capture before we were to be let loose.
From the early morning on the 7th of June, the French
were passing through our camp on the way to the

* The 97th could be distinctly heard shouting “ Remember Captain
Vicars, boys,”” “Stick to them;’ and the Officers shouting “ Give
1t home, my lads.”
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trenches. The Imperial Guards and Zouaves appeared
i high spirits, and our men turned out and cheered
them lustily ; and when their new chief, Pelissier, with
General Bosquet went by, you would have thought our
people had gone mad. General Bosquet was a great
favourite with the entire army; and Pelissier was
known to be a most resolute man. Our men cheered
them heartily, throwing their caps in the air. The
fire-eating Bosquet and his chief seemed to appreciate
the reception they got from the old Light Division.
As soon as the cheering had subsided a little, the two
leaders stopped, and Bosquet called out, “ Thank you,
my men, —then, with his hand up, to stop us from
shouting—“ We shall be at them before long, shoulder
to shoulder, and then, my boys, stick to them.” Our
men cheered them until they were hoarse. Some of
our officers turned out to see what was up, but the
French had passed on.

CAPTURE OF THE MAMELON AND THE
QUARRIES.

We shortly afterwards fell in, and marched into the
trenches. We knew well that there was something to
be done, but things were kept very quiet. We
mustered pretty strongly in our old advanced works,
The French went at the Mamelon in a masterly style,
column after column, and as fast as one column melted
away, another took its place. We had a splendid view
of it—it was grand—and we could distinetly see one
of the Vivandiers on horseback, moving with the
throng, and then dismount. We cheered them most
heartily.

Our turn came at about 5.30. p.m., and away we
went at the Quarries with a dash, the old 7th zm(:.l S88th
leading the van. It was England and Ireland side by
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side. The enemy might well look astonished, for our
bayonets were soon in the midst of them. They were
routed out of the Quarries; and our people set to work
with pick and shovel as hard as men could work.
But the enemy were no mean foe; they were armed
with as good a weapon as ourselves, and were not going
to submit to being shut up in the town without giving
some hard blows. They came on repmtedly and tried
to re-take the position from us; but the old Fusiliers
and Connaught Rangers, assisted by detachments of
various regiments of t}1e Second and Light Divisions,
on each occasion sent them reeling back. At times we
were hardly pushed, for we had no ammunition left,
and had to do as we had done at Inkermann, viz., pitch
stones at them. I am not altogether certain that some
of the 88th did not use their teeth—all is fair in love
and war. Both officers and men fought with despera-
tion. It was resolved by all of us not to be beaten;
but at times we were under such a fire of grape and
musketry that it appeared impossible for anything to
live. As far as I could see, all had made up their
minds to die rather than tum their backs on the toe,
and we had that night leaders who knew how to die
but could hardly run. As far as the old 7th Fusiliers
were concerned, we had some splendid officers—Mills,
Turner, Waller, Jones, Fitzclarence, all courageous
men, just the right sort to lead a storming party. Mr.
Jones and Waller repeatedly led our men at the enemy
during that sanguinary night. At times all was con-
fusion, uproar, and smoke. Dust and showers of
stones flew like hail. It was hot work all night, but
we meant to win or die. The hurrahs of our fellows
told both friend and foe that our blood was up. If we
were short of ammunition we had plenty of steel; we
had a Wolseley with us and others as good, but nearly
all our commanders bit the dust, dead or wounded. 1
had the honour of taking a man’s name that evening
for a most daring act, viz., bringing a barrel of ammu-
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nition on his head across the open field, under a
:‘,‘rfirlnendous fire, throwing it at our feet, exda.mnncr
ere you are, my hdzs, fire away,” and then going
back to get another. I had the pleasure of meeting
him afterwards in India, with the cross upon his noble
breast—¢Gunner Arthur” But Arthur was not alone;
two of our own men—Private Matthew Hughes and
Corporal Gumley did exactly the same. B lughes,
smoking his 01(1 clay pipe all the time, cwccl'ume{]
% Keep 1t up, lads;” “Lend a hand, sir, to distribute
these pills,” addressing a young officer.  The fichting
all nicht was of a deadly character, but we had then
got the errlcs and were not going to let the enemy
have them again. As for the \[amelnn it was “ding-
dong hard pounding.” Five times the French went at
it. The fifth column was blown into the air to a man,
guns, platforms, and all; and then, with m(u]donmtr
shoutw the gallant sons of France went at the ruins,
and, in spite "of the barbarous brutes, took them. The
/(chﬂ«Cb followed them up and went right into the
Malakoff, where a great number fell, but it was not the
intention to take or attempt to take that work. Our
hands were full, we had all that we could do to maintain
our powtmn, but we found time to rruf(, our heroic
Allies three tlmea three, for they 110111y deserved it.
All the enemy’s attempts at re-taking the Quarries were
baffled, for some fourteen times the) were hurled back
with a terrible slaughter. We were now under good
cover, the pick and shovel having been at it all night.

My letter home at this time was as follows :—

Camp before Sebastopol,

S8th June, 1855.
My Dear Parents,
Once more a few lines to inform you that I
am, thank God, still in the land of the living. We have had
another regular go-in in front of this doomed c1ty The French
were passing through our camp nearly all day yesterday, and
we had a good idea that something was in the wind; they
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seemed all in good spirits, and we turned out and cheered them
heartily, and their Chiefs seemed to appreciate it. In the after-
noon, I marched off with a strong party of our regiment; we
had some wild spirits of officers with us, that would lead men
at anything. We soon found out that they had a nice little
job cut out for us—all their outworks had to be taken from thein.
We were told off to take the Quarries; we had strong parties of
the Light and 2nd Divisions with us, and about 5.30 p.m. the 7th
Royal Fusiliers and the 88th Connaught Rangers, dashed at
them. It was rough hard hitting, for about half-an-hour. It
was a little piece of work well down. We routed the enemy
but we had hard work to hold our own, for they came on
repeatedly with strong columns, and tried to re-take them from
us. The fighting then became desperate, the bayonet was
freely used on both sides, but although the enemy were three
and four to one, they shrank back, and although their officers
tried to lead them on, they could not be brought to a deter-
mined rush. Thank God, I escaped once more, but it would be
impossible for me to tell you how, only that a merciful God has
been watching over me. We ran short of ammunition, and
then we were in a nice mess; we used stones as we did at Inker-
mann, and as soon as they came close enough, we went at them
with that ugly piece of cold steel. We proved them again to
be cowardly beggars in the open field. Oh! I do wish they
would let us go in and finish them off, for with all this dilly-
dallying we are daily losing a number of our best men, and the
men that are being sent out to fill up the gaps are too young
for this rough work, but they are mixed up with the older
hands, and they stick to it well. I must tell you that our
Allies, the French, went at the enemy in a masterly style,
column after column, but I fear their loss has been heavy, as
one entire column of about 2,000 men was blown into the air;
we hear their loss amounts to upwards of 3,000 men. We have
taken three mnoble positions from them, and I hope you will
now soon hear news that will set the church bells of Old
England ringing again for victory, as after the Alma, Balaclava,
and Inkermann. But, dear paremtts, who will live to tell the
tale of the fall of this town, only One above knows. But when
one comes to look at it seriously, it’s terrible work; many a
poor mother has to mourn a noble boy, that was hale and
hearty yesterday morning. But there, we must not look at it
in that light, or we could never do our duty. I know our loss
must have been heavy, not much short of 800 killed and
wounded. But the Light Division, as at the Alma, has borne
the brunt of it. Camp life at present is very pleasant, we have
now plenty to eat, and as much as we require to drink; and
this I know, if any one wants more fighting than we get. he
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is a glutton, for we are often at it from morning until night,
and from night until morning, but no grumbling. We will try
and give Mr. Bull, some of these mornings, something to talk
about. I see by the papers, that the people at home begin to
find out that it’s no disgrace to be a soldier. I hope you will
excuse this short note, will write again if I am spared, in a few
days. Trusting this will find you all enjoying the best of
blessings. Good-bye, dear parents, and God bless you.
I am, your affectionate son,
T. GOWING,
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers,

Returning to camp next morning, we were thanked
for our conduct by Liord Raglan, who promised to report
all for the information of Her Most Gracious Majesty.
We were heartily greeted by our comrades. Our loss
had been very heavy. In killed and wounded the
Mamelon, Quarries, and Circular Trench had cost the
Allies close upon 3,500 officers, non-commissioned
officers, and men, but yet our people were full of hope;
the enemy had lost all their outworks, and every inch
of ground was hotly disputed. The Quarries were
afterwards well named ¢ The Shambles,” for we daily
up to the 8th September lost a number of men in them
from the cross-fires of the enemy.

We had now some rough work. From the 7th to
the 17th June it was one continual fight. We had a
magnificent army around or in front of the south side
of the town, and our men were burning to go and take
it, or die. We had now been some nine months
besieging the town, which had for that time defied the
united powers of France, England, and Turkey, as-
sisted by some 15,000 Sardinians. It is true the latter
had nothing to do with the actual siege, but they took
the place of our men or the French in guarding our
communications. One great battle—Alma—had been
fought to get at it, and two others had been fought in
order to prevent the raising of the siege—Balaclava
and Inkermann; and the civilized world were agam
asking when the last great coup would be made.
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SEBASTOPOL AGAIN BOMBARDED.

On Sunday, the 17th June, 1855, the third bom-
bardment of Sebastopol opened with a terrible crash,
and from morning until night they kept 1t up
as hard as they coulrl load aml fire ; the very earth
seemed to shake beneath the erash ot ouns. We all

marched into the trenches tull of hope that the grand
and final struggle was about to commence. We thouw}lt
we had come to the last scene in the great drama. The
Old Fusiliers were told off for the post of honour.
We were to lead the way. It was not the first time
we had done it, and from the colonel downwards all
seemed in nood spirits; and on that memorable 18th
June, the 40t11 anniversary of Waterloo, we were to
combat side by side with our old enemy, and thus
avenge that historic battle.

ATTACK BY THE ALLIES AND ITS
BLOODY REPULSE.

At a given signal away went the French at the
Malakoft with a ringing cheer of Viwe ['Limperewr.
It was quite dark, for it was just about 2 am. The
Malakoft looked like a vast voleano, with a continual
stream of men going at it. At another signal off we
went at a rapid pace, with our Colonel in front, sword in
one hand and revolver in the other; they let us get
well out into the open so that we had no cover, and
then, reader, such a fire met us that the whole column
seemed to melt away. Still on we went, staggering
beneath the terrible hail. Our Colonel tell dead, our
Adjutant the same, and almost every oflicer we had
with us fell dead or wounded, but still we pressed on
until we were stopped by the chevawx-de-frise, and in
tront of that our poor fellows lay in piles. We were
there met with a perfect hell of fire, at about fitty
yards from us, of grape, shot, shLll canister, and

|
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musketry, and could not return a shot. Our men
could not advance and would not retire, but were
trying to pull down the barrier or dzmmu ~de-frise.
We mloht Just as well have tried to pull down the
moon. Tho “retire” was sounded all over the field,
but the men stood sullen and would not heed it. Our
men and those of other regiments were fast dropping; at
last the remnant of the mttacl\mo column retired to thL
trenches amidst a storm of grape, which nearly swept
away whole companies at a time. The enem y mounted
the parapets of the Redan, and delivered vo lley after
volley into us. They hoisted a large black flag and
defied us to come on. At length, our Artillery got into
play, and literally swept thum down, so that thov did
not have it all their own way long. Our front trench
was nearly 800 yards from the Re dan.  The cry ot
“Murder” could be heard on that field, for the
cowardly enemy fired for hours upon our countrymen
as they lay writhing in agony and blood.  As
some of our officers S‘Ll(l “ This will never do, we will
pay them for all this yet!” We would have forgiven
all, had they not brutally shot down poor ]mlplusk
Woundul men.

On the left attack they were a little more fortunate,
led on by the gallant 18th Royal Irish and the 9th,
the Nortolk, Renunent lheaelunlnwntb let the enemy
know what the) might expect if we ecould only get at
close quarters with them. Major-General er
addressed them in Irish, and said that he hopul their
deeds that morning wou]d make many a cabin in Old
Ireland ring again. The men of that regiment were
wrought upto a state of madness,and on thev went, right
into the town, but, as the other attacks had proved
failures, they hkc wise were compelled to retire, and lost
a gre at number of men the like of which could not
easﬂy be replaced. The Royal Irish and the 9th were
backed up by the 28th, 38th and 44th Regiments, and
as they carried all before them it was hard lines that
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they had to ficht their way out of the town again.
The Allies had been kept at bay for upwards of eight
months—and out of all that vast army employed only
two regiments managed to cut their way into Sebas-
topol on that terrible 18th June, and one of them was
“the Holy Boys.” Herein is another source of pride
for Norfolk.

Major-General Eyre’s address had a wonderful effect
upon the 18th Royal Irish, and it was not lost upon
the Norfolk regiment. The fichting in the cemetery
was desperate. Not a shot did those two noble
regiments fire, but with a ringing cheer they dashed at
the enemy. No powder was wasted, but the Russians
were fairly pitched out of their works. Their
general’s appeal had touched them to the quick, and
these gallant regiments seemed to vie with each other
in the rapidity of their movements, and in their
deeds of valour. A few prisoners were taken. One
huge Grenadier, profusely bleeding, might have been
seen dragging by the collar of his coat a monster of
a Russian. Pat had fought and subdued his an-
tagonist, and then remembered mercy, exclaiming,
“Go it, lads; there are plenty more of them yonder.
Hurrah for ould Ireland!” The bayonet was used
with tremendous effect by these regiments; but the
other attacks had been driven back, or, in other words,
mowed down with a fearful slaughter, and could not
close in with the enemy. The French lay in piles in
front of the Malakoff, and the ground beyond our then
front trench was saturated with some of the best blood
of Britain. There lay some hundreds of those who
had led the way up the heights of Alma, side by side
with those who had taken a leading part in driving
the Russians from the heights of Inkermann, who
had fought with Vicars in the trenches, and, night
after night and day after day, had kept the enemy
at bay. COur gallant Blue Jackets lay in heaps. They
had volunteered to carry the scaling ladders for us,

]
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“The Stormers,” and I must pay them a tribute of
respect, for they stuck to us well under great diffi-
culties, carrying heavy ladders, and died almost to a
man rather than let the enemy see their backs. “All
honour to the bravest of the brave.” The columns of
attack had not been driven back by the weight of
numbers. Nay, they were mowed down with grape,
canister, musketry, and broadside after broadside from
the shipping; and, I am sorry to have to record it,
the enemy seemed to take delight in shooting down
poor helpless wounded men, who were trying to limp
or drag their mangled bodies away from the devouring
cross-fires. For hours during that dreadful day thny
would not answer the flag of truce; but the black
flag, or flag of defiance, was flying upon all their
b&ttbl‘l(_“_w, while some hundmda yea, thousands of our
poor fellows were lying with every description of
wound, exposed to a burning sun—and here the reader
should remember that the heat in the Crimea in sum-
mer is equal to that of India. There lay, I repeat,
poor helpless men weltering in their blood with an
unnatural enemy a,ctually firing upon thClll and
laughing at their calamity—such were the brutes that
we had to fight against. At length the white flag was
seen to float upon the Redan, the Malakoff, and all the
other batteries. The enemy placed a strong chain of
sentries all along the front of their works—evidently
i had actually had a wash, and
some of them a clean shave. All our men that had
fallen in front of the clhevawx-de-frise they brought
and lay for us to take away. Reader, this was
humiliating to the feelings of a Briton. They were,
moreover, very insulting, and it would not have taken
much, if our othicers had not been firm, for our men
(some of them at least) to have dashed their brutal
heads half off with “one straight from the shoulder™;
for they had no arms, etcgpt the sentries placed in
front of our trenches. Our men were very quict and
X
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sullen, but one could read “ revenge’ written on their
countenances. As soon as all the dead and wounded
had been removed, the short truce terminated, the white
flags on the different batteries were waved to and fro,
and down they went, but were hardly out, of sight
when “ bang ” went the heavy guns at it again. And
our sailors and artillerymen worked them as hard as
they could load and fire, which soon made the
frowning Redan, the Malakoff, and all the enemy’s
batteries very warm corners; for our huge 13-inch
shell sent guns, platforms, and all that was anywhere
near, flying into the air. So Mr. Russia found to his
cost that we were not going to give the game up just
yet.

Well, it must be confessed we had had what might
be called a good sound drubbing, and I can affirm that
our people are not good hands at putting up with
much of that; officers and men wanted “to go at 1t
again ~ and wipe out the stain or die—but we had to
obey orders. We had been beaten, both French and
English combined, and our men could hardly believe
it. In returning to camp that morning, one could not
get a civil answer from any of the men. If you told
a man to do anything he would turn round and tell
you to do it yourself. It was almost a miracle how
any of the storming columns escaped. My clothing
was cut all to pieces, I had no fewer than nine shot holes
through my trousers, coat, and cap, but, thank God, I
was not touched. Out of my company, which went
mto action with 1 captain, 2 lieutenants, 4 sergeants,
4 corporals, 2 drummers, and 90 men, all that came
out of 1t with a whole skin were 13 men besides myself;
No. 3 Company returned to camp with 9 men out of
96. So I hope, reader, you will be able to see we
stuck to them well before we gave in. We were
burning to go at them again, but we had to pocket the
defeat and wait our turn. It did not matter to whom I
spoke about that bloody repulse, all were nearly mad.

|
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The fault had to be thrown on some one. I must tell
the truth—it was not the fault of the officers who led, it
was not the fault of the men who formed that
unlucky column of stormers. But, reader, we
were sold that morning (I am sorry to have to
record it) by traitors from our own ranks! Men
(brutes, rather,) had deserted us because they had been
justly punished for misconduct, and informed the
enemy the exact hour and the precise signal for the
advance. I knew one of these rascals, but for the
sake of the gallant regiment to which he belonged I
withhold his name. I am happy to state, howe»el
that he lived to reap a portion of his reward, for he
was transported for life,—treatment too good for such
a black-hearted villain, for he was the cause of some
thousands of the bravest of the brave being launched
into eternity. If we could have forced the chevaua-
de-frise, the 9th and 18th would not have been the
only regiments of the Allied Army to enter
Sebastopol that morning, for we had some of the right
sort of stuff with the Fusiliers. I do not believe a
man of us thought one word about supports. It was
simply “do or die” with that heroic column; but still
the fact remains that a handful of men were
sent to be slaughtered without supports. We
had rated our enemy too cheaply; our commanders
forgot that we could not get at them with the queen
of weapons, but had to stand and be mowed down
from behind good cover, and with a deep ditch
between us !

Our camp presented a very mournful spectacle.
Officers, non-commissioned officers, and men, were being
carried home covered with wounds; some limping
along, others besmeared with dirt, powdor and blood,
domcr their best to reach the camp, a,ssmted by a
comrade. A oreat number of “resurrectionists” turned
up (men who did not return to camp with their com-
panies, and were reported killed or missing). These
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had got so far in advance that they, poor fellows,
could not get back until the flag of truce was up. So
some got into pits, others into large holes made by
shells, and there had to lie. It would have been mad-
ness for them to have attempted to reach our trenches
across the open field amidst the withering fire that the
enemy could have brought to bear upon them. We
were only too glad to receive them back. As it was,
the poor old Fusiliers had suffered fearfully; we had
paid dearly for leading the way. And although we had
lost our brave Colonel and Adjutant, and almost all our
officers had been hit more or less, still that indomitable
pluck that will carry a Briton throuch fire and water
was not all thrashed out of us. On all sides one heard
such expressions as—“ Well, we'll warm them up for
this yet!” The questions asked were “I say, have
so-and-so come back ?” “Have you seen 7
“ Has Sergeant come back ?” Men were running
about the camp inquiring about particular friends, and
as soon as they found me writing home, I was besieged.
“Sergeant, will you write a line for me, please 2”7 1
think I wrote close upon twenty short notes for our
men, some of whom were wounded slightly; others
had nasty cuts and bruises, and wanted to conceal
them, thinking that we should have another go-in
before long. Our Allies, the French, seemed down-
hearted, and very low-spirited. They cannot fight a
losing battle; so long as they are victorious they do
not appear to care much what they lose. As far as we
were concerned, we knew well that we had lost a
friend—our best friend—in our dear old Colonel.* He
was as brave as a lion, and his familiar ery was : “ Come
on men ; follow me.” Not half-an-hour before he iell
he was in prayer. He knew that he was going to lead
the way, and that thousands must fall. But, reader,

* Colonel Lacy W. Yea.
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that gallant soldier was ready for life or death. He
could have been seen walking up and down in the
trench, addressing one after another. Some of his
expressions were : “ Men, when we advance, move your
legs; remember, not a shot; all must be done with
the bayonet.” When the order was given to advance,
we all rushed over the trench, the Colonel shouting,
“ Fusiliers, follow me, and prove yourselves worthy of
your title.” 1 was close to him. He had ordered a
number of active non-commissioned officers to keep up
with him; and, as we bounded across the plain, he
waved his sword and shouted, “ Fusiliers, follow me ;
come on!” Just before he fell he stopped to have a
look around. At this time our poor fellows were
falling one on the top of another; for the batteries in
front, right and left, were like so many volcanoes
pouring forth a never-ceasing stream of fire. Truly it
was an awful scene. It did not last much more than
half-an-hour ; and my readers may form some idea of
the terrible fire we had to face, for our loss was as
follows :—Killed, wounded, and missing, 7,958 French
and British! DBut

They shall live renown’d in story,

They whose arms, on fields of gore,

Saved our homes and native land

From the rude rough clash of war.

e s

Our men had been crushed bencath a terrific fire, but
not subdued. We knew well that a day—a terrible
day—of reckoning would come, and longed to be let
loose at them. “Oh, if we could only get them well
out into the open fields,” said one old hand, “we'd
make short work of them!” But, no chance of that.
They had had several tastes of our bayonets, and
wanted no more; so we had to set to work and hunt
them out of one of the strongest fortifications in the
world. Ultimately, the reader will find that we
managed them.
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The following was my letter home on this occasion:—

Camp before Sebastopol,
June 18th, 18556 (Waterloo Day.)
My Dear Parents,

How to express my feelings to the God of all
mercies I do not know. I drop a line as quickly as possible,
in order to catch the mail, to let you know that I am still safe
and sound, as I know that long before this can reach home you
will have heard of the slaughter we have sustained. Slaughter
is hardly a name for it—massacre. We have been cut to pieces
in an attempt upon the town. I have not time to say much,
and am too low-spirited. About two o’clock this morning we
attacked the Redan, the 7Tth Fusiliers leading the stormers.
Our dear old Colonel was killed. He was one of the bravest
of the brave, for where all were brave he would lead the way.
Almost every officer of our’s has been either killed or wounded.
I am the only sergeant of my company returned to camp with-
out being wounded. Oh, what a morning ! but through the
mercy of God I have been spared, although my poor comrades
fell in heaps all around me, one on the top of the other. But
truth will go the furthest, the enemy has beaten both French
and English this morning. Our poor fellows could not get at
them, but were mowed down with grape, canister, and
musketry, and broadside after broadside from their shipping.
The sights all around are horrible, men continually being
brought into camp with every description of wound. T heard
one of our old hands say, a short time ago, although wounded
and limping to hospital : ¢ This is only lent; we’ll pay them off
for it yet, and that before long.” The sole cry in the camp is—
‘ Let’s go at them again.” 1 hope you will excuse this short
letter, as I must be off. T am for the trenches to-night.

Believe me, yours, &e., &e.,
T. GOWING,
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers.

P.S.—I was robbed of all I had in this world while out
fighting (except the small Bible you gave me—they would not
have that).

We had not long to wait for our revenge, and
revenge 1s sweet when in the field. We had received
some good strong drafts—not recruits, but volunteers
from various regiments at home—fine, able men, that
filled up the gaps, or went a long way towards it. All
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stragglers were sent to their duty. Our Chiefs had
found out by some means that we were to be attacked
about the 26th of June, by an overwhelming force ;
our batteries, trenches, and all our guns were to be
taken from us; and we were to be put into the sea, or
capitulate. Much easier said than done. However, as
we had to go into the sea, we took lessons in swimming
—by way of taking plenty of ammunition with us,
Although they had just thrashed us, we were not golng
to give up the game for one black eye. Sir G. Brown
tendered his sword to defend the front trench with his
division of ten regiments at his back. That noble old
soldier addressed each brigade, in just a few suitable
words, that a tried man like himself knew well how to
deliver. As soon as we were formed up, the gallant
old General was in the midst of us. He had not much
bowing or seraping, but went at once to the point. “Well
men, they,” pointing in the direction of the town, “are
going to take our trenches and guns from us to-night.
I have offered my sword to defend the leading trench,
will you support me ?” Suiting the action to the
word, he drew his sword and waved it over his head.
The answer that the brave old man got was a deafening
shout, such a shout as that, a few hours atter, struck
terror into the boasting enemy:; and we at once
marched off' to the post of honour. We had not gone
far when another shout told us that we were not golng
alone. The 1st brigade of the Light Division consisted
of the 1st-Tth Royal Fusiliers, 23rd Royal Welsh
Fusiliers, 33rd Duke’s own, 34th reciment, and 2nd
battalion Rifle Brigade. Our comrades of the 2nd
brigade consisted of the 19th, 90th, 77th, SSth and
97th regiments. The 2nd brigade came close behind
us, backed up by the entire 2nd division, and a part of
the Guards and Highlanders.

Into the front trench we went, and, as soon as it got
dark enough, a good chain of sentries was thrown out
to give us timely warning of the enemy’s approach.
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These men had to creep out on their hands and knees
and lie flat on the ground, and as soon as they could
see the enemy advancing, bound back to us and give
the alarm ; thus, all would be in readiness for them,
although it was as dark as the grave. Everything
was cut and dried, and they might come and try
their hands at ducking us if they were game! We had
not very long to wait, for they were game to the back-
bone. They opened a terrible shell fire upon all our
leading trenches, both French and English, and we lost
many of our men, as we were rather thickly posted.
About 11.30 p.m. our sentries came running in, with
the news that the enemy was advancing in force.
We let them come. Our batteries threw out a number
of fire balls, which at once lit up the whole place as
clear as daylight. We, in the leading trench, kept
well down out of the way of our own guns. The
enemy came on through a perfect storm of shot, shell,
grape, canister, and rockets; it must have mowed
down their crowded ranks by wholesale, for they were
coming on in massive columns, evidently for a fair trial
of strength. All this time we in the trenches had not
fired a shot. Ata given signal our guns ceased, but the
mortars still kept it up. Our two front ranks gave
them a deadly point-blank volley, and at once stepped
back, for we stood six deep in the trench waiting for
them. The next two ranks then moved up and gave
them another. They were not more than fifty paces
from us. The front ranks of the column went down as
grass betore a scythe, and before the enemy had time to
collect their wits they got another and another, which
shook them to atoms. To finish them off they got two
or three more volleys, for the rear of the column was
pressing the head of it on. The deadly fire was a
little too much for them, and they broke, hesitating as
to which way to go. While they stood bewildered,
they got two or three more volleys, which literally tore
them to pieces, and, to make things a little more un-
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comfortable for them, the words “ Faugh-Balah ” were
shouted somewhere on our left—the gallant $Sth oot
the credit of it. Translated into English this means,
“Clear the road,” or way, and, in less time than it
takes me to write it, all hands sprung over the top of
the trench and rushed at them with the bayonet. We
lost a number of men that we should not have lost had
we acted solely on the defensive, for the enemy opened
their heavy guns on friend and foe, in order to try and
stop us. We chased them right up to the Redan, and
then returned to our trenches. The next, morning
there was a flag of truce out, which was soon answered
by our people. We could then have a good look at
our handiwork of the previous night, and a ghastly
sight it was, for hundreds of the enemy were cut to
pieces by shot and shell.

I had seen the fields of the Alma, Balaclava, and
Inkermann, and, in fact, everything of importance
since the commencement of the campaign, but I had
never seen anything to equal the sight that presented
itself that morning; the enemy lay in columns as they
had stood, or in places pile upon pile, four or five deep,
in every conceivable position that mind could imagine.
The Minie balls had done some fearful work. Into
that part of the trench on our right, manned by the
Rifles, Guards, and Highlanders, the enemy had, in
spite of the terrible fire, entered, but they were there
met by the bayonet, and never went back to Holy
Russia. The trench was in places completely choked,
the dead lying heaped up level with the top. Some of
our nice boys joked the Guards and Highlanders next
morning about leaving no work for the doctors, and
some of those “feather-bed gentlemen” rveplied that
they liked to do things well—they had been taught
the first point. People may say what they like about
our Guards, but they have proved themselves on many a
hard-fought field very devils, particularly in a close
ficht.



126 A SOLDIER'S EXPERIENCE.

Again I found opportunity to write to my parents,
as follows :+—

Camp before Sebastopol,
June 28th, 1855.
My Dear Parents,

Just a few lines to inform you that we have
got out of debt. My letter of the 18th told you of the terrible
thrashing that the enemy gave us that morning. Well, we
have met them again, and paid them off for it; and I think
we have proved that we can hit just as hard as they can. On
the 26th, about 11 p.m., they made a general attack all along
our trenches—both French and English. We were ready for
them, as they were for us on the 18th, and have paid them off
in their own coin. It lasted about three-quarters-of-an-hour,
and they have left close upon 4000 upon the field, dead and
wounded ; they boasted that they were going to put us into
the sea; I for one, had a strong objection to this, as I cannot
swim. I never before saw our men fight so spitefully. Volley
after volley was poured into their advancing hosts, and then,
with a ringing cheer for old England, we closed upon them
with that weapon they so much dread. Some of our men’s
bayonets were bent like reaping-hooks, which was a clear
proot of the work we had been at. Although they beat us for
once, we let them know that the Lion was on the war-path, and
that he was well roused. I think our Allies got out of debt too,
for they stuck to them well; we can always tell when they are
winning, for they do not forget to shout. Our men are as
quiet as a lot of lambs until the bayonet comes into play, and
then it's three British cheers, and sometimes three times
three. The sights all over the field next morning, (the 27th),
were horrible.  We had a flag of truce out for about three hours,
to allow the enemy to take away their dead and wounded, and
during that time the greater portion of the troops that had
been engaged returned to the camp. I got a slight scratch in
the forehead, but nothing of any importance, so I have much
to be thankful for. We did not lose many men, as we were
under cover. We are creeping, bit by bit, up to the town ; but
the closer we get, the more bitter the fighting becomes. We
have now plenty to eat and drink; there is all sorts of life in
the camp, and duty is not half so hard as it has been. We
have still the unseen enemy—cholera—with us, but upon the
whole we keep up our spirits remarkably well.  Our men
appear to long for the day when we shall be let loose at the
town—bombarding does not seem to have, much effect upen
their works—it must be taken with the bayonet, and whenever
the day of reckoning comes, it will be a heavy one. Reinforce-
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ments keep joining us, both French and English, almost every
day; and we have a splendid army, in spite of our heavy
losses, ready at our commander’s call to advance with the flag
of old England, and plant it on the proud walls of this noble
fortress, which has put all others in the shade. Hardly a day
passes but more guns and mortars are being mounted, and
what the next bombardment will be I do not know. I will
write as often as I can, but you must excuse some of my short
notes; although I wear a red coat, I hope there is a warm
heart beating beneath it. 1 must conclude with love to all,
and double allowance for poor mother.
Believe me ever, dear Parents,
Your affectionate son,
T. GOWING,
Sergeant,

Royal Fusiliers.

Thus ended all the boasting of the Russians. The
flag of truce was up for two hours, and then had to be
renewed, for they had not all their dead and wounded
removed. We acted with them as they did with us on
the 18th. A chain of sentries was placed out about
60 yards in front of our trenches, and all that fell on
the inner side of the chain were carried by our people
and laid down for their friends to take away; their
men were very sullen, and their officers sarcastic
inquiring as to when we were going to take the town.
Some of our officers told them we should awake them
some of these fine mornings when they little suspected
us; and our people joked them in return by asking
when they were going to put us into the sea. A
number of their officers could speak French, but few
could speak English. The repulse thal they had just
sustained damped their spirits considerably ; but the
moment the white flac was out of sight, we were at 1t
again.

I had nothing particular to record for a time except
trench work, and as we had plenty of men our duty
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was not heavy. The enemy continued to torment us
as much as possible; and as we were now creeping
closer to the town, almost every night there was some-
thing going on, and daily we lost a number of men and
officers.

DEATH OF LORD RAGLAN.

And now we had something else hanging on our
hands; we had lost our brave Commander-in-Chief.
The camp was startled on the morning of the 29th
June, 1855, by the sorrowful tidings of the death of
our much-beloved Commander-in-Chief, Lord Raglan.
Men who had been accustomed to meet death looked
at -each other as if they had heard of the loss of some
near relative. We did not know, until he was taken
from us, how deeply we loved him. The army had
lost a true friend—a friend to the combatant ranks.
Our beloved country, and our much-beloved Sovereign,
had lost a good, honest, faithful, and devout servant.
His courage knew no bounds, and it was backed up by
true Christian piety. He was a perfect gentleman, anid
had proved himself a soldier of no mean sort on many
a hard-fought field in Spain, Portugal, France, and the
Netherlands, He had served his country faithfully for
upwards of half a century; and now he had laid
down his lJife in the performance of his duty to the
flag he loved so well. He was lamented by all, both
high and low. The enormous responsibility of that
unparalleled siege, together with the disastrous failure
on the morning of the 18th June, broke the dear old
gentleman’s heart. But he died as he had lived—a
true soldier in a twofold sensey for he was not at all
ashamed of his Great Captain. We mourned him as
our Commander who had repeatedly led us on to
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victory. We mourned him also as a Christian who had
left a noble e: xample behind him :—
We mourn for one whose honour'd name will stand
Foremost amid the valiant of our land :
Yet better far, we know to him ’twas given
To be a soldier of his Lord in the Lmd of the living,
We mouwrn for one that’s now at rest
In the bright land of endless bliss.
Raglan, thou art gone! thy country mourns thee !
Thy watchword when on earth was ¢ forward !’
But now, henceforth and for ever,
Thy watchword will be victory!’

All honour to the brave! he has gone to his ever-
lasting home. All honour to him for his long and
meritorious services. His old enemies, the French,
against whom he had so often fought, now nobly stood
forth to pay their respects and to do honour to one
whose back they had never seen, and whom they never
could subdue. The removal of the remains of our late
lamented chief, Field-Marshal Lord Raglan, to Kazatch
Bay, was a most imposing sight. ’Ihe melancholy
procession moved off about 3 p.an. on the 3rd July.
All the way from the house in which his lordship had
breathed his last was one continuous blaze of bright
uniforms. At the house was stationed a party of the
Grenadier Guards, and the French Imperial Guards;
our Guards, the Zouaves, field batteries, and h(nb(,
artillery batteries, with regiments of the line, both
French, English, ,,md Pwdmnutese Iined the nml the
artillery, stationed at intervals, firing minute ﬂfuns
The body was escorted by the 12th L(mcms about, four
squadrons; a strong party of French (,.una,sslels,
about four squadrons; then a party of Piedmontese
cavalry, about four squadrons; troops of French horse
artillery ; '1‘00]'15 of British horse artillery ; and a strong
party of French Chasseurs d’Afrique. Then came the
coftin, covered with a black pall and the Union Jack;
(General Pelissier, the Commander-in-Chief of the,
French army ; Omar Pasha, the Commander-in-Chief of
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the Ottoman army ; General Marmora, the Commander-
1n-Chief of the Sardinian army ; and General Simpson,
the Commander-in-Chief of our army,rode on either
side of the body, which was carried upon one of
our horse artillery gun-carriages. Then came general
officers of the British, the French, the Sardinian, and
Turkish armies. Field batteries and horse artiller
batteries were formed up all along the route, and fired
minute guns as the solemn procession passed them.
The united bands of various regiments were stationed
at intervals, and played the “Dead March.” Every
regiment in the Allied Army was represented by
officers, non-commissioned officers, and men. His re-
mains were not permitted to rest in an enemy’s
country, but were carried with all honour down to the
water’s edge, and duly handed over to the fleets, to be
escorted under the flags of England, France, Turkey,
and Sardinia. His loss to us as an army was oreat
Just at that critical moment. His name and memory
were all that was left to animate us through the
difficulties that were yet before us. The town was still
firm, and the enemy’s numerous batteries still bade us
defiance. But, we knew that Sebastopol must fall
else what would they say of us in Old England ?
Why, that we were not worthy of our forefathers.
Let the reader have patience and he will soon learn
how the work was done. The news will set his ears
tingling, but, alas! it has sunk deep into many a
mother’s broken heart.

Some of my heroes are low.
I hear the sound of death ahead.

July passed off pretty quietly, but there was some-
thing in the wind ; instead of returning to camp to rest,
we all had to fall in at tattoo and march off to some
part of the field, pile arms, and lic down. Our
generals were not going to have another Inkermann
Job on their hands without being prepared for them.
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The Russians could see that the town must fall. Tt
was only a matter of another month or so. The
French had a splendid position in the Mamelon, were
daily strengthening it, creeping and sapping up to the
Malakoff; while our people were advancing step by
step. The closer we got to the town the dearer the
ground became, the fichting became more bitter,
and we lost more men and officers daily. Their
marksmen were always busy. The enemy were deter-
mined to make one more effort on a grand scale in
order to try and save the town, and we did not know
the spot or the hour the storm would burst upon us,
80 1t was best not to be caught napping. Our batteries
were being strengthened, and more guns and mortars
added every day ; and an immense iron girdle was now
around the town, or the south side of it.

THE BATTLE OF THE TCHERNAYA.

On the morning of the 16th August, our camp was
aroused by a tremendous firing to our right rear. The
enemy had attacked us in the Valley of the Tchernaya,
just to the right of Inkermann. We at once got
under arms, the 2nd Brigade closing up, and there we
remained. The firing got hotter and hotter; Prince
Gortschakofl’ had now a vast host under his command,
and he was making one more grand throw for victory.
The fighting was very severe between the French and
Sardinians on the one side, and Russians on the other.
The Sardinians fought like men, and the Zouaves, as
usual, like so many tigers, and the battle raged from
morning until about 5 pm. The enemy never had the
slightest chance of success. I went on to the field in
the evening and had a good look round; I found that
the fighting had been in earnest. On and at the Tractor
Bridge the dead lay in heaps, while the arches over the



132 A SOLDIER'S EXPERIENCE,

river were completely choked or blocked up with
Russian dead, the water running on either side of the
bridge. The Russians, as usual, behaved in a most
barbarous manner after the battle. They had been
foiled at all points, and were compelled to retire. A
party of French and Sardinians went to look up the
wounded ; the Russians could see plainly what the
party was doing, yet they opened their heavy guns
upon them! I came across a few French wounded
Zouaves, and did all I could for them.

We were told not to go any further, or the enemy,
on the hill to our left, would open upon us. The words
were hardly uttered, when “bang” came a round shot
right in the midst of us, but luckily did no harm; it
only knocked some of their own wounded to pleces.
No condemnation could be too strong for such un-
feeling wretches. Their loss had been close upon
10,000. Such was the terrible battle of the Tchernaya.
We had but little to do with it ; some of our Artillery
were engaged, and a portion of our Cavalry were
formed up ready for a dash at them, but were not let -
loose. Rumours were rife that the Russians would
try their luck again at Inkermann, but they never
did; they had already got a good sickening there.
The doomed city had now to take its chance, and I am
approaching the last great scene of the campaign—the
storming of the town that had kept the united armies
and fleets of France, England, and Turkey at bay for
nearly twelve months. The attention of the whole
world was directed thither,

I wrote home at this time as follows =—

Camp before Sebastopol,
August 18th, 1855.
My Dear Parents,
Long before this can reach you, you will have
learnt by the papers the results of the terrible battle of the
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16th. In the Valley of the Tchernaya the enemy made a
most determined attempt for victory, but the Allies met them
at all points, and drove them back with terrific slaughter. I
find that the Sardinians fought with desperation, well sup-
ported by the French, and backed up by some of our people.
The attacking force has been estimated at from 60,000 to
70,000 men of all arms, and 160 guns. The fight lasted all day,
and the struggle in various parts of the field has been severe
in fact it has been, on the part of the Russian commander, a
grand throw for victory, to try and raise the siege ; but as an
officer, who saw the whole, told me this morning, they from
9 a.m. had not the slightest chance, that their defeat was
inevitable, and that a crushing one. Our cavalry were formed
up ready for them, under General Scarlett, but did not go at
them ; we were under arms all day, or nearly so, but did not
advance. The enemy’s loss has been fearful in killed, wounded,
and prisoners. I saw some of them, they are fine-looking men,
but very dirty; I hear the prisoners amount to about 3,600,
exclusive of officers, that is, including wounded and un-
wounded. The field presents a horrible spectacle ; a few of us
went down to have a look at it, and it was not the enemy’s
fanlt that some of us did not stop there, for they pitched shot
and threw shell right in the midst of us; we were doing all we
could to relieve the poor wounded, both friend and foe. The
sights all over the field were sickening, and I hope never to
see the like again; there lay the ghastly fruits of war,
in some places heaps upon heaps; the sight at the Tractor
Bridge I shall not forget as long as I live; we spent some two
hours on the field, did all we could to relieve the poor wounded,
then walked home to camp. T have got two Russian medals I
found upon the dead. I found that our friends, the Zouaves,
had in some parts of the field handled the enemy very roughly,
they had crossed bayonets with them, and they lay locked in
each other’s arms dead. I do not think Prince Gortschakoff,
with all his boasting, will try his hand against us in the open
field, for some time to come; the enemy have not got enough
go 1 them, except they are half maddened with rackie, to face
us manfully. What the enemy have lost we do not know
exactly, but not much under 10,000 or 12,000, and the result
has slightly damped their spirits. Our loss, that is, the French
and Sardinians is acknowledged by them to be between 2,000
and 3,000 men, but I believe it must be much more, by the
aspect of the field. 1 believe you will now soon hear some-
thing that will set your ears tingling; this town cannot hold
out much longer, and we are all ready at our commander’s call
to advance shoulder to shoulder with our gallant Allies, and
plunt our glorious old Standar<d by the side of the Red, White,

L.
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and Blue, on the blood-stained walls of this famed fortress.
Trusting this will find you all well, pray for me, and
Believe me, my Dear Parents,
Ever your affectionate son,
T. GOWING,
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers.

P.S.—Thanks for the papers. I see that the eyes of the
whole of Europe are upon us; we will give them something to
talk about some of these fine mornings, but who will live to
tell the tale, only Ome above knows. Try and keep up your
spirits, all’s well that ends well. —T.G.

RUSSIAN ATTACK IN THE TRENCHES.

On the evening of the 30th August, I went into the
trenches with a party (and a good strong party it was)
of our men—about 200, and a proportion of non-
commissioned officers. We were under the command
of the late Sir W. W. Turner, then Captain and
Brevet-Major. The second in command was Captain
Lord Richard Brown. We had, therefore, some capital
officers with us, and men will oo anywhere with officers
upon whom they can rely. We had a good sprinkling
of the right sort of stufl’ with us, old soldiers, or men
that had been well tried upon field after field—from
the Alma—and we had a few that had smelt powder
on many a hard-contested field in India, such as
Ferozeshah, Moodkee, Sobraon, and Goojerat—men
that well knew how to do their duty, and were no
strangers to a musket-ball whistling past their heads,
who understood well a live shell in the air, and
knew within a little where it was going to drop. One
teels much more comfortable with such men than with
three times their number who have never smelt powder.
The honour of our glorious little isle has been safe in
the hands of such men upon many a ficld. Well, we
marched off' smoking, as comfortably as if we were
going to a pic-nic or garden party, as we had often done
before. The only thing that seemed to trouble some
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was, “ Where’s the grog party ?” As for the enciny,
we know well that we should most likely make tll(‘ll’
acquaintance before morning. We found that we
were told off, with detachments of the 19th, 23rd, 33rd,
34th, 88th, and 97th, to hold the fourth IJ(LI«IHL] T]u e

was a,nothel trench i front of us, full of men from
various regiments. The firing was very heavy all
night, or up to about 2 a.n. whe all at once the word
was given “Stand to! looh out!” The enemy with
an overwhelming force had attacked our front trench,
and had either destroyed or routed our people out of
it with the bayonet. I must say that the greater
portion of the men in this front trench were recruits,
men who had not learnt how to die, but who Lm_w
how to run. So much for placing the honour of our
flag in the hands of a lot of boys, without mixing
them with a good sprinkling of seasoned men. As
soon as our poor frightened lads came rushing over the
top of our trench our front was clear. Then the 19th,
88th, and 97th, let out an unearthly yell of “ Faugh-a-
balak,” and at them we went. Not a shot was fired,
but the “piece of cold steel” came into play. The
enemy fought well ; but in the end, with a tremendous
cheer for Old Fnrrland, and mlot]wr for Ould Ireland,
they were fairly pitchforked out of the trench; the open
space between that and our front trench,or fifth parallel,
being in places well covered with the dead and (1'\'111“'
Ldptaln Vicars had now been dead upwards of five
long months, which, under the trying scenes we had
passul thmuuh scclncrl a lifetime. But the 97th had
not for uottun tlmt Christian hero, for, above all the
din of war and the booming of h(,a,vy ouns, they
could Lm distinetly heard bll(}lltlllg “Re membm Vicars,
boys;” and men could be heard responding with “Yea

boys; give 1t them.” The enemy was chased back
into tha, town, with a fearful .sla,uuhtc , by compara-
tively a handful of Britons. Our loss was trifling,
taking into consideration how we had punished the
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enemy. They went back much quicker than they had
advanced, with their spirits slightly damped. Even
before they reached the Russian works, their heavy
guns opened with grape, thus killing and wounding a
number of their own men; for the fire had to pass
through their ranks before it reached us. We were
not such fools as to stand still and let them mow us
down; but, not being able to get at their guns, we got
back as quickly as we could under cover. Next
morning we found the dead lying in ghastly piles—
friend and foe mixed together—but our people were a
long way in the minority, as the greater portion of the
enemy had got the bayonet in the back. We had a
flag of truce out to bury the dead, and after that the
enemy's fire was terrible.  'We lost a number of men ;
but our sailors, manning our heavy guns, did not let
them have it all their own way, and we had some
rough music nearly all the day. We knew the town

could not hold out much longer. It must have been
something like a hell upon earth, each side trying which
could pound the longest or hit the hardest. Every-
thing around us indicated that the grand finale was
fast approaching. All our batteries now assumed an
awtul magnitude. New batteries, both for guns and
mortars of the largest calibre, had sprung into
existence all around the south side of the doomed city
since the last bombardment, and everything now indi-
cated that one of the bloodiest struggles that ever men
undertook was about to ensue. We had been pum-
melling at each other for near twelve lono months ;
but we all knew that many a fine fellow then in camp,
n all the pride of manhood, would not, in all proba-
hility, see the first anniversary of the Alma. We who
had been present at the former bombardments knew
well, by the preparations, that the coming struggle
would eclipse them all; and, with the number and size
of the armaments opposed to each other, it would be
the most terrible the world had ever seen since powder
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had been invented; for, in addition to all our vast
batteries, our magnificent and united fleets were pre-
pared to join in with us. Our men did not put
themselves out in the least; they knew well the end
must come. No man out of camp could hardly eredit
the amount of life and activity that existed there.
Some regiments even got up theatrical performances,
and some of the actors, a few hours after, were
pounding away at the enemy as hard as they could
load and fire; and, as the reader may be certain, our
Jack Tars were well to the fore wherever there was
any sport going on

THE FINAL BOMBARDMENT OF SEBASTOPOL.

On the morning of the 5th September, 1855, the
last bombardment opened with a terrific shock ; close
upon 1,500 guns and mortars were now blazing away
at each other, the earth trembling the while—and so
1t continued all day. I went into the trenches on the
night of the 6th—right into the front trench—and a
warm corner it was. I remained there all night.
Next morning we were ordered to remove to one of
our rear trenches, where we had good cover, and, in
spite of the tremendous firing, lay down and had a
good sleep for two or three hours. We had a very
narrow escape tfrom a huge shell that came hopping
right into the midst of us; we had just time to throw
ourselves down, when it exploded, and sent our break-
fast flying in all directions. One of our officers
inquired it anyone was hurt, and a nice boy of our’s
answered that he was, “for, by dad, he had nothing to
eat.” Reader, try and imagine, if you can, some
hundreds of guns and mortars firing in salvoes. For a
time the guns would stop, to allow them to get a little
cool ; then they would burst forth again, the thunder
being enough to shake the very earth to its centre; and
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this lasted for hours. We were completely enveloped in
Hames, and cm'{ red with smoke, dust, and stones. An
old adage says “ Familiarity bu eds contempt.” That
it is true I can hear witne ss, for a number of our men
were in groups 1)1 AVING mmlx in the midst of the firing,
our owi xhot Hying CltN: above their heads. Thus icu
I had witnessed h\(, bombardments, but this was
trightful. Some of our old hands said it was too good
to last long. The Russian fire was very heavy ; thm;
had yet more guns in position than we, and made
some of our hattumx rather hot corners, while we came
in for a fair share of shell, so that death was raining
fast around. But during all that terrible d: ay I never
heard a desponding \()lCL‘ We knew well we were in
for it, and speculation ran high as to whether we
should attack that night, but some thought that the
bombardment would continue for two or three days
more. We remained under this awful fire all d: ay, and
just as we were on the tiptoe of expectation, looking
out for our relief, an officer belonging to the staft’ came
up and got 111t.0 talk with me in reference to our
strength, and when I had told him I was directed to
funnah 100 men to repair the Quarry Battery. I was
left in temporary charge, as my officers had cone oft on
some duty. Shortly after, I was directed to take the
remainder of my party to the leading trench, and
remain there for orders. I then began to smell a rat:
something was in the wind, althouch ever \*thmu
was kept very quiet. In wallmw tlnnuwh the trenches
one might notice a change in the men’s fmus Savaoe
they looked, but determined to do or die. We had
now a great many very young men with us that had
been sent out to fll up the gaps. They were brave
enough for almost anything, but we had a job in front
of us that was enough to c~1111u, the strongest nerves
and we wanted tlm men that had been sacrifice 11
during the winter for want of management—they
would have done it as neatly as they h ad turned the
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Russians back at the Alma and Inkermann. The
work that was about to be carried out was a heavy
piece of business, and required at least 20,000 men
who had been well tried. We had them, but they
were not let loose; had they been let go, we should
have had a star for Sebastopol, and should have had an
equal share of the glory—that’s if there is any in it—
as we had up to then had, with our noble Allies.
Well, to the front trench I went with my men; it
was about 200 yards from the Redan. 1 had not been
there long, when an officer came up and wanted one
officer, one sergeant, and thirty men, to go to the front
as scouts or sentries; I told him my stlenzrth I had no
officer. He at once went and got suflicient men from the
31st Regiment, then came back and had a long chat
with me until it got quite dark, which is what we
were waiting for. He found out that I well knew the
ground, tmd was no stranger to the work. I requested
that the men we were going to take should be all
pm]\ed men and not lads, as it was rather an nmportant
piece of business. We had to creep on hands and
knees nearly up to the Redan, and it required men
with all their wits about them:; so a number of the
men were changed, and I would have staked my life
that 10,000 such as I then got would have hoisted
the glorious old Standard on the blood-stained walls
of 'Sa,l astopol, and then stood beside it trimmphant.
Well, to my story, which is an awkward one.
We crept over the top of the trench in the dark,
and cautiously advanced about eighty yards, then
commenced throwing or planting sentinels at about
five or six yards apart; we had done the job, the
officer lay down beside me and gave me further orders,
and then crept back to the tre m,h leaving me in com-
mand. My orders were not to attempt to hold my
ground shnul(l the enemy attack me, but to retire and
give the alarm. After lying for some time we were
attacked by an overwhelming force and retired. The
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enemy tried to cut us off and take us prisoners, but
they found it was no easy matter.* But, to make
things worse, during our absence from the trench it
had been filled with men of various Regiments ; and,
not knowing there was any one in front hut the enemy,
they opened a regular file fire, and we were in a pretty
mess between two fires; our poor fellows dropped fast
—some of them were shot dead, close to the trench,
by our own people. We called as loudly as possible to
cease firing, but with the noise they could not hear us.
On collecting my party afterwards in the trench, I had
to take all their names, as most of them were strangers
to me, and found that we had lost nineteen men and
two corporals out of thirty. Yet it lasted only two or
three minutes. The General Officer inquired what
regiment I belonged to, and, when I had told him,
he expressed surprise, told me I had no business
there, but ought to be in camp and at vrest, as
there was some sharp work cut out for the
Fusiliers in the morning. That was the very first
hint T got of the storming of the town. The General
Officer directed me to go with an officer and another
party, as I knew the ground, and show the officer
where to place his men; I went again, posted all
sentries and then returned to the trench, in doing which
I stumbled across a poor fellow lying wounded and
brought him in the best way I could. The men in the
trench were this time told that there was a party in
front; had that been done before the greater portion
of my men would not have died, as they were nearly
ali shot by our own people. These are some of the
“blunders” of war. On returning to the trench the
second time I reported myself to the General Com-
manding, and he directed me to take my party home

* It is well I had picked men with me, or all would have been
tuken prisoners or killed on the spot.



A SOLDIER'S EXPERIENCE. 141

to camp at once. I reached the camp about 1:30 a.m.,
and afterwards found that, true enough, there was a
warm job cut out forus.  We had led the way re peatedly
—at the Alma, at the Quarries, and at the Redan on
the murderous 18th June, and now we were told off to
support the stormers, moving immediately behind them.
I'knew well that thousands must die—and a still small
voice told me that I should fall. I know I tried to pray,
begged the Lord to forgive my sins for His great
name's sake, and asked for His protecting arm around
me, and strength of mind and body to do my duty to
my Queen and Country. I then retired for a little
rest, until about 5 am., when our men were up, and
then no more sleep. I wrote a number of letters that
morning for poor fellows—some of whom were laid low
before mid-day, and others struck down maimed, some
to rise no more, long before sun-set.

The following, though it was never forwarded, was
written at this time, in anticipation that I should
fall .—

Camp before Sebastopol,
2 a.m,, 8th September, 1855.
My Dear Parents,

I feel that T must drop you a few lines. I came off
the trenches at one o'clock this morning, to find that this
town, which has given us so much trouble, and has already cost
more lives than all the inhabitants of Norwich and its sur-
roundings put together, is to be stormed to-day; long before
this reaches you, or before the ink that I now use is hardly dry,
hundreds, perhaps thousands, will have been launched into
eternity. 1 feel it is an awful moment. I have repeatedly,
during the last twelve months, been surrounded by deatlh,
and since the Alma have not known, honestly speaking, what
fear is, as far as the enemy is concerned.

But, dear parents, this 1s a solemin moment ; thousands must
fall—and we are told off to be in the thick of the fight. I feel
confident that God’s arm is not shortened, and into His pro-
tecting care I commit myself. I must be candid, there is a still
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small voice that tells me I shall fall, and if I do, I hope to
meet you in a better world than this, where the nations shall
learn war no more. I do not feel that I can say much, but let
come what will, I am determined to try and do my duty for
my Queen and Country. I am glad in one sense that this hour
has come; we have looked for it for months, and long before
the sun sets that is now rising, Sebastopol must be in our
hands. I will now say good bye, dear and best of mothers ;
good bye, kind father; good bye, affectionate brothers and
sisters. This letter will not be sent unless I fall ; I have given
it open into the hands of one of our sergeants who is in hoqlnta.l
wounded, and if I fall he has ]\m(lly offered to put a post-
seript to it and forward it. May the God of all grace bless
you, dear parents, and help you to bear the pendmw blow.
Believe me, ever
Your &E&'E(':ti()l]fltﬂ son,
T. GOWING
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers.

As I did not return to camp after the action, the
comrade to whom I entrusted the letter added this
postscript . —

P.S.—Dear Sir—I am truly sorry to have to conclude this
kind letter: your noble son fell inside the Redan (Sebastopol is
taken). Your son, from the day he joined the regiment, proved
himself a credit to us, and a most determined soldier. I have
every reason to believe that he is now where you would not
wish to have him back from ; a nobler death he could not have
met with than that in the hour of victory. I know, Dear Sir,
1t 1s hard for you to lose such a noble boy, but I hope the
Lord will give you strength to bear up under this trying blow.

I am, Dear Sir,
Your faithfully,
J. HOLMES,
Sergeant, Royal Fusiliers.

I was brought into camp in time to prevent the
foregoing huno' despatched, and after my recovery
added the followmg which will explain itself .—

Camp before Ruins of Sebastopol,
March, 1856.
My Dear Parents,

You see that I have, thank God, been spared to
see what they had to say about me after I was supposed to be
dead. It is true that I fell inside the Redan, and was totally
unconscious for some time, but, thank God, though wounded
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heavily, am still where mercy is to be shown. I was carried
home to camp and to the hospital just in time to save the above
being posted, but I will keep it as long as I live, and if I live
to come home will bring it with me, for truly I have had a
mercitul God watching over me, and am spared, T hope, for
some good purpose, for this wonderful God of our's can see
from the beginning to the end, He is the same unchanging
God that the Patriarchs trusted in. There is talk of peace,
and those who want to continue the war will, T hope, come out
and show us the way, as General Windham did on the Sth
September last; they woull most likely soon give in. I am
not one of those who would have peace at any price, but if I
am allowed to express my opinion, I think our ends have been
gained. The Russians have been considerably humbled. We
have beaten them four times in four pitched battles, have rent
one of the strongest fortresses in the world from them,
and I think they have had enough of France and England. If
I am spared to come home I will bring this with me, as its
contents might be too much for poor mother to bear.
From your rough but affectionate son,
T. GOWING,
=ergeant, Royal Fusiliers.

Britain, the queen of isles, our fair possession,
Secured by nature, laughs at foreign force ;
Her ships her bulwark, and the sea her dike,
Sees plenty in her lap, and braves the world.

Havard.

Island of bliss! amid the subject seas

That thunder round thy rocky coast, set up,
At once the wonder, terror, and delight

Of distant nations: Whose remotest shores
Can soon be shaken by the naval arm ;

Not to be shook thyself, but all assaults

Baffling, as thy hoar cliffs, the loud sea wave.

Thomson.
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CHAPTER V.

The Storming of the Town—A Description of the Assault—
Capture of the Malakoff and Redan—Am left on the Field
W’oumlod—-Om Loss, the French Loss, and the Enemy’s
Loss—The Spoil—The Aspect of the Interior of the Town
after the Siege—Napoleon’s Opinion as to the Source of
England’s Strength—Letter of 14th Sept., 1854.

SEBASTOFOL STORMED.

We fell in at 9 am.; a dram of rum was issued to
each man as he stood in the ranks; all hands had
previously been served with two days’ rations. There
were in our ranks a great number of very young men,
who had not much idea of the terrible work that lay
before them; but there were others who knew only
too well, having helped to unfurl the Standard of
Old England, in conjunction with that of France, on the
Heights of Alma, the 20th September, 1854 ; who had
routed the enemy on the heights of Inkermann, and
had had near twelve months’ hard wrestling with the
foe—and no mean foe either; men who had proved
themselves on many a hard-fought field worthy the
name of Britons, for neither the storms of autumn, nor
the snows of winter, nor the heat of a July sun,
neither the sword nor bayonet, nor the musketry fire
could subdue them. Although backed by a countless
host, the Russians could not withstand “ the astonishing
infantry,”—which had not degenerated from their fore-
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fathers, who had stormed the bloody parapets of
Badajoz, San-Sebastian, and Ciudad Rodrigo, and
Encrkmd might well be proud of them; and I can say
1t was a I)IL‘_l‘aulO to look upon and attend to the wants
of such cool, determined men.

Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide,

Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit

To his full height. On, on, you noble Briton,

Whose blood is fetch’d from fathers of war-proof.
Shakespeare,

We were about to face the enemy in deadly
conflict once more. The defence of Sebastopol had
raised the Russians in the estimation of the bravest of
the brave,and their Sovereign and country had no reason
to regret entr usting that defence to their hands.

Before 1 ])IOLl,L'Ll to describe the assault, I would
point out that Sebastopol had for the first time in
military history, since powder had been invented, defied
the united fire of some 900 guns of the largest La.hlne
exclusive of mortars, which had been divected on the
devoted city from early morning of the 5th September.
When the final bombardment opened, the very earth
trembled beneath the terrible erash. It was grand, but
awful. But after it the enemy’s batteries looked as
strong as ever. We might apparently have gone on
bombarding until now. The Redan and Malakoff
appeared to be much stronger than when we first
looked at them, although no fewer than 1,600,000 shot
and shell had been hurled at them. I say again, the
Russian nation might well be proud of the manner
their army had defended that fortress. At last cold
steel had to do what artillery had been baffled at. If
my readers are at all acquainted with military history,
they will know that large breaches have lnvmmbly
been made by mtllluy fire in the enemy’s forti-
fications before ever the “dogs of war” were let loose
at them. But no breach was made in the fortifications
of Sebastopol.
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After remaining for a short time under arms,
we marched off about 930 am. There was no
pomp or martial musie, no boasting; but all in that
mighty throng moved with solemn tread to the places
that had been assigned them ; all, both old and young,
seemed to be determined “to conquer or die.” The
older hands were very quiet, but they had that set
look of determination about them that speaks volumes.

The bombardment was still raging on that terrible
8th September; every gun and mortar that our people
and our noble Allies, the French, could bring to bear
upon the enemy’s works, was raining death and
destruction upon them. The stormers had all got into
their places—they consisted of about 1,000 men of the
old Light and 2nd Division ; the supports were formed
up as closely as possible to them, and all appeared in
readiness. History may well say the storming of a
fortress is an awful task. There we stood, not a word
being spoken ; every one seemed to be full of thought;
many a courageous heart, that was destined to be still
in death in one short hour, was now beating high.

It was about 11'15 am., and our heavy guns were
firing in such a way as I had never before heard. The
batteries fired in volleys or salvoes as hard as they
could load and fire, the balls passing a few feet above
our heads, while the air seemed full of shell. The
enemy were not 1dle ; for round shot, shell, grape, and
musket-balls, were bounding and whizzing all about
us, and earth and stones were rattling about our heads
like hail. Our poor fellows fell fast, but still our
sallors and artillery-men stuck to it manfully. We
knew well that this could not last long, but many a
poor fellow’s career was cut short long before we
advanced to the attack. The reader will, perhaps,
hardly credit that a number of the older hands—hboth
officers and men—were smoking, and taking not the
slightest notice of the “dance of death.” Some men
were being carried past dead, and others limping to the
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rear with mangled limbs, while their life’s blood was
streaming fast away. We lost, as I have said, a number
of officers and men before we advanced. We looked at
each other with amazement, for we were now (about
11-30 a.m.) under such a fire as was without parallel in
the history of the world. Even Leipsic (where the
Allies alone had 1400 field guns, and the French 1000)
was eclipsed. Upwards of 100,000 dead and wounded
lay upon that field, but the contest lasted three days
and nights. The people at home were complaining
because we did not take Sebastopol! A number of
visitors—Iladies and gentlemen from England—now saw
that we were trying to do our duty. The appalling
and incessant roar of the thunderbolts of war was
deafening, and our enemies were bidding us defiance,
or, in other words, inviting us to the combat; and I
have not the slightest hesitation in saying that some
of our visitors, who came out to find fault, or “ pick
holes in our eoats,” were horritied, and wished they had
stayed at home. It was a warm reception for a
number of lads that had just joined us; it really
seemed a pity to send them out to meet such a fire.

As the hour of twelve drew near, all hands were on
the alert; we knew well it was death for many of us.
Several who had gone through the whole campaign
shook hands, saying, “This is hot ; good bye, old boy.”
“Write to the old folks for me if I do not return,” was
the request made by many.

At about fifteen minutes hefore twelve a number
of our guns were brought to bear upon the chevawa-
de-frise, and sent it into a thousand pieces; so that
it should not stop us, as it had done on the 18th June.
Many of us cherished doubts as to the result, although
we dared not express them. Our numbers looked very
small to attack such a place as the Redan, and the
greater portion of the attacking and supporting
columns too young and inexperienced for such a fiery
ordeal. But, as one old hand said, “ We can only die!”
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I know that I appealed to the Throne of Grace for
strength of mind and body to do my duty to Queen
and Lountr}, and for the help of His protecting arm,
which I knew well was not shortened.

DEMAND FOR COURAGE.

Thy life’s a warfare, thou a soldier art,

‘%tan thy foeman, and a faithful heart

Thy two-edg’d weapon ; patience is thy shield,
Heaven is thy chieftain, and the world th} field ;
To be afraid to die, or wish for death,

Are words and passions of despairing breath.
Who doth the first, the day doth faintly yield ;
And who the second, basely flies the field.

Quarles.
Nothing is more trying than to have to stand under
a droppmn fire of shell, and not be able to return
a shot. The enemy had the range of our trenches to
a nicety, and could drop their shells into them just as
they liked. We lost a number of men, before we
advanced to the attack, by this vertical fire. But the
grand strugele was now close at hand, when the
Muscovites’ greatest stronghold was to be torn from
their grasp.

CAPTURE OF THE MALAKOFF.

I was close to one of our generals, who stood watch
mn hand,* when, suddenly, at 12 o'clock, the French
drums and bugles sounded the charge, and, with a
shout of Vive U Emperewr, repeate d-over and over
again by some 50,000 men—a shout that was enough
to strike terror into the enemy—the French sprang
forward, headed by the Zouaves, at the Malakoft] like
a lot of ca,th. On they went like a swarm of h(,u), or

* The Generals’ watches had been timed alike, and as the minute
hand denoted twelve (mid-day) the French sprang forward.
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rather, like the dashing of the waves of the sea against
a rock.  We in our old advanced works had a splendid
view—it was grand but terrible ; the deafening shouts
of the advancing hosts told us they were carrying all
before them. They were now completely enveloped
in smoke and fire, but column after column kept
advancing, pouring volley after volley into the breasts
of the defenders. They, the French, meant to have
it, let the butcher’s bill be what it might. At about a
quarter-past 12, up went the proud flag of France,
with a shout that drowned for a time the roar of both
cannon and musketry,

CAPTURE OF THE REDAN.,

And now came our turn ; we had waited for months
for it, and at times almost longed for it. But it was
a trying hour. As soon as the French flag was seen
upon the Malakoff, our stormers sprang forward, led
by Col. Windham ; the old Light Division leading,
consisting of 300 men of the H0th, about the same
number of the 97th, and about 400 of the 2nd Batt.
Rifle Brigade ; and with various detachments of the
2nd and Light Division, and a number of Blue Jackets,
carrying scaling ladders. Our men advanced splen-
didly, with a ringing British cheer, although the enemy
poured a terrible fire of grape, canister, and musketry
into them, which swept down whole companies at a
time. We, the supports, moved forward to back up
our comrades, but anyone with “ half an eye” could see
that we had not the same cool, resolute men, as at
Alma and Inkermann; though some of the older
hands were determined to make the best of a bad job;
and I am happy to record that the old Inkermann
men took it very coolly; some of them lit their pipes, I
did the same. A brave young officer of our’s, a Mr,
Colt, told me he would give all he was worth to be
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able to take it as comfortably as some of our people
did—it was his first time under fire—he was as pale
as death and shaking from head to foot, yet he bravely
faced the foe. The poor boy (for he was not much
more) requested me not leave him; and he fell dead
by my side, just outside the Redan.

COURAGE DEFINED.

The brave man is not he who feels no fear,
For that were stupid and irrational ;
But he whose noble soul its fear subdues
And bravely dares the danger nature shrinks from.
As for your youth whom blood and blows delight,
Away with them; there is not in their crew
One valiant spirit.
Jounna Daillie.

Our people were now at it in front; we advanced
as quickly as we could, until we came to the foremost
trench, when we leaped the parapet, then made a rush
at the blood-stained walls of the Redan—we had
a clear run ot over 200 yards, under a murderous fire
of grape, canister, and musketry. However any one
ever lived to pass that 200 yards seemed a miracle,
tor our poor fellows fell one on the top of the other
but nothing but death could stop us. The musket
balls whistled by us more like hail than anything else
I can describe, and the grape shot cut our poor fellows to
pieces; for we had a front and two cross fires to meet.
It seemed to me that we were rushing into the very
jaws of death, but I for one reached the Redan without a
scratch. While standing on the brink of the ditch, I
considered for a moment how best to get into it, for it
appeared to be about twenty feet deep, with no end of
our poor fellows at the bottom, dead and dying, with
their bayonets sticking up; but the mystery solved
itself, ou