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PREFACE

Ix giving these pages to the public, I feel rather
nervous, {rom the remark that my publisher made—
‘Some of your adventures are almost incredible.” T
do honestly assure my rcaders that I only put down
facts, and I think Iay truly say that 1 have had a
Tong life wonderfully protected by a gracious God
through more hairbreadth escapes and wonderful
experiences than lall to the vt of most men.

When quite a small ¢hild I was taken to bathe
at Portobello, near lidiuburgh, by the companion
and friend to my grandmother, Mrs. Staart of
Fincastle, who speunt her latter years at Portobello.
As soon as my things were taken off T jumped
into  the sea, waded out till I was carricd off
my feet, and rolled under till my lungs were full
of water, when all feeling  of sulfocation dis-
appeared, and I felt quite  comfortable looking
through the water above me like rough green glass.
The colour gradually deepencd till it became black,
and then I was Insensible and drowned to all
appearance—in fact, | went through the whole
expericnce of a drowniag man, but a lady in the
next machine saw a little white hand above the
water, and rushed in and carried me ont  When 1
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came to myself I was lying on the floor of the
bathing-machine, being well rubbed.

A few years after, I fell and damaged my skull
while looking at fireworks from the top of the
garden wall. T fell off the rocks at Prestonpans,
and damaged my left Jeg so badly that I was
months.in bed. 'Then it was discovered that, [rom
lying so long on one side, my spine was twisted,
and I remember Dr. James Simpson and another
doctor putting their cold fingers alt down my back.
1 had to be cased in steel for two years, and was
taken to Carron Vale, where I van wild and did no
lessons, and after this I retwrned to the ligh School
in Edmburgh, where I had a bad fall at foothall
and had a stone knocked right into my knee-cap,
which kept me in bed for six wecks. Then, when
on u visit to my cousin at Callander, T took a fancy
to see what was in a magpie’s nest on the top of a
larch-tree. I set up the stable-ladder and from that
took to the branches. When just under the nest,
the branch I was standing on broke short off, and
down I fell to the ground, fortunately missing the
ladder. T hit my head against the tree and lay
quiet for some time, feeling none the worse, and just
put back the ladder and said nothing about it.

The history of my face alone would fill a chapter.
When quite a small boy T got the present of a toy
aannon. All boys had them in those days, and fired
them all day long on the Queen’s birthday, This
custom has long since died out. On this occasion
I found my cannon nearly full of paper, and to get
that out I took a bit of strong wire, made it red-hot,
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and tried to burn the paper out, when, in con-
sequence of being already loaded, bang! went the
cannon, and the wire shot through the lobe of my
right eir and stuck in the ceiling of the room. My
dear mother came in and requested me not to
fire any more i the house. 'The car got all right
again, but to this day is a different shape from
the left.

Wher I was trying to blow up a wasp’s nest,
the mine of coarse blasting-powder went off in my
face, and peppered it [udl of unexploded large graing
of powder. I went to iy roonvand with a gold pin
dug out cvery grain, cleaning the wound with my
nail-brush. Tt was @ most painful operation, but if
I had Left the powder in I should have had a blue
face for life, like my aneestor ¢iramme of Inchbrakie,
who Dbore the sobriguet of Black Pate from an
accidens, of the same kind.

A fall out hunting smashed the bone of my nose
into little bits, and on another occasion I fell on a
rock, and my two front teeth came through the skin
below the under-lip.

After the above by no means full list of accidents
in my younger days, possibly.iny friends will be
prepured for some startling personal adventures in
after-life. My dear wmother used to say, ¢Oh,
laddie, laddie, yow'll come to some awful death if
you don't take more care of yoursell!” DBut here 1
am at the patriarchal age of eighty-four, able to
take a twenty-mile run cr more on my bike and
without 2 mark or damage on my face, but please
remember that I have heen for many years a total
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abstainer, and I never went into any fight or battle
on anything stronger than cold tea.

The bare list of my horse and carriage smashes
would fill pages, and some of them you'll get in
their right places, but T must spare you for the
present.

. THE AUTHOR.
September, 1906.
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PERSONAL ADVENTURES

ANECDOTES OF AN OLD OFFICER

CHAPTELR 1

Birth and ancestry-—First voyage to Calcutta—Some exciting
moments— Result of shipping a sea—A dangerous job—
Return home—Mr, Williaimn Morris—The slave-trade—
Visit to Jamaica—Iliffcets of emancipation—A  black
face and o large knife— A\ slpange burglar—A tusk
through the leg—VYellow fever- A presentiment which
cane true,

[ was born on January 26, 1822, at Carron Vale,
the property of my f(ather, the Honourable Duncan
Robertson, M.D., who owned also an estate near
Clallander known as Roenill, or, in the Gaelie,
Knock - Carrup.  On the top of a little mound,
standing in the north-west corner of this property,
two march walls crossed at right angles, and the
four proprictors could stund each ou their own land
and shake hands at the same time.

My grandfuther, James Robertson, owned a small
estate on the south bank of Loch Tay, and was a
married man with a son six years of age when
Prince Charlie landed in Scotland. 1t is a matter
»f history that the Robertson clan loyally joined

1



2 PERSONAL ADVENTURES AND ANECDOTES

the Prince, with the disustrous result that the
Campbells cleared them out of Loch Tayside, when
my grandfather took refuge in Callander,

I believe he only saved his life by having married
one of the Campbells of Monzie ; and it is a remark-
able fact that, while my paternal grandmother was
a Campbell, my maternal grandmother was Louisa
Greme of Inchbrakic — the two properties were
contrgtious in Stratheain—and thus two of my
ancestors were goncerned in the Perthshire history
of the burning of the * Witeh of Monzie.’

it is a well-anthentieated fact that Greme of
Inchbrakie exerted himself to save the woman’s
life, while Campbell of Monzie insisted on her
being burned, and carried his point. The so-called
witch, when tied te the stake, flung a precious
stone at Inchbrakie, saying: “As long as your
descendants hold this stone your property will be
secure, and descend froin father to son.” Monzie
she cursed with failure of direct line of descent.
Both of these remarkable prophecies have literally
come true. Not long before Inchbrakie was sold,
the stone, set in a ring, was removed to Edinburgh
in complete disregard of the conditions stated in
the witch’s last words. Monzie has never since
descended from father to son.

To rveturn to my father: he was educated for
the medical profession, and settled for many vears
in Jamaica, where he practised as a physician, and
as a Member of Council got the title Honourable,
eventually becoming owner of a very fine estate
there called Friendship. I should like, while
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referring to him, to record a very remarkable
matrimonial chain which commenced quite early
in the eighteenth century by the marriage of o
young man, then living in Jamaica, who staited
the chain. In his old age he married a second
wife who was quite a young wirl, a Miss Lutman.
During her husband’s last illness, my father,
Dr. Robertson, attended him professionallyy and
he made the very extraordinary request to my
father that he would, after a retsonable period,
marry the young widow, who had no neaxr relations
living in the island. - This he did, and became
owner of part of FKriendship; the other half he
purchased from My, Lutman, his wife’s brother;
and the whole estate thus became his property.
After many years of happiaess, Mrs. Robertson
died, and some time after my father returned to
Scotland and marvied my mother, Susan Stuart
of the roval Stuarts of Fimeastle. She was the
voungest daughter of Colonel Robert Stuart, of
Fincastle, and Louisa Grieme, of Inchbrakie, his
wife. Tc make a loug story short, about twelve
years after my father's death, my mother married
Dr. Liddell, who was the first Prinecipal of Queen’s
College, Kingston, Canada, and who afterwards, on
account of my mother’s health, returned to Scot-
land, aud became the parish minister of Lochmaben
in Dumfr.esshire, where he lived for about thirty
years, dying in 1880, and thus ending the matri-
monial chain of more than 150 years, my mother
having predeceased him. In her brother, Peter
Stuart, ended the line of Fincastlee Many old
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Perthshire families have thus disappeared within
my own lfetime.

When out in the Maroon War in Jamaica, my
father had a narrow escape of his life. He was
shaving one morning in the open air, having hung
up a little glass against a tree, when one of the
enemy fired a poisoned arrow at him, cutting his
chin open.  Knowing the deadly nature of the
wound, he, with his razor, cut the piece clean out
on the spot, and thereby saved his life. The mark
of the wound 1is clearly to be seen in his portrait,
pamted by Sir Henry Raeburn, which hangs in
my dining-room.

To return to myself: I determined to leave home
after my mother’s second marriage, and went off
quietly to London, ard got a berth as midshipman
on board the London, one of Wigram and Green’s
East Indiamen—* free traders,’ as they were then
called, on account of the I[Last India Company
having lost their charter and privileges. Nothing
very remarkable occurred during our passage to
Calcutta, but one day 1 was ordered to go with
one of the quartermasters, who had something to
do in the magazine.

The magazine was a strong iron room, down in
the after-hold, where all the cabin stores were kept.
My orders were to sit at the scuttle and hold a
lantern so that he could see. The quartermaster
was sometime fussing about ; he had evidently got
hold of something very nice before he got to the
magazine.

Presently I heard the iron door open, and I got
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a peremptory order to come dmwn with the lantern,
as he rather noisily informed me, with a good deal
of strong language, that he could not see what he
was doing.

I accordingly went, and held the lantern up
outside the open door. After fumbling about for
some time, he ordered me to come inside, lantern
and all.  In T went, and sat down on a bag of
powder.  Presently, after some more fumbling, I
got the order, ‘Take the candle out of the lamp
and hold it in your hand.’

“Oh dear ! | said; ¢ what would the captain say
if he knew this ¥ "To which my friend replied, with
a fresh edition of strong languagre intermixed :

‘T know just as well as the captain that, if you
drop that candle, we will all be in hell-fire in less
than five minutes.’

Need T say how 1 crawled out most carefully,
nursing the candle till 1 got well outside. Of
course, I dared not tell the captain, or anyone else,
or my lite would not have been worth living. On
board no one ever peached on another.

When we were going round the Cape, blowing
hard, and the wind right aft, T had just turned
out of my hammock for morning watch (4 a.m.),
when the ship suddenly broached to, and a
tremendous sea broke right on board of us, and
came thundering dowu the main hatchway, which
was wicde open. 1 shall never forget the comic
scene which ensued. The doctor jumped out of
bed, and sent his head right through the venevian
blinds with which all the cabin doors were furnished
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for ventilation. Thare he stuck, with his face a
perfect picture of horror.

At the same time a young cadet rushed out of
the cabin, went wildly along the deck, burst through
the after-cabin doors, and rushed into the arms of
threc young ladies, who were on their way to
Calcutta, on ‘spec’ as we used to call it in those
days. By this time the steerage was half full of
water, and the young gentleman was speedily rolled
up in a blanket, head and all, and shot back into
the water.

But the most comical sight of all was the captain.
He was a rotund little man, and he jumped out of
his cabin in his shirt to make his way on deck ; but
he had scarcely got outside his door, when a lady,
with no particular garments on, rushed at him,
seizéd him round the neck, screaming, <Oh, save
me! save me! save me!  To see the captain
struggling to get rid of her aims was a sight worth
seeing. For myself, I had such unbounded faith in
the ship, that I did not feel the least alarmed, and
with a good supply of buckets, and plenty of hands,
we soon cleared all the water out again.

Although quite at home in any part of the
rigging by night or day, I had «a very trying and
dangeraus—I may say awfully dangerous—job one
day. After getting into the ‘trades,’ the captain
ordered the skysails to be set. Now, skysails are,
as the name implies, at the very top of the masts.
I was ordered up to set the mizzen-skysail, which
was then on deck, and the halyard by which
it was to be hauled up had to be carried up
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by me and passed through the head of the mast,
Jjust under the vane. Up I went, with the long
rope coiled loosely and hanging ou my shoulder.
T had no difficulty in getting as far up as the
royal yard, but just above that the rigging ended,
and there was nothing but a pole well greased
and perfectly smooth. To the top of this, about
ten feet high, I had to climb with the heavy
bundle of rope, and pass the end through 'the top
of the mast and pull it through A slip meant
certuin destruction, and there wus nothing but the
greasy pole to hold on by, and it was swinging to
and fro with the motion of the ship. I was merei-
fully preserved, and came safe down again, It
wag about the most unpleasant bit of work 1 ever
did in my hfe, worse than lheing o man with a
drawn sword or a loaded ritle.

We were nearly three months in Caleutta, dis-
charging and taking in cargo.

On our return passage howe, an outward-bound
ship bailed us to say that the King was dead, and
that Queen Victoria wus on the throne.

It is rather remarkable that the three middies
who suiled on board the London, myself and two
others, all joined the army: Crossman into the
East India Company’s service, Harrison into the
Royal Marines, and T joined the 31st Regiment.

On my return to London, Mr. William Morris, [
may say, took charge of me.  He was a West India
merchant, and bad o lurge and extensive connection
in Jamaica, where our property Friendship was.

The slaves having been freed in the West Indies,
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things began to loo} very black, and Mr. Morris
was very anxious to go out to look after his own
interests. He owned o ship called the Black River
Packet, and soon made arrangements for the voyage,
taking me with him.

As is now a matter ot history, our West India
possessions were ruined by the haste and overzeal
which in my opinion, far outran the knowledge of
the good people at home.

To begin at the beginning, the African savages
who were exported to the West Indies were, to a
great extent, prisoners tiken in war; they were
brought down to the eonst, sold to Furopeans, and
taken comfortably across to the West Indies. I
say ‘comfortably’ advisedly, because there was no
object in treating then otherwise, for the *fitter’
their condition on arriving at their destination, the
more capable they were of doing their work on the
estates, and thus fetched o hicher price. When
our men-of-war began to scour the coasts to cap-
ture the ships containing these negroes, in order
to avoid the English ships the ‘traders’ huddled
the poor wretches together and packed them like
herrings in a barrel into very fast sailing ‘slavers’;
even so, those who got to the West Indies were the
wost  fortunate. On cvery estate there was a
hospital and a competent medical man paid a fixed
yearly sumr for attendance, and the proprietor
naturally took care that his men were well looked
after. As a rule—the trade being now stopped—-
they were eaten as prisoners of war in Afriea
instead of being sold into Kuropean service in the
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islands, where the great mmority were well fed,
clothed and housed, nursed when ill, and gencrally
cared for. 1 myself saw a man-of-war chase and
capture a slaver; what became of the unfortunate
emancipated ” ereatures on board I never knew.

Now look at the trentment the proprictors in the
West Indies received. The nation was constantly
told the owners were receiving compensation for
their loss and that millions had been spent on the
price of the slaves, but the landowners derived
little good from that. Suppose our farmers in Great
Britain bad all their horses taken from them at
a market price, with a strict prohibition against
purchasing others, how eould farming be continued ?
Yet that was the manner in which the untortunate
West Tndian proprictor was served ; it hus constantly
been thrown at their heads that they received
ample compensation.

1 visited Jamaica shortly after the emancipatiou,
expecting from the crusade agninst slavery 1 heard
of in Englind to find evidences of the cruel ill-
treatment and neglect the poor slaves had received
for gencrations m the bad housing and worn-out
condition of the race.  How diflerent was everything
to what I imagined !

They were still in the homes provided by their
late owners: m.: little cottuges many of these,
with gardens attached, having the appearance of
our small suburban houses at home, with abundance
of fruit-trees, particularly oranges, on which the
‘ poor slaves’ fed their pigs, and as much additional
land us: they wished to cultivate, which raised
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abundance of the feod they required, with the
smallest possible amount of labour. They were not
overworked, any more than a farmer overworked
his horces, for that would have been to the owners'
detriment, and they were a thousand times better
off than our own unemployed, or hundreds of the
employed, for that matter, in this enlightened
twentieth century.

Now’ look at the aspect from the proprietor’s
pourrt of view. Things were going on as badly as
they could ; for the one idea which the anti-slavery
party had impressed on the child-like mind of the
negro was that to work meant slavery. They simply
as a body declined to do any work whatever, and
had a high old time of 1t while the sugar-cane rotted
in the fields and the eoffee-berries dropped over-ripe
from the trees, while the owners of the land were
actually starving, and in many instances were forced
to abandon their estates, which were left to become
a wilderness, as no one would purchase them. I
stayed the greater part of my time in Jaumaica with
my cousin, the Honourable Duncan Robertson, of
Gilnock Hall. His so-called slaves had taken their
emancipation, but things went on exactly in the
same manner as previously : house-servants, coach-
men, grooms, and the whole establishment, continued
on precisely the same footing. No locks were on the
doors ; these stood open day and night, the silver
being left on the dining-roem sideboard all the time,
and the quondam slaves elected to remain where
they were perfectly contented and happy.

1 shoald like to record as a fact that only one
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man was pointed out to me bw more than one native
as having been flogged ; this satisfactorily proved
to me that flogging was by no means an everyday
occurrence. I should meuntion that T moved about
the islanc. a great deal, so that I am not recording
the experience gained in one place or on one estate
only. Flogging was the only punishment for serious
offences, and I am at o loss to know what other
punishment could be inflicted. 1 am of opinion
hooligans would be made the better by the same
treatment now,

I had one rather excitingadventure there. Having
gone with a young fitend to travel on business, we
arrived at a sugar estate near Suvanna-le-Mar, some
two miles from the town, en the second night out.
There we found an old gentleman in charge, who
was bitter in his complaint that his splendid fields
of sugar cane were rotting in the ground and being
devoured by the negroes’ pigs, the negroes themselves
refusing to do a stroke of work. There was a cart-
load of rugar-cane standing at the mill, and I pro-
posed, half in fun, that we should grind it ourselves.
Off we started, set the mill going, and 1 began to
stuff’ the caunes into the rollers. We had no sooner
began than out came the negroes from their settle-
ment, stopped the mill, and ordered us back to the
house, where we did go, after some lively passages
and strong words between the old gentleman and
the negroes.

Presently the whole village turned out, men and
women, some with axes, some with cutlasses or
clubs.  Mr. Smith ran into his room and brought
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out a brace of pistols, one of which he handed to
each of us young fellows, retaining a double gun for
'himself. Rather a steep flight of steps led up to
the front-door, and we had just arrived at the head
of the steps when the mob arrived at the foot. Old
Smith was a plucky old fellow, and ealled out:
‘The first man who puts his foot on these steps will
be shot, dead, and the second likewise." This caused
a halt, and the women began to use strong language,
urging the men to go up and do for us, but no one
dared to go first. There we stood, the three of us
in & row, and after a time we observed that the
crowd began gradually to disperse one at a time.
Smith did not seem to take it very seriously, and in
due time we had our dinner and retired for the night.
M)f room was some distance from the others, and
Smith had taken his pistols back and hung them in
his room. I confess 1 felt very uncomfortable when
I got to my rooin. Everything was in a dilapidated
and worn-out condition. At the end of the room stood
a large old-fashioned four-post bed with mosquito
curtains. The head of the bed stood against the
wall, and was equi-distant from both sides of the
room. At the other end, exactly opposite, was
a large window without glass, but closed with
venetian blinds in a rather dilapidated condition.
I observed also an old rusty sword without a scab-
bard hangirg on a nail on the opposite side of the
bed to the door, which was at right angles to the
window, and in the far corner of the room. 1 soon
fell asleep, and how long I slept I know not, but I
awoke with a terrible feeling of dread. 1 partly



A BLACK FACE AND A LARGE KNIFE 13

sat up in the bed and listenea, wondering what had
wakened me. 1 observed a single ray of moonlight,
coming through the broken window, gleaming across
the room, which was in profound darkness. Pre-
sently [ heard the door being gently pushed open
and grating on the floor as it was moved. Then a
slight creak on the floor, and then another, evidently
a heavy footstep coming towards the bed. The only
word which describes my feelings is the word
‘ horror,” staring as 1 was towards the door in the
profound darkness.

Suddenly a black face with a large knife ire its
mouth, appeared for an instant as a man passed
through the gleam of moonlight ; then I heard
breathing close to the side of the bed and the
mosquito curtains being gently pulled out, and in
another second they were thrown up. At that
moment I sprang with one bound through the cur-
tans n the opposite side of the bed, made a clutch
at the rusty sword whicli, fortunately, T caught, ran
round the foot of the bed (all this happened in far
less time than it takes to write it), and made a
fierce cut in the direction of my would-be murderer.
Instead of hitting him I put a big noteh in the bed-
post, and my adversary ran quickly out of the room
and disappeared. The whole thing took place in
an incredibly short time and without a word being
spoken on either side. I pulled my valise from
under my bed and sat on it in the corner of the
room till daylight, with the old sword in my hand,
being terribly punished by mosquitoes.

Strange as it may appear, it is nevertheless a fact
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that I did not mentidn a word of the affair next
morning ; but I need not say we made the best of
our way out of such an unpleasant neighbourhood.

I afterwards went to stay at my own place, Friend-
ship, and found the old housekeeper who had been
there in my father's time. KEverything was going
on comfortably, and everyone was happy. The
factor in charge of the estate was a cousin of my
own, a Robertson, and he and his elder brother had
been taken to Jamaica when young men by my
father. The younger brother remained as factor of
Friendship, married a black wife, and had a flourish-
ing family. His brother settled at Kingston, and
remained a bachelor.

The chief of the Robertsons was at this time
in the 42nd Regimertt = I well remember seeing
him at Blair Atholl games when as a boy 1 was
staying with my aunt, Betsy Stuart, of Fin-
castle, at the Milton, which she and her sister
fortunately had settled on them for life. Like a
great many other Perthshire gentry at that time,
this chief spent money a good deal faster than it
came 1n from the estate, so to raise money he resolved
to sell part of the ancestral property ; but, as it was
strictly entailed, he had to get the permission of the
two next heirs (he had no family himself) to the
chieftainship, and it was ascertained, by going back
a good many generations, that the legal heirs were
my two cousins in Jamaica. With their permission
(they receiving a small sum as compensation) he
sold part of the estate. After a time the same
game was repeated, this time for the sale of the
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whole estate, Permission was again granted, but
most fortunately, before any legal document was
signed, the chief died, and the old bachelor at Kings-
ton succeeded to the title and estutes. Here was ¢
comically sad state of things. 'T'he prospective chief
of the Robertsons (his nephew) was « delighcful
black man. I wonder how he would have looked in
a kilt! Fortunately, however, the chief married
and had a family, and so the black man’s nose was
put out of joint. Who can say, however, in fuyure
generations, that the black man will not succeed
should the present direet line ail ?

Before leaving Jumwica I muay relate a rather
amusing episode which occurred while I was there.
My cousin and Mr. Morris were absent on business
at Kingston, and I was the only man (2) left at
Gilnock. A report was brought in for my absent
cousin that some evil-digsposed natives were going
to loot the house (not our own people). I ought to
mention that we had brought out with us from
London £300 in silver to pay wages, and most of
this was still in the house in boxes of £100 each
(these I had taken from Lombard Street in a
buteher’s cart, and had them driven by a boy all
through the slums of Fast London down to the
docks).  What o delightful prize if it had only been
known to the roughs! Well, to return to my story,
the household at night consisted of four maid-
servants, Mrs. Robertson, and myself. Mrs. Robert-
son had the silver under her bed, and she took the
four mald-servants into her room for the night and
barricaded the door. I had all the rest of the house
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to myself and a faithiful companion—-a beautiful
Cuban bloodhound named Gift.  She could stand
on the ground, put her paws on my shoulder, and
lick my face. There wag a small bit of garden
enclosed n front of the house, and a gate leading
up to the front-door. My window looked upon this
garden, and the house was only one story high.
I loaded my rifle and went to bed, Gift lying on the
floor. A low, deep growl awoke me, and I jumped
up and looked out, the rifle in my hand. The window
was without glass—only a venetian blind. T saw
the gate partly open, and « man crawling forward
towards the house. He lay a long time without
moving, and 1 came to the eonclusion that he was
waiting for others. Presently he came nearer and
1 coveled him with the rifle, and was just about to
draw the trigger, when, o ! he put up his head, and
turned out to be a black ealf'!

One day, not long before this, I was out shooting
with Gift as my constant companion, when suddenly a
wild boar rushed out of some long grass, knocked me
over, passing one tusk through my left leg; and
before I got on my feet he wheeled round and made
another rush at me. He would certainly have
ripped me up, as [ was on my back, but Gift seized
him fast by the ear and held on. His tusks, as it
were, played on her throat, but he could not strike.
T jumped up, put my gun to his ribs and drew the
trigger, dropping him dead. It was only a very
powerful dog that could have neld that brute for a
moment.

When the negroes were get free, they of course



I SAIL YOR HOME 17

expected to be well paid for any work done, and
when paid in copper they smelt it and threw the
coin away, calling it a nasty smelly thing. Hence,
the £500 ir silver had been taken out to pay these
delightful creatures.

Jamaica is a lovely country, and I cried when I
left it, o happy was [ there. We took out a doctor
with us who was apparently far gone in consump-
tion. I think he was carrted on board. He had
come for his health only, and returrned after some
time perfectly well and strong. T saw him in
London after his return, and ascribed his cure
entirely to Jamailca. I am sorey 1 cannot remember
his name.

Mr. Morris, having wound up his business, pre-
pared to return home. The ship was then lying at
Black HLiiver with a full cargo on hoard.

Mr. Morris embarked, and also a gentleman of
the name of Rose, who was coming home with us.
The captain and I went on shore, as he had some
business to settle, and as all hands were busy getting
under way and the pilot on board, we only took
two ship’s boys to row us ashore.  After some little
delay we returned to the beach, and great was the
indignation of the captain to see his ship beating
out to sea, the pilot being afraid that the wind was
going to drop. We pulled off as hard as we could,
but the ship went faster than we did, and the two
boys rowed until they were dead beat, and then gave
in. The captain and 1 then teok the oars, and rowed
until we were pretcy well done. Ultimately the
ship condescended to wad for us, and then we got
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on board. 1 was terribly exhausted, and within a
few hours developed yellow fever.

There being no doctor on board, the captain pro-
ceeded, as was the custom in those days, to bleed
me in both arms. For some time I was delirious,
and quite unconscious of what they were doing with
me or to me, but [ was told afterwards that I
insisted upon having a large poultice of wet salt
applied to my spine, and [ believe that that saved
my life, as it has since been ascertained that saline
drinks have marvellous power in cases of yellow fever.

Some time before leaving Jamaica I had told my
cousin that I knew there would be a death on board
ship on the way home, and as I had several times had
various presentiments which eame true, it caused
some excitement. After some days of delirium I
must have fallen asleep, for 1 have a perfect recol-
lection of being awakened by a loud splash. T
looked up, and seeing one of the ship’s boys sitting
at the head of the bed, T said: ¢ What's that ?
‘It was Mr. Rose,” he replied; “ he died last night,
and they have just dropped him overboard.’

¢Oh, then, I said, ‘1 shall recover, for there was
only one death to take place on board.

From that day 1 rapidly recovered, and I have
a lively recollection of the enormous appetite that
I developed. No sooner had I eaten a heavy
breakfast than 1 was longing for midday dinner;
then just as hungry again for tea, and afterwards
for supper. I lay neariy all day on a mattress on
deck, and I need not say how kind everyone was
to me. I remember also how all my skin peeled off
by degrees from the effects of the fever.
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At the Military Academy, Hdinburgh—Gazetted to the
31st Regiment—Voyage out with a draft—A lark—
The match up-country—A monster crocodile—Indian
thieves— An unpleasant bedfellow — A  tiger-hunt —
Arrival at Umballa— Don’t pull my hair "—How I
won my spurs—A hairbreadth escape—Qccupation of
Kytul—l.aying out a cantonment.

WEe arrived home in due time, and Mr. Morris
strongly urged me to give up the ses and go into
the army. So I proceeded to Eainburgh, and went
through a course at the Military Academy there,
studying military drawing and surveying, and I
also became rather an expert both with the rapier
and single-stick. I have three medals to show
for it.

Mr. Morrigs then wrote to Lady Clarendon,
requesting that she might use her influence to get
a commission for a young friend of his. He
(Mre. Morris) had for many years transacted all
her West India business.  Her ladyship kindly
wrote a note to Lord Iill, the Commander-in-
Chief: * My dear Lord, I want a commission for a
young friend of mine,” giving name, ete., and
within a fortnight 1 was gazetted to the 31st
Regiment. This was unusual luck, for most young
men in those days had to wait for two or three

19 2—2
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years with their names on the Commander -in -
Chief’s list before getting a commission. Years
after, when quartered in Ireland, I had the satis-
faetion of thanking both Lord and Lady Clarendon
for their kindness. His lordship was at that time
Lord Lieutenant in Dublin.

After the usual six months at the depot at
Chaiham, I embarked with a draft of recruits for
Calcutta early in 1842 to join my Regiment, which
wag then in Afghanistan, avenging the massacre
of the 44th Regiment.

On the passage out we had a very disagreeable
black man as steward. There was also a cadet
on board, who was disliked by everyone on account
of his unpleasant manners. The steward's hammock
hung in the steerage just outside the cadet’s cabin
door, and one night, when my chum and 1 were
on watch (as the officers had to keep watch all
the voyage), we resolved to have a lark.

The ship was rolling heavily as we proceeded
to work, and creeping gently down to the steerage,
we tied a string to the steward’s hammock, attach-
ing the other end to the cadet’s cot ; as they swung
together with the motion of the ship, it did not
awaken either of them. We then put a loose cord
over the above-mentioned string, and carried both
ends up on deck, when, by jerking the string, we
awoke both the parties. The steward growled and
made a grab, as he thought at the person who was
shaking his bed, and so found the string, which
caused the cadet to sit up in great indignation.
As soon as we had heard the steward was roused,
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we let go one end of our loose cord, and pulled
it up on deck. The result was beyond our fondest
anticipation. The steward got noiselessly out of
bed and followed the string attached to his
hammock, and just as he got up to the cadet’s
bed to make a grab at the occupant, the cadet
hit him fair in the face, knocking him down. A
free fight in the dark followed, and we both rushed
oft to the other end of the ship, and laughed till we
cried at the success of our little plan.

Duly arriving at Calcutta, we landed, and were
quartered at Fort William.

After a short stay there we started on our march
up-country, a battalion of recruits, composed of
drafts for the various regiments in Bengal. We
used to march on an average twelve miles a day,
starting at two or three o'clock in the morning,
and finishing our day’s work before breakfast,
always resting on Sundays or after storms of rain,
when the roads became impassable. 1 generally
spent the rest of my day out shooting, but the
country in the immediate vieinity of the Grand
Trunk Road was very poorly stocked with game.

One day, when out with Dickens, of the 2lst
Fusiliers, tramping along the high bank of a nullah,
a native came up to speak to us in a rather excited
condition, and requested us to shoot a very large
crocodile that had for years lived in a pool below
and killed ever so many people, and had become
the terror of the women who had to come down the
nullah for water, sometimes dragging in a cow or
a sheep, and not unfrequently a woman or child.
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‘There he is! there he is!" he said, pointing at
a little distance on the other side of the river.

For a long time I could see nothing, but at last it
dawned on me that what I had taken for a log of
wood was the brute in question.

* Come,’ the native said, ‘and I will take you to
him.” We kept out of sight, and going up the river
about a quarter of a mile, we waded across, and
reached the other side.

Presently we came to a place where there were a
number of bushes and trees. A well-marked foot-
path led down through this to the river.

The native pointed to the path in dumb show,
indicating that we would find our friend at the other
end, but declined to follow us a step further. I had
both my barrels loaded with ball, and Dickens the
same. I went first, and to prevent making any
noise, we both crawled through the bushes on our
hands and knees in profound silence. Soon I found
myself close to the great brute. He was lying on
the sand fast asleep, with just a small bush between
me and him.

He was simply a monster. I cannot pretend
either to guess his length or his height, as he lay
on the sands beside the deep pool of the river; but
he appeared to rige over 8 feet from the ground as
he lay on his stomach.

I gently nudged Dickens with my elbow, and he
replied in a whisper, ¢ Where ¥ but that was quite
enough to awaken our friend, and I caught his eye
glaring at me. He stretched forward one great
claw, and disclosed a nice tender spot right under



A MONSTER CROCODILE 23

his arm. I put the muzzle of the gun close to this
spot, and drew both triggers at once.

Instantly there was a terrific plunge as he
bounded into the deep pool. A perfect fountain of
water, tinged with blood, burst up, and he dis-
appeared. We waited o long time on the bank of
the river it the hope that he might come up again
or float. 'The bubbles, which had risen thickly at
first, subsided gradually, but e never appeared. 1
think he must have been killed, as the two balls
were bound to pass through the nost vital parts of
his body. You might shoot at ulligators for years,
and never get such a chance of lodging a ball in
such a tender place. = A number of small tortoises
rose to the surface, swam about, and then dis-
appeared, and we reluetantly left the spot.

HEveryone has heard of the expert Indian thieves.
Our commanding officer was Major Straubenzie (I
think of the 39th Foot), whose wife accompanied
him, and they had an uncomfortable experience of
these fellows.

Our custom was that most of our baggage and
some of the servants always moved on in the
evening, so as to have breakfast ready on our
arrival at camp in the morning. During the night
the thieves cleared out everything from Strau-
benzie's tent, including the whole of the wearing
appacel, so that when the bugle sounded the turu-out
in the morning, the Mujor and his wife simply could
not appear.  So they had to borrow two doolies from
the doector, and baing rolled up in their bedelothes,
were lgnominiously carried to the next station.
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I need not say that they went well ahead of us,
and we knew nothing of the affair till after our
arrival in camp.

The only disagreeable experience which 1 re-
member having was that one morning, when my
servant came in with a candle for me to prepare for
the march, as I threw off the bedclothes, I saw to
my horror a large cobra nestled quietly for warmth
against my naked leg. In an instant he jumped out
and disappeared. nearly frightening my servant into
a fit.

While we were marching through the Raj Mawl
hills, we were warned that there were a number of
tigers about, and this we soon found out to be true.

The commanding officer had taken up his quarters
in a dak bungalow, and you may picture his horror
when, just as he was finishing breakfast, he saw a
tiger, mn broad dayhght, pounce upon one of our
camp-followers, sit down under a tree immediately
in front of the house, and proceed to eat him. He
described the steam rising from the unfortunate
man’s body as the tiger was munching him. As
soon as he dared, he sent word down to the camp,
and we all turned out, some on the baggage
elephants and some on foot. We had a grand
tiger-hunt, but of course the tiger was not fool
enough to let himself be seen, and so we came back
as we went.

But the next day I had rather a disagreeable
experience myself. Two of us had been out shooting
all day, and when returning to camp, I proposed to
fire off my gun, one barrel of which was loaded with
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ball, as T had no means of extracting it in camp. My
companion said: ‘Fire at that white mark on the
rock there,” which 1 did. The moment the ball
struck the rock, we heard a terrific roar from a
tiger close to us. We had a native with us, leading
a little dog, and I shall never forget the man's
expression. e turned literally blue, owing to the
blood leaving his skin, and the dog’s hair stood
straight on end all over. We made the best of our
way back to camp, keeping all clase together, and
most fortunately Mr. Tiger did not attack or
tollow us.

As we marched up-country each detachment was
dropped at the nearest point to its own station, and
so the battalion gradually dwindled away until we
were », mere handful, when, i due time, we arrived
at the Regiment, which wag then encamped near
the city of Umballa.

When [ joined my Regiment at that place, it was
armed with flint-locks, and had just returned from
the punitive expedition to avenge the loss of
the 44th.

When in Afghanistan the General wore a wig,
and during the campaign, when they were holding
the fortress of Jelalabad, an carthquake occurred,
in which the room where the General was asleep
came down, smothering him in dust and plaster.
So anxious was he to keep up the fictior of wearing
his own hair that, when they commenced to dig him
out of the ruins, he called auat, * Don’t pull my hair I

Three days after joining the Regiment we were
ordered off to Kytul. Kytul wus what was then
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called a protected Sikh State, and a compact had
been formed with the Rajah that, at his death,
the State wus to become part of the Kast India
Company’s possessions. The Rajah having died,
his widow, the Ranee, vefused to give up the fort.
It was a small town surrounded by a high brick
wall, and well armed. In consequence of this
refusal, Sir George Clark, the political agent,
resolved to tuke it by force, so the 31st Regiment,
with the 3rd Light Dragoons and some Artillery,
were ordered to take possession of the place, and
Sit George went with us a8 political agent.

My groom, who was new to the ways of the
Regiment, did not come up to time with my horse,
and there was nothing for it but to march on foot
with my company. Prescently an officer, seeing me,
and learning why 1 wus unmounted, sent me his
spare horse. . Being a much taller man than myself,
his stirrups were too long for me, and as I mounted
the animal he made three bucks, and the third
dislodged me, as I had not my feet in the stirrups,
and 1 was landed over his head into a thorn-
bush. One of the thorns passed right through my
cheek and into my tongue. Getting on my feet,
I pulled the thorn out and called for the horse,
which had been caught, had the stirrups shortened,
mounted, and rode the anmmal for the march. My
men were delighted, and murmurs of * He'll do ! went
round. The horse was a noted buck-jumper, and the
senior officer kept me ap my distance, as he did not
wish it near his own beast, and so I won my spurs
with the Regiment
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Kytul was three marches from Umballa, and the
third night we camped a short distance from the
town. During the night the Ranee went off with
a whole string of carts loaded with treasure, and to
distract cur attention their soldiers showed them-
selves-—-al a vespectful distance, however—and as
they were armed with matchlocks, kept blowing
their matches, as much as to suy, ‘We are coining.’
The consequence was we stood to our arms all
night, and the treaswre got well ahead. I suppose
Sir George did not find #this out till the next day,
when the whole force went in pursuit; but soon
after dark, not having overtaken it, we were halted,
piled arms, and lay down to slecp.

I, being very young and foolish, was too proud to
bivouac beside the soldiers, o, tuking a blanket. I
rolled myself well up, head and all, and lay down
some yards off. T awoke in the night to a rumbling
noisc and a violent pull at my hair. This proved to
be a wheel of one of our guns, which was passing
right along beside my head. 1t appeared the
Artxllely had come up, and sceing our men asleep,
had, in avoiding them, come my way, and another
inch or two more and T should have been erushed
to death. This cured me of my reserve or pride,
and I slept near my own men for the future, We
returned to Kytul in the morning.

Sir George Clark had hoped to regain the
treasure for the British Government without actually
attacking the convoy, as in this latter case part at
least of its value must have gone as prize-money
to the force. As mafters turned out, the whole
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thing disappeared, and never was seen again, so all
the treasure was lost.

We were allowed to enter the walled town of
Kytul, but the orders were that nothing was to be
taken out. While rummaging in the palace I saw a
dagger I greatly coveted, and wrapping the blade
in rags, I tied it to my leg, and so passed the
searchers. Our uniform then was composed of a
pair of white duck trousers and a close-fitting jacket
buttoned to thz throat, so that the hiding of loot
was a difficult matter.

The men had broken the legs off a set of metal
chairs and set them up to play at skittles, and after
the game left them lying about; one of these was
carried away by a soldier, and he afterwards found
it was made of solid silver ! I have my dagger still.

On returning to Umballa, we heard it was
intended to make it a fivst-class military station.
Captain Napier (atterwards Lord Napier of Mag-
dala) was the engineer officer in charge, and he set
to work to mark out the cantonment under the real
old system. The site was a plain, which had been
under crop, and his instrument was a plough.
Long lines indicated the main roads, and between
them the ground was divided into a gigantic chess-
board. Then one fine morning we (the officers)
were all marched up from the camyp, each to select
a square to build on. ‘Gentlemen,’ said Napier,
‘ there is your little ground ; build a house to your
liking on it, and when it is finished you ean live in
it.” There were pointed out the field officers’ lines,
the captaing’ lines, the subalterns’ lines, while at
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some distance on the other side of the main road
the barracks were marked out and planted in
echelon.

We were not long in choosing, according to our
geniority, our plots, which were a free gift from the
Government. Each one set to work according to his
own ideas. I took care (with a view to brickmaking)
to choose a piece which was out of favour, owing to
its having an old road which had been well churned
running through it; this was speecially suitablée for
making the bricks which were to build the walls,
Having dug a well, I had water added to make the
clay the right consistency; bricks were quickly
turned out in uniform sizes by a native from a
mould made of wood, and the little native girls
carried them off on their heads to dry in the
hot sun.

I chummed with another officer, Lieutenant
Sparrow ; our two plots of ground were thrown into
one, and I proceeded to huild the house after my
own fashion, which consisted of the roof being put
on before the walls were begun. A framework of
posts with horizontal bars supported the roof, which
consisted of split bamboos made into a frame of net-
work, which was then drawn up, lashed on to the
supports, and thatched with grass; the walls were
soon built in with the dried bricks, manipulated
with clay instead of mortar; three glass doors in
front and three behind op<ned off sitting,- bed-, and
bath-rooms, and the floors were composed of a sort
of asphalt made of mortar and pounded brick.

Before the rains set mn I had finished our house,
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up to which time we had lived in our tents all the
hot weather. So popular was my design that it
became the model for many of the subaltern
quarters. After we left Umballa T sold it for
nearly twice the amount it cost.

Umballa is now one of the largest stations and
finest situations in India.
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The 31st Regiment -Ferozepoor-—Juckal-hunting —Escape
from an elephant-—Chuitys escape from a wolf- ~On
sick leave at Simla-—Landslips—In a hyena’s den—
Mahscer-fishing—A  water-nurse—Adventures on  the
river- -Volunteering to remain in India—TFrom Meerut
to Cawnpore and back-—A tame boa-constrictor,

IN those days (1843) the 3ist Regiment was a
grand old corps, having served twenty-three years
in India; its commanding offtcer, Colonel Bolton,
had served in the Peninsula.. | should be sorry
to say how many years of service the two Majors
had seen, but the junior of them always required a
chair to reount his charger, and one of the Captains
(by no means a senior) had been at Waterloo and
proudly wore the medul.

As to the rank and file, many of them had grey
hair, and in the ranks we had the third generation
of the 3lst. Other men were there who, having
come out to the Reglment as boys, had their children
serving as buglers and bandsmen.

Many of the married women also had, been born
in the Regiment.

Lieutenant E. Lugard had been the Adjutant for
years, atd when ne got his company I was one of
his subalterns. As for ‘he Quartermaster, he had

31
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actually been on board the Kent, as also had
Lieutenant Bray when a child, whose father was
then an officer in the Regiment. Everyone must
havae read Major Macgregor's account of the loss of
the Kent East Indiaman in the Bay of Biscay. I
had the pleasure of meeting Major Macgregor in
after-years in Dublin, and his son was the well-
known writer under the nom de plume of ‘Rob
Roy.’

Years after, when the Regiment returned from
India and was quartered at Walmer, in Kent, the
captain ot the Cumbita, who rescued the 31st from
the Kent,came to see us, and, you may depend upon
it, received a warm welcome, It was strange to
think that the (Quartermuster, Benson, and Lieu-
tenant Bray, who were there to receive him, had
actually been on board his little brig.

To return to India: when I joined the Regiment at
Umballa, we were expecting the long deferred order
for home, but the disturbed state of the Punjab
prevented this, and after I had enjoyed only about
two or three months’ residence in my new house, we
were ordered up to Ferozepoor to watch events.
There we remained in a standing camp till the
beginning of the following hot season, when we
returned once more to Umballa, and took possession
of our old quarters. We enjoyed the stay at
Ferozepoor wery much, ag there was good shooting
then in the neighbourhood : and as we had a pack of
foxhounds originally imported from England, we got
capital runs with the foxes and jackals,

Most of the hounds had been born in India, and
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had lost the pluck of their ancestors; but one old
hero of the name of Hannibal survived, and in-
variably had the honour of going in first at the
finish.  One day the natives brought in a full-
grown jackal, having sewn up its mouth with a
needle und thread (the native gipsies use this
method of securing themselves from the bite of
the jackal and other wild animals when they catch
them). I volunteered to carry it off' to some dis-
tance, and unsew the mouth before letting it start
on its run, thus giving it a good chance; this
proved more than I eould accomplish, for it was
a particularly savage animal, and as 1 placed it
on the ground to release its mouth, it rushed up
my legs and over my chest, burying its nose in
my neck. After I had twice felt the pressure of
its cold muuzle there, it occurred to me that were
I to let the lips loose the next time it ran up me
its teeth would be in my throat, so I was obliged,
most unwillingly, to let it go as it was, when he
gave the pack a good run before we were in at the
death.

While at Ferozepoor I had some of the several
marvellous escapes which have followed me through
life ; over and over again [ have been within an ace
of losing my life, and been spared by a merciful
Providence.

One night a large elephant got savage, broke
from 1its keeper, and started on a furious stampede
through the camp. He cherged the first tent he
came to, which contained twelve sleeping men, tore
the canvas down, and trampied it, while the men
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rolled underneath, inextricably mixed up with tent
ropes and pegs; then in a blind fury drove his
tusks into the ground with such savage force that
one of them broke off' short at the jaw, leaving four
feet plunged into the ground. Strange to relate, not
a man was killed or hurt. More savage than ever
with the pain caused by the loss of his tusk, the
elephant tore up the main street of the camp, and,
fixing his attentions on my tent, kicked out all the
pegs on one sicle I, ike the men, was sound asleep,
and awoke as the cloth-of the tent came down on
my face; not in_the least realizing what had
happened, I stumbled to my feet in the darkness
and scrambled outside, right under the forelegs of
the enraged animal, who was standing still, but
swaying his body and his trunk backwards and
forwards above me. 1 did not require a second
to realize my danger and take the hint to clear off
as quickly as possible to the rear of some tents,
while the elephant, giving a loud scream, charged
on to the horses’ picquets and stampeded the
frightened animals, with the picquet ropes and pegs
dangling behind them, thus causing a terrible dis-
turbance. e was caught soon after by his keepers,
no real harm having been done, as no one was hurt.

The following day Captain Brookes had the
broken tusk dug out of the ground by his company.
It took half a day to do it. It was a fine bit of
ivory, a:.d he kept it as a trophy.

One day I was out without my gun and nothing
but my riding-whip in my hand, and my favourite
dog, Chufty, was with me when we fell in with two
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wolves. 1 made after and flogged them, expecting
they would run, but one turned at once and made
a snap at Chuffy’s back, just across the loins. Had
he caught the dog a little lower down he must
have crushed the spine and killed him; as it was,
his teeth slipped, and the terrified Chuffy rushed
away. [ did not see him for twenty-four hours,
when he returned covered with mud and dead
beat, with four nips or holes where the wolf’s teeth
nad gripped him, fortunately by the skin only.
Pooi Chnfly bad a sadder fate two years after when
saving wmy life from a tiger.

On arrival at Umballa from Ferozepoor, 1 was
suffering from fever, and obtamed leave to spend
the remainder of the hot weather at Simla, so I
set off at once, I shavrel a bungalow with
Lieutenant Willows, Bengal N.I., who came out
to India in the same ship with me. Our house
was the highest on the hill called Jacko, rising to
a great height above the town of Simla, and dotted
over with bungalows.

The only other house near us was called the
FEagle's Nest, about 100 yards away.

Several of the 31st officers got leave at the same
time, and they lived at a large bungalow lower down
the hill.

Captains Garvock (afterwards Sir John Garvock)
and Longworth, also Lieutenants Hart arnd Law, were
there, and we all enjoyed -our stay in the hills im-
menselv, notwithstanding that it was a very weg
geason. The rain poured down on us through the
roof of our house, so that*we*had to live for two days
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in bed, the top of which was covered with waterproofs.
The whole house was flooded, the water running out
at the door. TIn consequence of the heavy rains,
there were several dangerous landslips all over the
mountains.  An officer was awakened by someone
knocking at the door in the middle of the night :

‘ Please will you take usin 2 said a brother officer,
with his wife and family; ‘»ur house has just
fallen in.’ ‘

One night T was awakened Y + de>y rum g
noise, and I distinctly felt-the I mse ehake, but fell
asleep again. Fancy my astonish ..out in the morning
to find that a tremendous landslip had just missea
our house by a yard or so. ~ It Lad cut clean through
two roads, and great trees had been swept away
and smashed up like matchwood. This gave us a
long journey up the hill and round the top of the
landslip to get down to the town,

Early one morning, before daylight, I saw some-
thing through the glass door moving about on the
veranda. I got up, and saw that it was a large
hyena, carefully snuffing over one of my sleeping
servants to see where he could get a comfortable
bite. I gave a shout, and the hyena disappeared
like a shadow. In the morning, with Chufy’s help,
we traced him a good distance into the forest until
we came to his den, which was entered by a round
hole in the rock, going almost perpendicularly into
the ground. T went horae, got my gun, loaded both
barrels with ball, tied & wax candle to the end of
an alpenstock, and, returning to the hyena’s den,
lighted the candle, and proceeded to wriggle down
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the hole. Down, down, I went, sometimes almost
faster than I intended, it was so steep. Suddenly
I dropped into a large cave, and I could see by
the light, of the candle bones and skulls scattered
about, and the stench was something awful. I
could just see at the other end of the cavern a hole
which appeared to lead into a second eave, and all
at once there was a fearful commotion mside that.
To my horror 1 discovered that it was a whole
colony of hyenas just awakened out of their sleep
by the flickering of the candle. Had they come
out I should have been caten-up in five minutes,
and the gun would have been no protection what-
ever. I need not suy that I got back into daylight
as fast as possible, and 1 was thankful to breathe
fresh air ngain. It was no easy task to get out, as
I had to work my way with my heels and on my
back, ilways keeping the gun ready and pointed
in case of a rush from below ; thus, with the gun
in one hand and the alpenstock and candle in the
other, I had to ficht my way up with my elbows
and heels only.

One day we made up a party to go fishing for
mahscer in the interior. So we started off on horse-
back--Captain Longworth, Lieutenant Hart (who
was Lugard’s brother-in-law), and myself. The road
to the interior wound round the hills, which were
so steep that in a distance of ten miles you could
not find a bit of flat ground large enough to pitch
a tent. Some parts were beautifully wooded with
fine large oaks and pine-trees, others covered with
grass, and the road, or rather path, was by no
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means very safe riding—narrow, with no protection
from the steep drop on one side, and in some places
the path was only a steep descent of smooth rock,
or, at all events, solid rock for the most part.
Then occasionally you might meet a troop of hill-
men bringing in a large log of wood to Simla ; with
short cross-sticks under the log, some twenty or
more men carried the tree on their shoulders, and
this for long distances. They were delightful people,
simple, perfectly honest, bright, and with great
natural politeness; but one thing they positively
objected to-—mo European must enter any of their
houses. A Rajah had, however, put up a small hut,
a single room about 12 feet square, with a door
and no windows, at the place where we were going
to fish. Here three of us were stowed away, and,
of course, the door was open all night. We had to
bring all our food with us, and it was all packed
away under a little table in the middle of the hut.
Just at daylight something awakened me, and 1
saw a fox with a round of beef in bhis mouth,
walking out of the door. I shouted, ‘Thieves?!
jumped out of bed, and rushed after him, followed
by the other two, through a stubble field, which
punished our poor naked feet terribly. The fox, in
getting over the wall at the end of the field, dropped
the round of beef, which we picked up in triumph
and carried back to the hut.

We used to fish from daybreak until the sun
came upon the water, after which time the fish
refused to take. We then amused ourselves by
fishing in shallow water with a cast-net, as the fish
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came there to warm themselves in the sun.  As the
river was muddy, the fish could not see us, so when
we cast the net, which was loaded all round with
lead, we walked over it with our bare feet, and it
was the greatest fun, when we found a big fish in,
or rather under, the net, getting him out again, for,
of course. we: had to kneel down up to the neck in
water and grope about till we found him. We
used to suart out to fish before daylight, and several
times, as we went along the road to wnere we
began fishing, we encountered quite a lot of black
snakes crossing the road on their way to the river,
but whether to fish or only to drink I cannot say.
They passed at a wonderful pace for snakes; we
simply stood still and they took no notice of us,
and [ fancy they returned to the high ground every
morning.  Longworth had a native follower, or
servant, if you like to call him that, but he was
simply a good-natured savage, and had not the
slightest idea of the ways or wants of an English-
man. David, as we called b, earried Longworth's
rod or anything else as requived, generally an
umbrela, as the sun in those deep valleys was very
powerfnl.  One morning a heavy rain came down,
and Longworth shouted for his umbrella.  Presently
he discovered David squalted on a large stone about
100 yards off, his chin resting on his knees, as only a
nigger can squat, aud holding up the umbrella yuite
comntfortably. Longworth shouted and David smiled,
but did not move till the rain was over, when he
politely returned the umbrella!

[ forgot to mention that when we came to the
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place where we had to leave the road the horses
were sent back to Simla, and we had to walk the
rest of the way. To descend a Himalayan path
down a steep hill is about as disagreeable an under-
taking as you can well imagine; it is exactly like
going down a steep stair four steps at a time, and
dropping on each foot alternately. Fancy that sort
of work for half an hour or so! The natives go
straight up and down the hills, however steep they
may be, and nothing but a dog could go with them,
and, of course, they have no trousers or shoes to
impede them. When we got mnear the bottom of
the valley, we came upon some houses. The in-
habitants came out smiling and offered us peaches
and walnuts, and there, for the first time, we came
upon a native nursery. On the side of what was
to them the public road a small stream of bright
sparkling water was conducted, and at a certain
spot little jets of water shot out, and under each
jet was a very young buby, rolled up so that he
could not move, and the water played upon his fore-
head and ran down behind without wetting his face
or clothes. There they slept for hours, perfectly
content. I had heard of the water-nurse before on
board ship, but I am afraid T did not believe 1t then,
On more than oue ocecasion I passed the place, and
the babies were always there, sometimes a proud
mother looking on, sometimes no one but the happy
babies alone.

About a fortnight after our return to Simla, Hart
and I went off by ourselves to another place where
we heard there was good fishing, We pitched our
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tent on a beautiful grassy spot close to the river,
and then, by damming up the clear stream which
ran past the tent, we made a fine pool for our
morning bath. As it was no use fishing after the
sun was on the water, we used to enjoy the casting-
net, and generally took a snooze in the middle of
the day.

I went out on one occasion to shoot by myself,
and while crossing the track of a recent landslip
(which led right down the river, where there was a
raging torrent over the racks) the ground gave way
under my feet, earth, stones, and myself all went
sliding down the precipice together, and it seemed
as if nothing could save me ; but far down below 1
saw a bush which was still growing, and as I shot
past 1 caught it with my right hand, still keeping
the gun in my left. There I held on while the loose
earth and stoues expended themselves in the river
below. I cannot say how long T hung there, but it
must have been a long while, as there was no one
near at the time, and I had no feeling of pain in my
hand, although I was holding on to a cactus bush,
the prickles of which were driven into my hand in all
directions. There was a chance of life if 1 held on,
of certain death if I let go; for nothing could have
lived in the raging river below me for five minutes,
although our fishing water above was comparatively
smooth. The natives of the neighbouring village
had evidently seen what happened, for 1 heard
great shouts, and presently a band of them arrived
at the edge of the landslip, and taking each other’s
hands they worked their way right across the soft



42 PERSONAL ADVENTURES AND ANECDOTES

ground step by step, every man carefully putting
his feet where the man before him had been. The
leading man cautiously made each step firm before
he took another. When he came to me and took
held, we returned exactly as they had come, step
by step, until we were on solid ground.

Next day Hart wanted to see the place, so we
went down along the bank of the river. We very
foolishly got on to a rock overhanging the torrent
to get a better. view, when suddenly Hart slipped
and shot off the rock, but. I fortunately caught him
by the wrist.

Luckily he was very light and I was strong. 1
dropped on my knees, and held on to the rock with
my toes and the fingers of my right hand, to save
us both from being dragged over.

“Oh, save me, save me! he cried; to which I
replied : ‘ Don’t struggle till T get a better grip of
the rock with my feet. Never fear ; if you go, we'll
go together I

1 then gave him my other hand, with which I had
been pushing myself back, and got him safely up.
Poor fellow ! he was killed at the Battle of Moodkee,
December 18, 1845, not very long after our little
adventure ; and his name now appears on the monu-
ment which his brother officers put up in Canterbury
Cathedral to the men and officers who were killed
in the Sutle] campaign.

Hart’s leave being up before mine, we just left
our tent standing, as it was not worth taking away,
and started off one fine morning, he going direct to
Simla, while I, all alone, took a wander through the
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hills with one servant and Chufly. At some places
the natives had not seen a white man for more than
a year, and [ had to sleep in the open air for the
whole fortnight, never being inside a door. I
generally stopped at a village or near one for the
night, and my bed, a light charpoy, was set up in
the high road. When I went to the spring or
stream to have my morning wash, the whole female
population turned out to admire the operation,
which was very — trying shall T say?—to my
feelings. 1 generally had a guide from place to
place, and ultimately arrived at Sabatoo, and from
there returned to Simla.

On my return to Umballa, almost before I got
settled in my house, Major Baldwin, Lieutenant
Timbrell (the son of a splendidold officer of the
Bengal Artillery), and myself; were ordered down to
Meerut to =ake charge of the nen of the 40th Regi-
ment who volunteered for the 31st, as all regiments
before leaving India were allowed to volunteer for
any regiment remaining in India; thus the bat-
talions were filled up with acelimatized soldiers. In
the old days our volunteering wus very simply con-
ducted. Major Baldwin sat at a table in the
orderly-room with a sheet of paper before him, and
the men who wished to volunteer were called 1n one
at a time. Then the man's character, as recorded in
what was called the ¢ Defaulter Book, was handed
to the Major, and he read it. This contained a
record of every offence commmitted since the man
enlisted. Then he simply said < Accepted,” and put
the wan’s name on his paper; or ‘ Rejected,” when
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the man walked out, and the next one was called.
Thus, any really bad or troublesome men could be
‘rejected.” So it was we got a grand lot of seasoned
soldiers with fair characters, and forming nearly half
the Regiment.

We three, with our volunteers, marched from
Meerut to Cawnpore and settled down quietly
there, awaiting the arrival of the Regiment from
Umballa, when one fine morning we got the order
to march back again to Umballa, and were several
months absent from the Regiment.

Timbrell and 1 did think this rather hard lines,
as we had hired a bungalow, made a garden and
sunk a well in it for irrigation, and set up a billiard-
table ; but as orders must be obeyed, we had simply
to march back and leave our house and garden
behind. On the way back I purchased a boa-
constrictor, about 10 feet long, from a party of
wandering natives. = He was quite tame; 1 used to
hang him round my neck like a fur boa, and he
walked about my tent, but the servants were
terribly afraid of him. Tt was most interesting to
see him eat. When 1 gave him a pigeon—dead, of
course—he reared up and struck it hard, seizing it
by the head, his two long fangs going through the
breast; then he rolled hlmself round it, crunching
all the bones; afterwards he pressed it into his
mouth, the under-lip being quite elastic and stretch-
ing all round the bird  Thus, holding it in his
coil, he pressed it in and took a fresh grip with
his fangs, and he worked away till he got it all in,
when you could see it quite distinctly passing down
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into his stomach. The wonderful extension of the
under-lip was something I had never seen described
in natural-history books. When we marched, | coiled
him in a round basket, just as you would coil a rope,
put on the lid, and he remained quite comfortable
till the day’s march was over, when he joined me in
my tent. As the native word for a serpent is
saump, I calied him Sammy. Poor Sammy had his
head smashed one day, and 1 could not find out
who did 1t, but that was his end, poor fellow !



CHAPTER IV

Private theatricals at Ui _balla—Start for the Sutlej cam-
aign—Forced warches and short rations—The Battle
of Moodkee—A hand-to-hand fight—Nearly beheaded
—A contemporary account—The second battle.

THINGs were going from bad to worse in the Punjab.
One great man after another was being murdered.
The army had got quite out of control, and spoke
openly of taking India, and afterwards making
a bridge of boats from Caleutta to London. And
when an Adjutant of one of .the regiments (an
Englishman) told ‘them that that was impossible,
they spat in his face. He told me that himself
when we were first quartered at Lahore, on the
termination of the first great Sikh War. The Sikh
army for that campaign was composed of old and
well-tried veterans, who had never been beaten ;
and who does not know now what splendid fighting
matesial the Sikhs are made of? This we found
out to our cost, when we met them face to face in
the Sutlej campaign, which only lasted six weeks,
and in that short time we lost 10 officers and
203 non-commissioned officers and men, 16 officers
wounded, and a like proportion of men. I am sorry
I cannot give the exact number of wounded, but
46



PRIVATE THEATRICALS Al UMBALLA 47

only four of us officers came through scathless, and
I was one of the four.

But to proceed with the thread of my story.
On our arriving finally at Umballa, we found that
our Colonel's son (Bolton) had been appointed
Adjutant of the 31st, being transferred from another
regiment to ours, and had succeeded Lugard in that
appointment;, the latter having been promoted to
Captain.

Bolton had w great taste for private theatricals,
and got a house in the lines handed over to us to
convert into a theatre. 1 was immediately installed
as scene-painter and stage-manager, and was also
the first lady of the company. Mrs. Neland, a
sergeant’s wife, was my dresser, and had very
good taste, and for the nexd three months 1t
was a never-ending source of amusement learning
our parts, rehearsing, and acting. A young
officer just out from home was the other lady of
our company. He was small and very good-
looking, Tritton by name, and did the smart young
ladies who had to he made love to, while I was
sometimes young and sometimes old, with the
assistance of’ a burnt cork to mark the lines of age.
We had all sorts of comical adventures. In one
play I came on ag a youny lady leading a pet dog
by a scarlet rbbon. lLieutenant Bray was my
lover. He walked gracefully forward, exclaiming
‘Dearest Susan,’ and threw himself into an attitude
of devotion, when my pet dog pinned him by the
calf of the leg, and his speech ended in a yell of
pain, to the huge delight of the audience, who
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roared till their tears ran down. One other adven-
ture will suffice. Lieutenant ——— had to be dis-
covered (as the curtain went up) in the centre of
the stage, dressed as a lady and about to sing. The
curtain had to be rolled up from the bottom by two
men at the side (out of sight, of course). The bell
rang, and up went the curtain, catching the lady’s (%)
dress. She seized the curtain, and struggled to
force it down. Another tug from the men—quite
unaware why the curtain would not go up—when up
went the poor lady, hanging on and kicking franti-
cally.  What all the audience saw was a pair of legs
kicking wildly up and down two or three times, till
the curtain finally went down with a bang and the
petticoats were released. Of course, these little
incidents were quite as much amusement to the
audience as the play, knowing as they did who the
actors were.

Meanwhile the troops were being moved up-
country, and the Commander-in-Chief, Sir Hugh
(afterwards Lord) Gough, arrived at Umballa ; also
the Governor-General, Lord Hardinge, his son, and
his staff, and with him came the Crown Prince of
Prussia (this Prince never came to the throne), with
au aide-de-camp and doctor. We had a grand
performance in our little theatre, and the Crown
Prince was very much fascinated by the appearance
of one of the ladies, and requested to be introduced
to her.

On being told that the lady in question was an
officer, he refused to believe it, and insisted upon
seeing her. He was highly amused when he came
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to dine next day at our mess, and I was presented
to him, and had the honour of taking wine with him
as Miss So-and-so of the night before !

Not long after this the news came that the Sikhs
had invaded India, and were marching south. Wild
excitement was the order of the day, and every
available man was hurried up to the front by the
Commandetr-in-Chief.

We, the 31st, marched frem Umballa, ag fine and
fit » Regiment as ever stood on parade 1,200 strong.
What orders the Colonel got I know not, but he
hurried us on night and day without waiting for
our baggage o1 mess.

The first day’s march went on till darkness closed
in, when we lay down on the ground, having had
nothing to eat all day since breakfast. We slept
till daylight next morning, when we were again
hurried forward, halting in a short time near a
large village. We had no sooner piled arms than I
and others went off to forage. - We merely wanted
food ; we did not plunder or do any harm to the
inhabitants. The first thing 1 got hold of was a
large chatty holding about a gallon of fresh milk.

Immediately after, I met one of my own men
coming out with an armful of hot chupatties.

‘Hulloa,” T said, ‘where did you get these?
“Oh,” he said, “an old fellow in there has just been
making them for me.” So we sat down together.
He got half the milk, ard I shared his booty.

Lieutenant Atty had an adventure that pained
him very much. He went 1ato the village and took
sut a chatty that was lying {n a corner full of grain
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to feed his horse. What was his surprise to find,
when he poured it out to fill the horse’s nose-bag, a
beautiful pair of gold bangles hidden in the grain.
Some poor woman, expecting to be robbed, had taken
them off and placed them there for safety, and so
she lost her bangles altogether, as there was no
time to go back with them; no Britisher would
have taken them from her wrists had she left them
there.

The next morning early we pushed on as hard as
ever, and my food for that day consisted of a large
lump of brown sugar and half the contents of my
horse’s nose-bag. That night I was so done up that
I simply lay down where we halted, and fell fast
asleep as I lay on the sand, with my chum, Timbrell,
beside me. In the morning we heard that the
mess-sergeant had hurried up on an elephant during
the night with a small supply of cooked food, which
was carefully divided amongst the officers. A piece
of tongue was cut in two and laid aside for myself
and Timbrell, but it had disappeared in the morning.
Afterwards, Ensign P. confessed that he was so
hungry that he had eaten it all. He never heard
the last of that performance, and years after he was
received with a shout of * Who stole the tongue ¥
Timbrell and I were not guilty of this, but some of
the others thought it rather fun to chaff' him.

The last day’s march, which culminated in the
Battle of Moodkee, will always remain strongly im-
pressed upon my mind, as that was my first
experience of the whistle of a bullet tired in anger.

Just at the break of day the Colonel halted the
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Regiment, and gave the word of command in a loud
voice : * With ball cartridge, load.’

I may mention at this time that we were quite
alone, with no other troops near us, as far as | knew

Then he turned to me and said, pointing to a
village about half a mile off: < Robertson, take a
corporal and two men, and see if the enemy are in
that village.’

‘ Pleasant,” thought I, ‘ for our small party, as, if
they are there, small chance of our coming back
again ' Fortunately they were not in that locality,
and so we marched on.

The Colonel appeared in a perfect fever to get
forward, and as we hurried on the men kept falling
out from sheer fatigue.

Soon we found ourselves a mert handful, and had
to halt for some hours until the men slowly crawled
up one by one.

Colonel Folton was a fine old soldier, but very
strict, and still adhered toancient ways and customs.
In those davs the men bad to wear high and stiff
leather stocks to keep their heads up, about as
absurd an article as can be imagimed for a man to
ficht in. On this occasion he, the Colonel, was quite
wild at the straggling of the men (as if they could
help being done up, poor tellows ), and he obsesved
one of them with his stock off. < What do you
mean, sir? he said, “Put on your stock imme-
diately.” 1 was standing close to the man, and
observed a wild expression core over his worn face,
For a moment I thought he was going to shoot the
Colonel ; then he put his forebead on the muzzle of
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his firelock, and blew his brains out. 1 don’t know
how the Colonel felt, but it gave me a very ugly
turn. The body was gently put into a doolie, and
on we marched again till late iu the afternoon, when
we halted. Throwing myself down on the sand, I
sald to a brother officer : “I could not march another
yard to save my life.’” We had now overtaken the
headquarters of the army, and we saw other regi-
ments about, but, as far as I know, received no
orders from aunyone in authority. Suddenly the
alarm sounded, and we struggled on to our feet.
Our General was Sir Harry Smith, commanding
the first division, 1 which we were. Probably he
did not know that we had arrived, as we had re-
ceived no orders whatever, and at this time 1 did
not know who was to be our General or where we
were going—in fact, we knew nothing whatever
but that we had been pushed forward day and
night.

However, the Colonel gave the order, * Fall in,
quick march,’ and we trotted on about a mile till
we came In sight of a great line of jungle. Then
we halted and formed line, with all the precision of
a parade, the men being dressed in perfect parade
order. I was the senior subaltern of No. 1 Company,
which was commanded by Captain Wills, and little
Tritton was the Ensign.

Just as the line was formed, facing full upon the
immense extent of thiek jungle, ping came a bullet
just over my company, and an Irishman in front of
me exclaimed, ‘Holy Jasus! that was a bullet!
Then the word of command was given, ¢Quick
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march,” and we advanced straight down on the
jungle, which extended right in front of us. When
within « few yards, I heard the Colonel call out,
“ Level low, men—Ilevel low ! but almost before they
got their muskets to their shoulders we received a
withering volley from the unseen enemy at close
quarters, making a terrible number of gaps in the
line. Down went the Colonel and his horse and the
bugler at his side, all three shot.

The men gave a wild Irish yell, and rushed into
the jungle, where a desperate hand-to-hand fight
took place. Immediately the Regiment was entirely
broken up in utter confusion,

No words of commaml were given—indeed, none
would have been heard it given ; but each officer,
followed bv a mob of his midn, was fighting on
his own hook. My pay-sergeant came up to me
immediately after the first volley and said: ‘ The
Captain is killed, sir; you are in command of the
company.” It is impossible to deseribe how the
fight went on, but the cne idea seemed to be to
drive the enemy out of the jungle at the further
side. As [ was moving forward 1 passed a tree,
behind which a Sikh officer was standing. 1 did
not see him, but he made a fair cat to take off my
head. At the same instant Lieutenant Pollard, who
was immediately behind me, put up his sword over my
head and caught the blow, but received & :ut in the
shoulder himself. Just at that moment a Grenadier
drove his bayonet into the Sikh and drew his trigger.
The Sikh ‘ell right in front of me, and I stepped
over him. The whole thimy was done so instan-
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taneously that I knew nothing of it until Pollard
told me after the ficht was over.

The next instant, I remember, I saw Captain
Napier (afterwards Lord Napier of Magdala), riding
all alone, dressed in plain clothes, and having nothing
but a walking-stick in his hand. Then I saw several
of the enemy rush at him, a cloud of smoke obscured
my view, and I saw no more; I reported afterwards
that I had seen him killed, but, wonderful to relate,
he had escaped anhurt.

I very much regretted afterwards that I had not
asked him for particulars of the adventure.

I understood that he rode all the way up from
Umballa alone, and had just arrived in the middle
of the fight, riding straight into the battle.

Soon I found myself out of the jungle on the
other side, with one of the men hanging on to
my hand, exclaiming : * Come back, sir—come back !
Look where we are!  And sure enough, there we
were, right behind one of the enemy's batteries,
which was blazing away at our own people. The
gunners were too busy to notice us.

I cannot say how time flew, or where we went, or
what we did, but the next thing I remember is that
we were running right up against the Commander-
in-Cheef and his staff, while Lieutenant Law, of my
own Regiment, was wildly waving his sword about
and shouttng, ‘Charge! charge! Sir Hugh Gough
then called out in a loud voice, ‘These guns must
be taken! I ran up to him, caught him by the
knee, and eried out, ¢ Where are the guns, and we
will soon take them ? Young Fitzroy Somerset, one
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of the staff, heard what I said, took off his cocked
hat, put it on the end of his sword, held it up, and
called out: ‘Follow me, and 1 will show you the
guns.  We rushed atter him with a loud cheer and
took the guns, bayoneting the gunners, who tought
desperately to the last man. TIf I am not mistaken,
these were my old friends whom | had been behind
when emerging from the jungle shortly before.

It was now getting dark ; the enemy had evidently
retired, for the firing had almost ceased.

Trotting along with my little mob of men behind
me, I ran up against a brother officer, Lieutenant
Elmslie, who also ‘had a small company following
him. Elmshe remarked to me: - What a terrible
lot of our poor fellows ave killed ' At that moment
a Sikh, who was sitting in a smll tree just over our
heads, took a deliberate shot at us, aud the ball
passed withii an inch between our faces. Instantly
every one of our parties levelled and fired at him,
and down he came, just at our feet, riddled with
bullets. This was the Battle of Moodkee, 1845.

In this battle, as in all the others in which the
Sikhs were our adversaries, their gunners were
conspicuous for their reckless bravery and devotion
to their guns. They never lett them, but died
rather than yield; and there were no white flags
and 10 quarter asked or given on either side, so we
had just to fight it out.

Shortly after my return home I received a letter
from Lisutenant Bray, a brother officer (who was
hom: on sick leave at the time of the war), asking
me 1o write an account of the campaign, which I
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did. He afterwards returned my letters, saying,
“You ought to keep these: they give such a clear
idea of what took place’; and, as I still have the
originals, I take the liberty of publishing them,
even 1if there 1s some shight repetition :

Burarnpam, By SriRLING,
November 7, 1846.
My pEAR BrAY,

‘I reccived your long letter of questions the
very night T left London for Scotland, and had the
pleasure of answering 1t in progpect for the voyage
down, but T was so sick that I could do nothing but
confound steamboats in general, and the one I was
mm in particular, We were sixty hours on the
passage in a gale of"wind.

‘I am now on leave till the return of the
Regiment, when I hope you will come and see all
your old friends that are left of us.

‘What will please you best, I suppose, is an
account of all the uprisings and downfallings of
the 31st from the 12th December, when we left
Umballa, up to the end of the campaign, so I shall
give you my own ideas on the subject, such as they
are. We got the order on the 10th to march on the
12th towards Ferozepoor, and most of us had no
carriage, as unts* and hackeries were not to be had
for money so we got them for “love,” ’tis said, but
Mrs. ———, the commisseriat humbug’s wife, knows
best.

‘The morning we marched Bolton gave me leave

* (amels.
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for a few hours to look for *“carriage,” so I charged
at the fitst hackery I saw, and took it by force,
after a reat fight with three gomashtag* of
Mr. Simpson’s establishment.

‘The line of march was a scene of the greatest
confusion, and no end of smashes, the unts being
burra, bokery, wallas.  Lots of hackeries were stuck
in the sand, with very little chance of getting
out agair, and the niggers, of course, having a
quiet smoke on the carpet of patience, while the
hackery walla twisted the biles’§ tails, even to
cracking, and shouted, *Hack, hack!” 1 saw
a camel jammed tight into a ditch, with all the
soldiers’ tin pots squashed; one soldier was trying
to pull it up by the tail, two others punched
its head with their musksis, and the nigger
tugged av the peg i ite nose from the front. A
little to the right two or three camels were going
at full gallop, with the men's bedding flying off in
all directions. Some of us had our things on tats,
or horses, and others had nothing but coolies. I got
to camp at the end of an eighteen-mile march, and
found the mess-tent just pitching, but nothing to
eat in camp, as the consamal had agreed to supply
us with a breakfast mess; and no one had anything
to eat except old Willes, who was laughing at us
all, as he had refused to join the breakfast mess.
That day we had nothing to eat except gram or
niggers’ cold chupatties. | did not see my baggage
till next morning, and slept in Captain Willes’ tent
on the ground, and was very cold. T hugged old

* Chief natives of commissariat. 1+ Bullocks. | Messmen.
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Carlo most affectionately to keep myself warm.
The next day we went two marches on to Sirhind,
and then to the Dak Bungalow, where we left
the Ludhiana Road and took across country to
Busean in two days, and then two other marches
to the village of Moodkee, about three o'clock
on the afternoon of the 18th. On the 17th I
had ncthing to eat; we got into camp after dark
at night, and 1 fell fast asleep on the sand, and did
not move till the bugle sounded in the morning.
There was a little bit of bread and beef served out
at the mess-tent to each officer, and P. stole a
tongue which was to be divided among those who
were absent, We did not find out till long after
who had taken it, but we used to shout out at
breakfast, “ Who stole the tongue ?” And at length
P. confessed, saying that some one else would have
taken it if' he had not! This brought the whole
mess about his ears, and some never gave him a
moment’s peace afterwards; he has since bolted to
the 65th, T think.

‘On the 18th, about twelve o'clock, I got some
chupatties and milk out of a village, which we
looted to a small extent, but only for grub; the
sepoys took all they could get, and forced open
doors and windows wherever they went— the
sewars [*  We were regularly done up when we
got nto camp at Moodkee, and lay down on the
ground to sleep, as the tents were not up. I was
just dozing off when I heard a running of men and
the order to fall in sharp. We formed at quarter-

* Pigs.
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distance column and went forward immediately,
some of the officers with their swords drawn with-
out the belts, and the men with their jackets off.
Old Quigley of the Grenadiers was dressed this
way. You may remember him as one of the oldest
318t men. Forward we went, no one knew where
to, but all the other regiments were doing the
same. Presently the Artillery began to blaze away
ahead of us, and we saw the shells bursting in the
air,  We all torgot sore feet then.and went on at
a kind of run for about three miles, the men calling
out, “Come on, boys, or they will be away before
we get at them.” “Old Willes was riding his white
charger, as he was quite done up and couldn’t walk.
Tritton and 1 were his subs.  We deployed into
line, a short distance from a low, thick jungle, on the
other side of which there were lots of dust, smoke,
and what the men called “ A ——- vow going on.”
Just as No. 1 was formed something hit the dust
ir front, of us and went whiz over my head. One of
the men ealled out, *“Holy Jasus ! that was a bullet !”
It was the first I had heard, and sounded very nasty.

‘We moved forward with lots of’ sepoy regiments
behind us, and the 80th on our left. Presently I
saw them form square and some Cavalry come out
of the dust. This proved to be a few of the
3rd Light Dragoons, who had been separated in
the confusion from the regiment. Twe or three
of' them halted close behind me, and one called out,
“ (o on, boys; there are lots of them before you.”
We were through them from right to left. The man
was plastered with dirt, and his sword blood-stained.
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On we went into the jungle, with a tremendous fire
of musketry and guns in front of us. Of course,
we were much broken by the bushes, which would
have done well for Light Infantry, but for nothing
else, and the men were beginning to get hit. The
first person I saw on the ground was Bulkeley, who
looked quite dead, and just then there was a sort
of rush to the rear of a chief and his followers on
horseback, who had been with us all the morning
to show us the shortest way. How he got into the
fight I know not, but he made the best of his way
out again. A ‘“beast”’ with two tom-toms, who
had tormented us all the day with his thumping,
nearly rode over us. He was followed by the
Hooka Burda,* standard-bearer and the bie logue{
in a terrible hurry. = The sepoys were doing the
same, and one was shot by our men for running
away. I saw a bateh of them behind a big tree,
firing straight up in the air, and shouting to us,
“ Barrow,! Broders, barrew !’ But no ‘“Barrow”
in them! The last words 1 heard Bolton say were
“ Steady, 31st—steady, and fire low for your lives!”
Cockins, the hugler, was trying to hold the grey
horse, when they were all three hit and went down
together.  This was from the first volley by the
enemy Shortly after Willes was hit, and I took
command of No. 1 (which 1 had all through the
campaign)  The ball entered his right arm, below
the shoulder, and went into his chest, making only
one wound. He said he was hit from behind by the

* The man who carries hooka. + His companion.
t *Goon?’
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sepoys.  Young was hit in the back of the neck, and
the buckle of his stock saved him, as the ball ran
round and came out in front. Hart and Brenchly
were both hit in the body, and did not live long.
*We soon got into a regular mob, blazing away
at everything in front of us, and nearly as many
shots coming from behind as m front. I saw
Napier, the Umballa “ Wattle aud dab”* man in
a blue pea-coat and black sailor’s hat, laying about
him, and Sir H. Hardinge in a black voat and “ file ”
with his “star” on. Sir Hugh Gough rode up to
us aud called out, <+ We nuest take those guns !’
Law was standing near me with his legs wide,
shouting out, *Charge ! charge!” and hitting the
oround with his sword, and sometimes the men’s
toes (just as he used to set. Growler on Shaw’s dog).
I called cut to Sir Hugh Gough : ¢ Where are the
guns, and we will soon take them ?” and Somerset
put lis hat on his sword, aud called out, “ Thirty-
first, follow me!” We rushed after him through
the smoke, and had the guns in a moment. On
we went, and came upon two light guns which the
enemy were trying to take off the field ; but some
of our shots hit the horses, and brought them to
a stand. They then took a shot at us, not twenty
yards oft ; down we went on our noses at the flash,
and the grape went over our heads in a shower.
I felt it warm; then a rush, and the guns were
ours, the gunners not attempting to run away, but
cutting at us with their tulwars. 1 think those

* Refers to Captain Napier’s powers as house-builder at
Umbsdla,
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two guns were taken away by the Sikhs later on
that night, as I never saw them afterwards.
Pollard was shot in the leg at Moodkee, and the
sergeant-major, old Mulligan, was cut all to pieces.
After it was quite dark the firing was kept up,
the men blazing away at nothing, or at each other,
and the bugles sounding ¢ Cease firing” in all
directions. At last they left off firing, and we got
something like a regiment formed at quarter dis-
tance, but no colours or bugler to sound the Regi-
mertal call. so we got_a nigger bugler to try it,
and just as he got-out a squeak some one nearly
knocked the bugle down his throat; and this was
Sir Harry Smith, who asked what on earth we were
making such a row for. "We were a long time col-
lecting the men, and then marched back towards
camp, but were halted some way in front of it, and
had to sleep on the sand till morning. So much for
my first battle. If you would like to have the
others, let me know, and you shall have them the
first wet day 1 am at home.’

The other letter was dated November 27, 1846,
and it must be remembered these letters were not
written for publication, and in the familiar style of
one brother officer writing to another. I may state
that years after this date, when Bray had left the
31st Regiment, we used often to have a chat about
old times at the Rag in London. He,1 know, served
throughout the Abyssinian campaign under Lord
Napier of Magdala. I have already mentioned that
Bray (when a child) was on board the KAent, East
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Indiaman, which was burnt in the Bay of Biscay.
His father was an oflicer in the 31st., and after-
wards, | believe, commanded the 39th in India.

‘My pnar Bray,

‘T had the pleasure of receiving yours in
answer to my last, but have been moving so much
about from one place to another lately that I could
not find a quiet day to give you more of the army
of the Sutledge, not Sutlej, as they make it now.

‘The morning after Moodkee, volunteers were
called for to bring in the dead and wounded, and
White and I went out with a party of men. We
had scarcely got to the field when the Commander-in-
Chief ordered us in again, saying that the Sikhs were
advancing upon us. | got leave from White to go and
look at them, and after riding a little way I saw the
camp-follewers running hike mad ; the doolie-bearers
dropped the doolies, and, making a grab at their
lotas® and copra,t bolted. . Two or three elephants,
loaded with dead, were running as fast as the
mahouts, by sereaming and kicking, could make
them go, and one of our sergeants was hanging on
to an elephant’s tail, not having had time to get up
before the stampede. Presently I saw the Sikh
cavalry coming up at a gallop, with Lall Singh at
their head. 1 just took a good look at them, and
then cut back as hard as I could. T found the
Regiment formed in front of the camp, and ready to
move forward ; but we only stood in the sun all day,
and then went into our tents in the afternoon, and

* Brass drinking-vessels. + Clothing.
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in the evening buried poor Hart and Brenchly in
one grave, below a large tree on the west side of
the village of Moodkee.

‘The next day we had a rest, and some more
troops joined us from the rear.

‘The following day, being the 21st, we turned out
at two in the morning and moved forwards towards
Ferozesha. We marched all day in a sort of letter
S direction, without water, and in the afternoon,
when the troops were quite done up, formed in
owder of battle. Sir Hugh, having found out on
which side of the Sikh camp their batteries were, of
course went in front of them, and having sent
forward a few 6-pounders, to let them know where
we were, and get ready, we moved forward ; and
there being plenty of jungle and bushes, of course,
Light Infantry were not wanted, and we formed two
fine long lines to cateh all the shot as they came!
The 6-pounders finding no go, Sir Hugh ordered
the Cavalry to charge the camp, which was done in
the most splendid style by the 3rd Dragoons alone.
Our Nigger Cavalry, I believe, did not support
them in any way, and their commander’s (Cap-
tain B. Melville) defence was: “ Finding that the
enemy had moved off, we made for Ferozepoor!”
The 3rd Dragoons, after cutting their way through
many thousand Sikhs of all arms, and taking a
number of guns, but not being supported in any
way, were obliged to make the best of their way
out of the camp with great loss; and, having no
spikes, the guns which they had taken were imme-
diately reopened upon them. The Infantry were
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all this time blazing away, and the Sikhs giving us
round shot, shells, grape, and canister, for our
musket bells, the first line gradually advancing,
and we, 1moving after them, got most preciously
peppered without firing a shot. We now found the
ground covered with men of the 80th, 29th, and
1st Europeans, and they kept m]lincr out», “Don’t
fire, boys ; our men are in front of you.”

‘It was now getting dark, and we got the order
to move forw: u'd, and a little way on we formed a
complete lne of men and muskets on the ground,
with here and there st man or oflicer standing, or on
one kuee, keeping ‘up a fire as well as they could,
our men calling out, * Give them 1t now, there is
nothing but the Sikhs in front of us.”  Just then a
shell burst in my company and knocked a lot of us
down. 1 thought it wasall over with me, but got
up and found 1 was not hurt.  About twenty men
were smashed, and some appeared to have been
blown two or three yards off their feet. Baldwin
was a little to my left, behind No. 2, and 1 heard
him call out, just as if on parade, ¢ Captain White,
keep your men together, sir, and fill up that gap!”
And immediately after, he sad, “ 1 am lt, men;
take me oft 1" Oue of the men caught him as he fell,
and he was taken to the rear. DPoor Bernard was shot
about the same time, quite dead. His sword was
brought to me by Sergeant Kelly, No. 1, and T told
him to keep it. The next day Noel took it, as he had
broken is own in the final charge. We stood our
ground and kept up w sharp fire for a long time,
every now and then advancing a httle till we were
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close up to the entrenchments. Many of their tents
were on fire, and by that light T saw a large gun,
just in front of us, and not a man left with it. The
Sikhs had retired, and we had possession of this part
of their camp ; but stead of holding what we had
got with so much loss, we were ordered to retire for
the night. We then went back in a sort of mob,
wen of all regiments being mixed together, and every
officer shouting for his own company orregiment. One
man would say, “ Where is the 80th?”  “ Here it
is,” would say another. * No, this is the 31st,” said
a third, and so on.- The colours of two or three
regiments were all together, and everyone would
have it he was right. 1 ran up against Law, who
was crying out, * Where is Paul and the colours ?”
and at last, seeing him, he held on, and called out,
“Here 18 the 31st; this way, 31st,” ete., till we
got into sowme sort of order. ~ But there was no {iring
in front of us then, and we thought the battle was
over. We formed at quarter-distance column, and
lay down on the cold sand. Tt was then we began
to feel the most frightful thirst, and not a drop of
anything was tobe had. 1 had alittle gin in a flask,
and took a pull at it, giving the rest to the men
with me. But this only made us the worse, and the
cold was so intense that we were quite frozen.

‘I shall never torget the miseries of that night.
There was no end of a row in the Sikh camp and a
constant dropping fire. but we thought this was our
own people, and by the lrght of the tents I could
see there were lots of men moving about, and
presently one or two guns opened on us with grape
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and round shot. We just lay where we were and
let them pepper away. There was a horrid bugler
sounding some nigger regimental call, and every
time he sounded, bang! bang! came the grape
amongst us. At length Sir Hugh, who was just
behind us with those of his staft who were left
ordered the 80th to form line and retake the guns.
It was just as well he did this, for they had nct
gone far bofore they met an immense number of
Sikh infantry ecrawling down upon us, to find out
where we were.  After a sharp fire, and losing a
section of Grenadiers by one discharge of grape,
they took the guns, and I am not sure but they had
to take thew twice during the night, having nothing
to spike them with. © The cold was very severe, and
we had nothing to cover ourse!ves with, so I took
little Tritton in my arms and put Sergeant Murphy at
my back, with two or three fat men for blankets and
pillow, and there we lay all night, one above the other,
to try and keep ourselves warm. I was soon fast
asleep, for even the shot could not keep me awake.

“ A little before daylight we stood to our arms
and formed line with the Artillery in front of us,
but Colonel Spence, with great judgment, gave,
 Threes, leit shoulders, forward,” and got clear of
the Artillery to the right. There was a thick mist
and you could only see a few yards. Presently a
battery opened in front of our Artillery, and they
answered ; if we had been behind them, we should
have been well pounded.  We advanced very quietly
upon a strorg battery on the left of the Sikh camp
and just at the angle; they did not see us till we
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were right upon them, and they had only time to
fire one or two rounds when we gave them a volley
and charged right into them. Spence was on foot
in front and was one of the first over the ditch.
We bayoneted a great many artillerymen and
infantry who stood to the last; we also took a
standard, and then charged on through the camp,
polishing off’ all we could get at. 1 got a drink out
of a gun-bucket, the water being as black as ink,
and my throat was in such a state with the want of
water that it cut me like a knife. As we passed
‘through the camp, I got some gram and a lump of
goor (rough sugar), upon which I breakfasted. We
formed a sort of irregular line of all the regiments
on the other side of the Sikh eamp, and Sir Hugh
Gough and Sir H. Hardinge rode down the line, and
there was great cheering. Law was reported shot,
and I took ecommand of the Grenadiers, and gave
Tritton No. 1. When the Big Wigs came to the
31st, I was on the right of the line with a Sikh
tulwar in one hand and a lump of goor in the other,
grubbing as hard as I could. We were told to send
an officer and party to get water, and I went to see
what was to be had in the camp. I found Law
doing the same ; he, being an old hand at looting,
had left us the moment the fight was over, and 1
made up my mind to do the same the unext time.
This is the end of the second battle, but the Sikhs
came back and fought another the same day, which I
shall give you in my next. Let me have aline when
you get this with any remarks you may think
necessary.
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‘ Pollard was mounted on the evening of the 21st
repeating the words of command (for the Colonel,
who had almost lost his voice), and was shot through
the body, but lived till the 24th. Pilkington was
shot through both ankles the same night, but 1 did
not see either of them.

‘No word of the Regiment yet. I do wish they
were home.

‘ Trusting that this will find you well,

‘ Believe me, my dear Bray,
‘ Yours very sincerely,
“J. P. ROBERTSON.

‘Tam much afraid that our easualties at Moodkee
were very much increased by some regiments of sepoys
who remained outside the jungle, and blazed away,
hitting triends and foes alike, while the fight was
going on, as early in the morning when we were
looking for the wounded and removing the killed, I
did not see a single dead sepoy. Fortunately, they
fired very high, as men will do when much excited.
Captain Young, as 1 said before, was hit fair on the
buckle of his stock {from behind.



CHAPTER V

The Battle of Ferozesha—Water and oranges—An extra-
ordinary ihcident—The Crown Prince of Prussia and
the Iron Cross—Company-commander, Adjutant, and
postmaster—A silver-plated tent-pole—The Battle of
Budiwal—Loss of our baggage-—Occupation of Lud-
hiana——"The Battle of Aliwal-—Astonishing escapes—
Capture of two guns—A deserter.

Tue 31st Regiment came out of the campaign with
only four officers unwounded, and who had been in
every action. The four were Major Spence, the
biggest man in the Regiment, Captain Longworth,
the tallest, and Licutenant Neel and myself. In
every action we had to march straight up to the
enemy’s guns and take them. Sir Hugh Gough's
simple strategy was to put the strongest regiment
into the hottest place; and no attempt was ever
made to outflank or turn a position, which must
account for the heavy list of casualties.

At daylight the Major called for volunteers to
look for the wounded men. Captain White and 1
offered ourselves at once, and with the assistance of
some elephants we accomplished our painful task.

After two days rest the army advanced in the
direction of Ferozesha. 1 was on the rear-guard,
and was particularly struek, while darkness lasted,

70
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with the terribly circuitous route we were taking,
as I could tell this by the stars.

Here 's Major Spence's account of his experiences
in the campaign: * T appear to have had a charmed
life, commanding as I did the Regiment in every
action, and have escaped being wounded in a most
astonishing way. Had two horses killed under me,
balls through my cap and scabbard; my sword
broken ‘n my hand by grape-shot, and at Sobraon
a Sikh, who was lying apparently dead in the
trenches, jumped up, when my head was turned the
other way, and was bayoneted by one of my men
just in time to save my life; | having just broken
my sword in an encounter. My own escapes will
come: in in their own place. Some of the wounds
were remarkable. My own Captain, Wills, was hit
on the right arm about half~way between the
shoulder and elbow. All that was to be seen was a
red spot, not even bleeding, and the ball had entered
there, ran up his arm, and down into his lungs.
After the fighting was over at Ferozesha, the
wounded from Moodkee were brought up to the
Regiment (as we lay on the ground) as they were
passing on to the hospitals at Ferozepoor. Captain
Wills, whe was quite sensible, made the doolie-
bearers bring him to his own company, and it was
then that 1 saw the wound.  When | went to hin
he sald In a low weak voice, ‘ Don’t let. thun take
me awny. Let e (he with my company But
what cculd we do with & dying man in the fighting-
line ; so he had to go, poor fellow ! but more than
one eye was wet as we saw him carvied away. He
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lived only a day or two. It is little scenes like
these that we seldom hear of in the glowing accounts
of glorious victories.

At Ferozesha, Lieutenant Plasket was hit on the
heel of his boot, and his foot wrenched right round,
and it was many a day before he put it on the
ground again. 1 carried him on my back for some
distance, as we were only being pelted at long
range by the enemy. As I said, I was one of the
rear-guard leaving Moodkee, and it was late in the
afternoon before we joined the Regiment, which was
almost immediately ordered te advance, and the
enemy’s guns opened on us at long range. The balls
at first came popping past just like cricket-balls at
play. Then an ugly shot came whiz, and hit my
right-hand man fair in the face, and I heard a man
exclaim, ‘ There’s poor Finnigan down!  That was
the first casualty 1 saw; but presently our guns
opened, and the firing became lond and fierce. We
simply stood and saw nothing in front of us for the
smoke, but loaded and fired away as hard as we could.
Major Baldwin was on horseback just behind me,
when he called out (but quite quietly), ‘I'm hit,
men ; take me off.” Poor fellow ! that was his death-
wound, and we never saw him again. Suddenly, just
in the rear of my company, a shell exploded, and T
and three other men were thrown violently on our
faces. I thought I was killed, and wondered that
I felt no pain; then I moved my arms and they
were all right, and I got up quite unhurt., But I
shall never forget the man lying just in front of me,
partly on one side, and in the exact attitude of the
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celebrated statue of the dying gladiator on his
shield. His face was quite calm, and without saying
a word he rolled over dead in a moment The
fighting went on till quite dark, when we were
ordered to retire a short distance and lie down ; and
what a memorable night 1t was, with our damp
clothes and the thermometer below freezing-point,
and a tierce burning thirst, and not a drop of water
to be had. We lay there all night, and I was almost
frozen to «:leatl%——\very wonderful, but quite true. 1
fell asleep huddled up with o private on each sile
m the vain hope of getting o little warmth., T
dreamt 1 was swimming in a very beautiful bath,
and drinking mouthfuls of water, when a shower of
grape-shot started us to omr feet. A foolish Artil-
leryman had lighted a port-fire close to us, and,
thanks to his stupidity, the enemy opened fire on us
in & moment.

At daylight the word of command came, ¢Fall
in; quick march,” and we advanced in the direction
of the enemy’'s works, for they had entrenched their
camp. .\ rush and a wild hand-to-hand fight en-
sued. bayonets versus Sikh swords. One man had
his four fingers cut clean off' against the barrel of
his musket as he drove the bayonet home.

In a very short time we had possession of the
cam), and the first thing T did was to seize a bucket
standing at the muzzle of & gun (the water black as
ink) and pour it down my throat. Fora moment [ felt
nothing, and then an acute pain attacked me, as 1f I
had swallowed a sword, caused by my not having had
a drop of water for twenty four hours. The enemy
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went clear away, and we did not attempt to follow
them beyond their camp, where the tents were left
standing. We discovered a well. I got a bucket, and
made. a long line for it by cutting off a lot of ropes
from the tents and tying them together. There was
such a rush to the well that I was nearly pushed in,
and had to get a party of men to stand behind and
protect me. [ drew the water as fast as possible,
while the mob standing round almost fought for it,
and during the time I was at work, Sir Hugh Gough
came up with one or two of his staff, and it was
some time before he gof any water, as there was
nothing to drink out of but my bucket ; the men
were too mad with thirst to pass it even to the
Jommander-in-Chief.

My little party then went foraging for something
to eat, and came upon & quantity of fine oranges in
a tent. After a great feast, we thought of the
other men of the company. Mine, by the way, was
No. 1 of the first brigade of the first division of the
army of the Sutlej. How were we to carry the
oranges ? A bright idea struck us. We pulled off
a dead man's trousers, tied up the end of the legs,
and carried oft our prize. I made the pay-sergeant
fall in the company and gave every man two oranges.
Howewer, before they were devoured an alarm was
given that the enemy’s cavalry were coming, and
the Regiment rapidly formed square, and then
occurred an incident that 1 can vouch for.

The Governor-General, Lord Hardinge, with his
son and one native trooper, rode into our square.
It appeared afterwards that he had sent his escort
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back with the Crown Prince of Prussia (whose doctor,
his only attendant, had been killed that day), and
the Prince went right away out of India, but I
really don’t know by what route he went. The
Governor-General addressed us in a firm voice:
‘Thirty-first, I was with you when you saved the
Battle of Albuera; behave like men now.” He then
took the star off his breast and gave it to his son.
He evidently never expected to leave our square
alive, and up to that time we had no idea that any-
thing was wrong, but in_some unaccountable way
the greater part of onr arny had melted away in
the night, and Sir Harry Smith’s division was left
almost alone to face a fresh army, the formed line of
which we could see advaneing upon us in perfect
order, and as this was a war where no quarter was
asked or given on either side, and we had to fight it
out to the bitter end, things looked very black
indeed  We had not a guu left, or if there were, the
ammunition was all expended; but most of them
were smashed ; and dead horses and broken limbers
were lying about, having been cornpletely outmatched
by the heavier artillery of the Sikhs.

The fresh army halted a good way off and opened
fire, and this went on for hours, the enemy
evidently thinking that our army was in the empty
Sikh camp, and that we had set a trap for them.
1 fell fast asleep, and awoke with a start to find the
men on their feet, and wildly pointing to our left
front we saw the 3rd Light Dragoons and a regi-
ment of native Cavalry riding straight for the enemy’s
flank, a mere handful of men attacking 10,000. We
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cheered wildly, and fancy our rage when, just as
the Dragoons closed with the enemy, our native
Cavalry turned tail and bolted. We gave them a
volley as they disappeared in the dust, and before it
and the smoke cleared away not a man was to be
seen ; the whole Sikh army had bolted ! T always
believed, and I still do, that the Sikh General had
received an enormous bribe to retire ; for while we
were still wondering, Sir Harry Smith rode up to us
and said, ‘I congratulate you, 31st; there’s not an
enemy within ten miles.” Thus ended the memorable
two days’ fighting at Feroresha:

Here is a newspaper extract which 1 still have:
‘The 31st, this gallant old corps, seems to have
received more than its share of hard knocks in the
four last glorious battles it was engaged in. At
Ferozesha it was merely the cool and determined
fighting of this Regiment and the old 50th that
saved Sir H. Smith’s division from destruction, as
they found themselves iu the midst of the Sikh
camp quite unsupported.” The 50th were certainly
there also, but so were the 29th, and I am certain
it was with them that we formed line as I have
stated above.

After the fight we took possession again of the
Sikh camp, and remained there another day, while
the army was being got into shape again. Quite
a number of men had gone off’ during the night,
a report having been spread that the army were to
retire upon Ferozepoor, and in the dark they had
actually passed this second Sikh army, which came
down upon us the next morning. It was at the
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beginning of the fight that poor Pollard was killed—
he who saved my life at Moodkee. The Adjutant
was ulso killed, and from that day I had to take his
place.

The doctor of the Crown Prince of Prussia was
also killed in the earlier part of this engagement,
and Lord Hardinge sent the Prince from the field
with hig own escort (as I have already related),
which aceounts for his entering our square with only
one man and his son. On the Crown Prince arriving
at home he expressed his wish to the British
Government that he might be allowed to present
the decoration of the Iron Cross to the officers with
whom he had fought in these battles, and 1T was
told that the rveply was that officers of the British
Army were not allowed to wear foreign decorations.
I have always felt that being deprived of this
decoraticn was a deep and lasting grievance, and |
think the German Emperor should send us it yet—at
least, to the tew survivors of these memorable battles.

After this I had to command my company as well
as fulfil the Adjutant’s duties, and act as postmaster,
which was a most troublesome berth, as in those
days all letters had to be paid for on delivery, as
well as sorted, being sent up in sacks. I had to
get them delivered and collect the pay.

As the commissariat had not arrived, we had just
to forage for ourselves. I got hold of a bag of
native finz flour, a lot of ghee (claritied butter), and
a big brass basin, which 1 polished well with sand ;
then lighted a fire, boiled the water, and made a
tine dish of porridge, making a wooden spoon out of
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a bit of stick. Just as I was having a feast the
Colonel came up, and I offered him some ; but, being
an Englishman, he could not be persuaded to try it.
I enjoyed the foraging very much ; it was certainly
not plundering, and I may just relate another little
incident : T saw one of my men with an axe in his
hand, and asked him what he wanted with that.
‘Look here, sir, he said, and taking me into a
grand-looking tent, showed me the tent-pole plated
with silver in he most beautiful patterns. We cut
it right down one side with the axe. It was very
thick, and that ancient tent-pole would have been
a prize for the British Museum. Having chopped
it (the silver) in two halves, and knocked it into two
flat bundles, we had each as much solid silver as we
could carry. I put my share inside my military
cloak, which T had strapped on my back; but the
very first day's march | was so tired of my load
that I threw it into a ditch. We marched in the
direction of the Sutlej and encamped on the banks
of the river. The main body of the army was now
encamped not very far above Ferozepoor, and we
heard that the enemy had constructed a bridge of
boats and were fortifying a large camp on British
territory.

Word also came that an army of Sikhs had
crossed the river near Ludhiana and were threaten-
ing our rear and commuuications. Sir Harry Smith
was dispatched at once, and the 31st, of course, was
one of his regiments.

After several days’ march back towards Umballa,
Sir Harry got word that the enemy were encamped
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between us and Ludhiana. We marched all night
to attack them, and as we marched, some of their
spies set fire to the bushes some little distance on
our right flank, repeating this from time to time, so
that the enemy knew exactly where we were. We
found them i1n possession of a large walled city,
with a battery of guns drawn up in front of the
principal gate on an eminence.

Front there, as soon as we caume within range,
they opened a heavy and most destructive fire
on us.

We were marching in columi of companies, their
fire taking us at an angle.  One shot which I saw
killed seven men. [Lieutenant Timbrell was com-
manding the company in front of me, with a soda-
water bot:le of cold tea resting on his hip. A round
shot cut -he bottle from his hip without touching
him, and even without his knowledge ; and when
I came up to it 1 picked it up, emptying 1t of its
contents.

After some mancuvring we formed line and
advanced againgt the enemy. Sir Harry Smith was
looking at them through his gliss, and T heard him
remark distinetly, ‘1t won't do to-day; they are
too strong for us.’

We then changed our direction and marched for
Ludhiana, and as long as we were within range of
their guns they kept up a heavy fire upon the
column, and we lost more men that day than in the
Battle of Aliwal (fought a tew days later, January 28,
1846), this being the Battle of Budiwal, fought on
21st.  Both men and horses were terribly knocked
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up, and the Infantry had to help to drag the guns,
many of the officers doing their share. It is a great
mistake, in my opinion, to fight a battle after a long
march, and on this occasion we found it to be so,
as the enemy were in a fortified town, with a high
solid brick wall all round, and had we charged the
guns outside the gate, we should have been help-
lessly ‘shot down from the walls. Sir Harry’s infor-
mation must have been very bad, or he would never
have attempted to attack the eaemy in such a
position. The first water we came to was a pool of
mud in which the eattle bad wallowed for a long
time, and it was almost as thick as soup, and very
filthy, But we rushed in up to our knees and
drank greedily, scooping np the mud with our hands.
Most of the men, mygelf among the number, were
very ill after it, and we suffered many other hard-
ships that are never recorded in the grand accounts
of battles that appear in history.

As soon as the firing commenced, our long train
of baggage and the camp-followers and sick men,
who were being carried in doolies, were deflected
out of range of the enemy’s shot, and cireled round
through the jungle, in the direction of Ludhiana ;
and when we retived from the fight, the enemy,
seeing the baggage unprotected, rushed out upon it,
killed everyone they could get hold of, indiserimi-
nately, and plundered everything. Secarcely any of
our camp-followers were killed ; they took to their
heels like greyhounds. [he two Syces who were
leading my horses jumped on their backs and
galloped hard, arriving at Ludhiana long before we



LOSS OF OUR BAGGAGE 81

did. I lost everything but the clothes I stood up
in, and the post-bag with the undelivered letters,
and for menths afterwards 1 was worried by the
postmaster-weneral to send him the postage. T
referred him to the enemy who had looted the
post-bag. A good many other officers were as badly
off as mysclf; but as the baggare had scattered,
some of it found its way safe to Ludhiana, and
Timbrell's tent arrived all right; so I had at least
a covering over my head, though I had to sleep In
my clothes on the ground. The Indian Government
was remarkably good-and kberal under the circum-
stunces, as we got handsome remuneration for
everything that was lost. Four of us were provided
with a soldier’s tent, and there was no difficulty in
Ludhiana in  getting charpoys and a supply of
Indian quilts and sundry other necessaries, so we
soon miude ourselves as comfortable as circumstances
would permit.

After two or three days we returned to Budiwal,
as the Sikhs had retired to the banks of the Sutlej,
and we found our poor sick men lying killed in the
jungle, most of them in the doolies, as they had
been shot as they lay in bed by the muzzle of a
musket being put against their side.  You can
imagine hew savage the men were after such a sight.

Little Tritton lost everything, like myself, so he
and 1 adjourned by ourselves to a house, stripped,
and washed our shirts, then set the house on fire,
held up our shirts till they dried, put them on, and
went quietly back to the Regiment.

At the place our baggage. had been plundered,
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letters and papers were lying about all over the
ground, and many of the letters were picked up and
read, 1 am ashamed to say. 1 remember being
much amused at hearing one read out from people
that we did not know. It was from a wife in
England, giving her husband instructions how to
curry favour with someone in power, and thereby
get a good fat stafl’ appointment !

We carefully interred all our poor murdered com-
rades and returned to Ludhiana.

Jdur next movement was to follow the enemy to
Aliwal.  Close to the town of that name they had
established a camp on the banks of the Sutle;.

We marched early in the morning, and after
passing over some riging ground, we descended to
the level of the river on to a magnificent flat
plain, extending for miles in fhe direction of the
enemy'’s entrenched camp. Sir Harry Smith
formed his forces in orvder of battle, the Infantry
in line, with the Artillery at intervals, and the
Cavalry on the flanks. We marched steadily
forward.

Our Grenadier Company was on the extreme
right of the line, and T came next with No. 1 Com-
pany of the 31st.

Soon the enemy opened fire at long range, and at
first the shot failed to reach us; but we soon had it
come hopping along like cricket-balls, and we could
distinctly watch it coming.

They passed either through or over the line; but
soon a shell burst right in front of my company, and
several of the men fired at 1t.
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[ was blowing up my right-hand man for being so
foolish, when & round shot cut half his cap from his
head withcut hurting him. It smashed the srm of
Mitchell, the man immediately behind him, and cut
off the haversack of a third man, in which he had a
loaf of bread. This went rolling away to the rear;
he immediately ran after it and picked it up amidst
a good dezl of chaff trom his comrades. As we got
close up to the enemy I saw that there were two
guns directly in front of us, and my men peppered
the gunners so effectually as to speedily reduce
their numbers to two:

Just then a mounted man rode right at us all
alone, and 1 ran out to meet him ; but before we
met both he and the horse volled over dead, shot
by my own men behind,  He fell rvight at my feet,
and 1 picked up his gword. = At that moment I
distinctly saw one of the two gunners who were
left put a charge of canister -shot into the gun,
and then his comrade fived right in our faces. 1
instinetively put my arm across my eyes, and got
a shower of dust and sand in my face, while the
sole of one of my boots was ripped off right to the
heel, but 1 inyself was totally unhurt.

My company then made a rush at the guns.
Aunother charge of canister was put down by the
same man, while his comrade stood ready with the
port-fire, when just at that moment he was shot
dead, felliug down on the light.  His companion,
seeing him fall, ran to pick up the port-fire; but
it was extinguished. He nnmediately turned round
upon w8, drew his sword, and rushed forward,

6—=2
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waving it above his head, and died in front of his
guns. Such were the brave men with whom we
had to contend. 1 was first up to the guns, and
marked the howitzer by a sharp stroke of the Sikh's
sword, which I had picked up shortly before, across
the mmuzzle, making a notch thereby, while one of
the men wrote with a piece of chalk “31"” on the
gans.

T took the linchpin out of the wheel of the other
gun (it was a lion’s head in brass), and put it in my
pocket. These two guns were bronze, and highly
ornamented and beautifully inlaid on the carriages,
and, I believe, had been a present from some former
Governor-General to Runjeet Singh.

Two days afterwards, when I heard that the guns
were to be sent home to the Queen at Windsor,
I went quietly back and replaced the linchpin
with its lion’s head in its place.

The fight now became general, and 1 saw a
magnificent charge ot the 16th Lancers, who rode
right through one of the enemy’s squares. As they,
the Lancers, came round our right flank, and
galloped in front of the Infantry line, a regiment
of sepoys, our own men, opened fire upon them,
and 1 rushed down the front of their line, knocking
up the muskets with my sword, and shouting in
Hindustani, “ Our men, our own men!” It was a
great wonder I was not shot, for some of the
muskets were fired right in my face; but men can
do wonderful things and escape in the heat of
battle.

Referring to the guns that we took that day, 1
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believe they were planted in frout of some part of
Windsor Castle, but 1 have never seen them. I
wonder if the noteh 1 made with my sword is still
to be seen on the muzzle of the howitzer.

After some rather hard fighting we drove the
enemy right across the Sutlej, and took possession
of their camp.

The battle was scarcely over when a prisoner
was brought up to the Colonel, in charge of a
corporal and two men. He turned out to be an
Englishmun who had deserted from the Bengal
Artillery many years before and joined Runjeet
Singh’s Army, in whieh were both English and
French officers, for Runjeet was very fond of
getting them to assist him in that grand army he
was so proud of  This man had the rank of

Jolonel, and [ at onee recognised him as the officer

who was with the gung thut gave us such a
mauling :t Budiwal, and [ told him that | saw
him there, but he stoutly deuied 1it. Here the
corporal, saluting the Colonel, said in his Irish
brogue : * There's a nullah quite handy ; shall T take
him down there ¥ at the same time significantly
tapping bis musket. ‘No,” said the Colonel, “you
scoundrel ; take him to the main guard!” This man
was ultimately pardoned by the authorities, but I
know not what became of him alterwards.

We then returned to “he mamn army, and found
that Sir Hugh Gough was waiting for us to make
a grand attack on the enemy's camp at Sobraon,
which was strongly entrenched.
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The Battle of Sobraon—Remarkable injuries—¢ He saved my
life "~~A durbar at Lahove—Procuring tiles—An
adventurotis ride to Nerozepoor — An overdose of
laudanum—Fifty boatloads of invalids—Chuffy’s fate—
A fire—‘J am the commanding officer "—Arrival at
Bombay—A good ship and a questionable captain—
St. Helena—Ascension—On half-rations in the °dol-
drums’ —The fair maid of Orta — Quarantine and
drunkenness— A complimentary letter from the Duke
of Wellington.

On the morning of February 10, 1846, the whole
army advanced towards Sobraon,

The first division, in which we were, was on the
right flank, and we were destined to attack the
enemy’s camp close to the Sutlej.

The camp may be described as roughly a half-
circle, resting on the River Sutlej. It was protected
all round by a rampart 9 or 10 feet high, with
portholes constructed of wood, on a level with the
ground outside, which could, therefore, be swept
with grape-shot. The bridge of hoats was about
half-way from the two corners of the camp, so
you may judge what a desperate undertaking we
had before us. We were just halted out of range,
and a little to our left were the 9th Lancers. The
enemy occasionally sent a long shot over their
heads, and I remember distinetly watching how

86
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every man slightly bowed his head in his saddle
as the shot whistled past, and all the pennons of
the lances moved forward and then back again in
the moss perfect unison ; for when a round shot is
coming in one’s direction, as the sound rapidly
increases. in volume, it 1s almost impossible to resist
the 1dea that the shot is going to strike yourself.

After a short, far too short, bombardment, which
has heen severely criticised since (as 1t resulted in
a terrible loss of life to owr army, and left the
enemy quite unshaken), the whole force advanced
to the attack. We found ourselves in front of a
tremendous rampart, 10 or 12 feet high, with
portholes for guns, built with wood near the level
of the ground, while the top of the rampart was
held by men with ounly the head and shoulders
visible. They kept up a tewrific fire on us, for the
men were all picked shots, and as fast as a man
fired, he handed his musket to the men behind him,
wher a loaded onc was handed back in return.
Three times we got close up to the works, and three
times we were driven back.  During these attacks
both the officers carrying the coloms were mortally
wounded—Jnsigns Tritton and Jones. The latter
died at once.

My poor little subaltern, Tritton, just before we
were ordered to advance under fire, had come to me
for a drink of cold tea, and while he was opening
the flask the order came, * Fall in ' ¢ Ah !' he said,
“it's always the way ; when I want a thing I can’t
get it. Never mind, I'll have some by-and-by.’
These were the last words be spoke to me.
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After the two officers carrying the colours fell,
Corporal McCabe picked up the regimental colour,
rushed forward, climbed the embankment, and
planted it there. How he escaped being riddled
with bullets was simply miraculous, and with a
loud cheer the whole brigade rushed forward and
established themselves inside the enemy's camp,
then, after some desperate fighting, they forced
the enemy to retire across their bridge of boats.
I actually saw them marching (not running) with
their arms sloped in a most defiant manner, but
when they got on to their bridge of boats, 1t gave
way, and our Artillery at once opened fire on
them, making feartul havoe, while the river swept
them away in hundreds. My subaltern, little
Tritton, although shot right through the head, lived
till night. T knelt beside him, holding his hand in
mine till he expired. Poor boy ! I eut off a lock of
his hair and gave it iuto his mother’s hands when
we were quartered -at. Walmer. She lived at
Canterbury, and when I took the hair out of the
same paper in which 1 had first folded it, some
sand from the battletield where he fell dropped
out, We gave him a soldier’s grave, as we were
under orders to march again in the morning,
and every available doolie was required for the
wounded.

It was a very miserable night for those that were
left, and I am not ashamed to say my eyes were wet
as I knelt by my dear comrade’s bedside in the
dreary, dark tent—a soldier’s tent in which four of
us were quartered after we lost all our baggage at
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Budiwal ; and here was I left all alone, the other
three killed or wounded.

But to return to the battle. Our Horse Actillery
had ot into the camp by an opening close to the
river, anct had thus been able to open five upon the
bridge ot boats at short rauge, and it was this
battery, I believe, that siashed the bridge. Captain
Garvock, who was on Sir Harry Smith’s staff, was
hit on the leg by a ball that passed through the
flesh without touching the bone; as he could feel
it under the skin on the other side, he coolly took
out his penknife and eut it out there and then,
and stuck to his duty till the battle was over !
Lieutenant Taw had a ball stack in his shoulder-
blade, and he refused to have it cut out, and 1 fancy
it never was taken out, ns it was there years after.
Timbrell, :ny chum, had a terrible smash ; a heavy
iron grape-shot passed through hoth thighs, smash-
mg both bones, and lodging under the skin like
Garvock’'s on the far side. - Sergeant Meredith
carried hiri out of action back to back, and Timbrell
told me what a fright he got when, looking down, he
saw his two heels where his tues ought to have
been ; both his legs had turned right round. The
doctor told me he was mortally wounded, and 1
went to see him as soon as possible.  Imagiae my
surprise to gee him sitting up in bed with a cheroot
in his mouth ; they said it was nothing but sheer
pluck kept him alive. For many months he was
kept with soth his legs resting in a kind of box, the
teet being fixed in their correct position at the far
end; in this way both legs remained the same
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length, Had the feet not been fixed, one leg would
have been longer than the other. As it was, his
height was reduced nearly 4 inches. He afterwards
reioined the Regiment, and was my subaltern when
quartered at Maryborough in 1849,

An amusing incident in connection with this
battle occurred some years afterwards on the pier
at' Kingstown, near Dublin, where all the beauty and
fashion were promenading to hear the band play. A
Captain, formerly of the 50th Regiment, who was
then living on his pension, suddenly rushed up to
me, threw his arms round my neck, and shouted at
the top of his voice : ¢ He saved my life! he saved
my life!” At this everybody erowded round, and
then the Captain, turning about to his audience, said
with the tears in his eyes: ‘When I was lying
desperately wounded at the Battle of Sobraon, and
begging for a drop of water, he '—pointing to me—
‘took off a dead man’s shoe, ran down to the river
and brought me a drink.’. 'This was quite true, as I
filled the shoe three times for him.

Having thrown a fresh bridge of boats across the
Sutlej, the whole army crossed over into the Punjab,
and commenced the advance upon Lahore, the capital
city. It was a grand sight to see us marching in
order of battle, one long line of Infantry sweeping
forward with our Artillery, and supported by the
Cavalry ; but no enemy appeared to dispute the
advance. The first morning a frightened stag
galloped along the front of our line, and just as he
had passed in front of the 31st, a Ghoorka sergeant
stepped out some paces to the front, knelt down on
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one knes and fired, and the stag rolled over at once—
a beautiful shot. In due time we arrived at Lahore,
and encamped just outside the city, The son of our
old Major (who had by this time left the Regiment,
Major Van Courtland) came to see us. He was a
Colonel in the Sikh army, but had remained at
Lahcere ind had not been fighting against us. 1
and two or three of the other officers went a 1itle
with hin:, and he conducted us all through the city,
and wound up our ride by taking us on to the top
of one of the city gates, where we were most kindiy
received by the guard, who even waited upon us
while we drank champagne.  We were told after-
wards that we had run a great risk, but all ended
well. It must be remembered that at this time
peace hacl not yet been signed.

A few days after, a grand durbar was to be held,
to arrange the terms of peace. I was in command
of the guard of honour, and saw everything most
comfortably. An immense tent was pitched, in
which the Governor-General with the Commander-
in-Chief and staff received all the great Sikh Princes
and chiefs. 'They arrived on elephants, gorgeously
draped, and as they walked past me into the tent, I
had a good look at them. They appeared to be
very anxious and uneasy, evidently suspecting
treachery, and under their grand draperies I could
see that they all had coats of chain armour. 1
presented arms as they walked past, and the last to
go in was Duleep Singh, so well known for many
years in this country. He was then quite a small
boy, being carried in his bearer’s arms, and at the
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entrance the bearer took off the little Prince'’s
slippers and left them at the door. They were
beautiul works of art, and embroidered in gold. I
took one up and put it in my pocket, but thought
that it might be considered an insult, so placed it
quietly back again. I stood at the door of the tent,
but could not hear what was said, and saw grand
ptesents being presented and exchanged. When
the chiefs cape out, I presented arms again, and
they hurried to their elephants just as a salute was
bting fired in their honour from a battery of siege
guns, which made aterribde row and smoke.

One day Noel and I were wandering about, and
came upon some of our men, who appeared to be
looting from a beautiful old mosque, while a native
was shouting lustily, when Sir Harry Smith rode
up, and, without asking any guestions, laid into the
men with o cane he had in his hand. The men
ran away back inte camp, laughing and evidently
thinking it a good joke to be thrashed by a General !
We went inside and saw that the dome of the roof
was highly ornamented with beautiful encaustic
tiles, and almost at the highest part of the dome
there was a hole right through, as if a shell had
dropped in. 'We got upon the roof, I really don't
remember how, 18 we wanted some of the tiles, and
I offered to try and reach them if Noel would hold
my feet. 1 actually got in head and shoulders
through the shot-hole and dug out a lot of tiles,
but to get back again was the difficulty. There I
wus, hanging by my heels head down, with the
prospect of a GO-feet drep on to the pavement below.
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After a desperate struggle, and clinging on to the
sides of the hole with my nails, and Noel pulling
his best, I got back again. Some of these tiles are
now in the Museum of Seience and Art in Edinburgh,
with several other things which [ presented, among
them my ancestors of Inchhiakie's old charter-
chest.

On our return to camp with the tiles I found a
note waiting for me, saying Captain Lugard wanted
to see me. He was at headquarters (on account of
the tremendous casualtics among the general staff),
acting as Adjutant-General and Siv Hugh Gough’s
right-hand man, although oaly o Captain in the
31st Regiment. He told me that the Governor-
General had decided to send home a large party of
wounded men to England, as a proof that the war
was over, and informed e (a young subaltern) that
I might have the command. He also said that the
Regiment was to go home at once vid Caleutta, but
that T should be home six months before them.
Of cowrse | jovfully accepted the offer.  * You must
leave to-morrow morning for Ferozepoor, and I will
send a Cavalry escort with you, as a large part of
the Sikh wrmy are still wandering about.” < All
right,” 1 saud, * [ am ready, and very many thanks
for your kind remembrance of your old subaltern.’

The next morning ahbout three an escort appeared,
and I, with my dispatches in iy cap (having nowhere
else to put them) from cthe Commander-in-Chief to
the General commanding at Ferozepoor, set off on
the long ride, my orders being that they were to
be delivered that day. I was dressed in a scarlet
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jacket and black trousers, and had my sword on. My
baggage was to follow. I, however, took my second
horse, and away I started with an escort of fifty
men and an officer. About midday we arrived at
a camp that had been established to keep open
our communications ; there the officer commanding
my escort announced that his horses were done up
anid that he could go no further till next day. 1
replied, My qrders are to go to Ferozepoor to-day,
and I'll go whether you come or not.” The officers
mn the camp did their utmost to persuade me not to
go, saying that there was no road through the
jungle (which was quite true), and that they had
no guide to give me. . However, after a good lunch,
I started alone on my second horse, trusting to my
bump of locality to find 1y way through the jungle.
Most fortunately, just after starting, I met a strong
detachment, escorting a battery of heavy guns. I
asked them where they came from, and they said
the bridge of boats. - My next question was, ‘Do
you think your gun-wheels have left a mark through
the jungle? and they said, ‘ Yes.” However, as it
turned out, every now and then the marks had
become invisible, and I had to cast forward until I
found them again.  Some time after, I came to a sort
of road with a fence on each side, evidently leading
to a village. I followed the road and suddenly found
myself in an opeun space, and rode right into the
middle of a regiment of she enemy !

Some were drawing water, and many were
standing or sitting about, evidently halting for
their midday rest. I was going at an easy canter
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at the time. and without either slackening or
quickening my pace 1 cantered right through the
middle of them. My only fear was that I should
ride against some of them, as they were thickly
scattered about. My scarlet jacket mmmediately
attracted their attention, but they simply stared at
me in astonishment, and T smiled and nodded at
them amiably as I rode past. Not a man raised his
hand against me, but when 1 had passed the last of
them I had a most uncomfortable feeling, expecting
every moment to get a shot in the back. However,
nothing happened, and as long as I was in sight
I kept up the same easy puce. Then 1 went off
pretty hard until 1 got some miles between me and
my friends.

Without further adventure, and just about sun-
down, I arrived at the bndge of boats. There 1
found an old friend, Harry Yule (afterwards Sir
Harry Yule). He had lived in the same terrace in
Edinburgh as I did when we were boys together,
He was most hospitable—fed my horge, gave me a
good tea, and provided a guide to take me to
Ferozepoor, which, he informed me, was at least ten
miles off. He was in the Bengal Engineers, and
then in charge of the bridge of hoats. He after-
wards rose to distinetion in India.

It was quite dark before we started, and 1 could
only see the white figure of the guide in front of me
as he trotted along, taking a bee-line across country
with a great many low mud fences to cross. The
manner in which my mount kept his feet, as he
serambled over these impediments, was quite wonder-
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ful. He was a Kabul horse which the Regiment
had brought back with them, and was the most
sure-footed animal I had ever ridden. At last, about
ten o'clock at night, we camme in sight of the lights
ot the town, and, most providentially, at the very
first door 1 rode up to T found a party of our own
wounded officers with Dr. Stewart in charge.

Of course, they were greatly surprised at my
sudden appearance. They were playing cards, and
looked as if they had seen a ghost when I entered.
There sat poor Law with a bullet in his shoulder-
blade (which he would never allow to be removed) ;
Pilkington with smashed ankles; Plasket with his
twisted and smashed foot—all brother officers of
the 31st.

Dr. Stewart at once ordered a bed to be put up
for me in his own room in the hospital, which was
close by. 1 was quite stupefied with fatigue, and
had scarcely thrown mysell on my bed when Dr.
Stewart rushed in from the surgery exclaiming,
‘T'm a dead man! I'm a dead man! I have
swallowed a fearful overdose of laudanum?! The
hospital sergeant followed him in with two orderlies,
who seized him and began to rattle him up and
down the room, saying, ‘ This is your only chance,
sir; this is your only chance.’

Poor man! he only groaned out, ¢ Oh, let me
lie down ! I shall never forget the horrvors of that
night. They dragged him up and down, and every
now and then threw him on my bed. I was past
sleeping altogether, and lay awake staring at them,
as they hustled and knocked him about. Towards
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daylight the sergeant thought that the worst was
over; thev then let him lie down, and he recovered
all vight.

To add to the horrors of that night, there was
only a door between us and the wounded men,
which stood open.  Some of them were moaning in
agony, while others were cursing at the disturbance
keeping them awake all night.

[t was altogether very horible to me in my
exhausted condition, alter a continuous ride from
3 a.an. until 10 pan.

Next morning 1 presented niy official documents
to the General, and matters were put in train.
Two hundred men were to be selected out of the
different hospitals, and were of all arms of the
Service- —Cavalry, Infautey, and Artillery.

All the doctors did was to select the men. [ had
to find out from themselves rank, name, and all
particulurs, and to make a correct list myself. 1
had, for instance, to go nto a ward and ask, < Any
men here for Kngland ¢ and 1 might get a joyful
answer, ‘Yes, I am,” or a groan, * Oh, | shall never
soe KEngland again!” When the boats were ready
the embarkation commeneed, and two doctors were
put in charge—-Dr. Rutherford and Dr. Laing. 1
got on splendidly with them, and during the whole
mne monthe we were together not a disagreeable
word passed between us, to the very best of my
recollection.  Dr. Rutherford rose to the highest
post as an Inspector-General of Hospitals.  Doctors
were not created Majors and Colonels in my day.
Dr. Laing was ordeved back to lndia, while we were



98 PERSONAL ADVENTURES AND ANECDOTES

quartered at Walmer, in Kent, and I went off in a
small boat and boarded the ill-fated Berkenhead in
the Downs, and was the last of his friends to say
good-bye to him. The terrible shipwreck on the
south coast of Africa, in which his life was lost, is
a matter of history.

Before sailing from Ferozepoor Lieutenant Paul
arrived as an escort with forty men of the 31st, and
I proceeded to arrange our fleet of fifty boats. A
temporary house had been constiucted on each boat
of bamboos and straw, the boats being very much
like a Thames barge— quite flat, with a 3-foot
gunwale all round.” I handed over one boat for the
doctors, took one for myself, and selected a guard-
boat, in which were placed one sergeant and ten
men, and their only duty was to take charge of
the treasure-chest, in which were put rupees for the
men’s pay, also all my own valuables—the Sikh sword
and the Kytul dagger, the tiles, and sundry other
things, letters, ete. llad they not been in the
guard-tent I should have lost all in the fire of which
you will hear presently. We had also commissariat
and cooking boats, and in the rest of the fleet the
doctors arranged the wounded men as they thought
best, with oune or two of the escort in each to act as
hospital orderlies. Our order of sailing was the
same every day. The doctors’ boat went first and
kept in front. When they halted for the night the
other boats made fast to the bank below them, one
by one as they arrived. I came last and passed
everything before mooring. By this arrangement
the doctors began their visits the moment they
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arrived, and worked their way down to the lowest
boat, which prevented any delay. T was very much
cheered as I rode up to the houts the first day from
Ferozepoor by hearing a hearty voice call out, * Oh,
boys, it 1s our own little ofticer that is to command
us ! This was Mitchell, of my own company, who
had lost his arm at Aliwal by the same shot that
knocked h:lf of my right-hand man’s cap off.

For a tew days we had a uative Cavalry escort,
but they soon left us. From the Sutle] we sailed
into the Indus, where the banks on our side were
covered with jungle and almost uninhabited. I
had my faithful dog Chufly, whom T had had for
years, and he followed me evorywhere. He saved
my life at the expense of hisown. For as I returned
atter dark one night from the doctors’ boat to my
own, while making my way through the jungle
along the Lank of the river, 1 heard a slight squeak
behind me, and Chuffy was oone in a moment, with-
out ancothe: scund! Had he been in front of me
the tiger would have taken me instead of Chuffy.

After that T took no more night walks, but a few
days after some of the enemy, or, at all events, an
enemy, bronght down a gun to the opposite side of
the river, and commenced to practise at our boats.
The only thing that we could do was to extinguish
all the lights and stay as quiet as possible until
morning ; but shortly before daylight, when every-
one was fast asleep, they came over in a boat, crept
stealthily up the bank of the river, and my boat
being tue first thing they reached, they threw some
burning charcoal on to the thatch and made off. I
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awoke to a blazing fire, and dashed into the bath-
room, where there was a row of large chatties filled
with water for the morning bath, and threw the
water with all my might against the flames. Of
course, it only returned on myself, as the fire was
overhead, and I immediately recognised that the
thing was hopeless; so I made for the door, which
was fastened, and while I was struggling to open it,
a dense cloud of smoke rolled down upon me. In
another moment I should have been insensible from
suffocation, but with a tremendous effort I tore the
door open, and after gasping for breath in the fresh
air, made my way on shore along a plank. The
servants also, who were sleeping in front of the boat,
escaped, and at break of day there I stood, shivering
in a wet shirt and nothing else, watching the boat
burn to the water’s edge and sink.

There I was, eleven days from the nearest station
where 1 might get clothing of any kind, and nobody
had much to lend me. However, I borrowed a suit
of clothing and a pair of slippers, with a couple of
towels for a pugaree, and took possession of a very
small boat which contained commissariat stores and
comforts for the sick men. At the first station we
came to, the name of which 1 forget (it was either
Sucear or Roree Bukar), 1 was hospitably enter-
tained by some of the officers, and succeeded in
getting some decent clothing.

When arriving at a military station, it is etiquette
to report your arrival to che General in command,
and my experience of the ceremony was invariably
the same :
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The Gereral is seated in his chair; I am intro-
duced, and, making a polite bow, | remark, ‘T am
come to report the arrival of the wounded men from
the Sutlej.” The General then looks up with a severe
expression on his face, and remarks, ¢ And pray,
young man, why doesn’t the commanding officer
come and report for himself ¥ I meekly reply,
‘Please, sir, / am the commanding officer.” Thb
General then looks me up and down again, and
after apologizing for his mistake, asks me to be
seated. I was only a youth, and looked even younger
than I was. At Sucear we exchanged our river-
boats {or small Hat-bottomed steamers, used for
navigating the Indus.  These took us right out to
sea from the mouth of the wiver, where two large
men-of-war steamers were waiting to ship us to
Bombay.

The transference was a very troublesome atfair, as
the flat-bottomed steamers rolled fearfully, but at
length we zot the invalids all safely on board, and
I followed. At the gangway my old servant, Pat
Kennedy, received me, saying, ‘I've got your cabin
all ready, sir; and 1 followed him along the deck.
He opened the door, and just as I was stepping in
1 was seized roughly by the collar from behind by
one of the ship’s officers, who exclaimed, ¢Come
out of that, young man; that is the commanding
ofticer’s cabin I’ The same old story over again.

We arrived at Bombay without any incident worth
mentioning, landed, and were quartered in empty
barracks preparatory to embarking for England in
1846.
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After a few weeks an East Indiaman, the Here-
fordshire, was chartered to take us home. A finer
ship could not have been found for the purpose.
She had a flush main-deck (with large portholes
constructed for cannon, and giving magnificent
ventilation in fine weather), which was the quarters
of the men, both the wounded and the escort.

While the ship was everything that could be
wished for, the captain, I am sorry to say, was the
reverse, as you will see from what occurred bn
board.

Before embarkation, & committee was appointed
to inspect the stores by the military authorities.

Nothing could exceed the excellence and quality of
all laid before them : pork and salt beef and beautiful
new biscuits, and everything else the same, and the
quantity laid in was vouched for.

While this display was being exhibited on deck,
there was a short passage-at-arms between the
captain and the chief mate, and 1 caught the closing
remark of the captain, who was saying with great
contempt in his voice, ‘ Oh, he’s only a boy '—the
old story over again and again. As the ‘boy’ had
had some previous experience of the treatment of
troops on hoard ship, he mentally resolved to keep
his eyes wide open, and we had scarcely been a few
days at sea, when everything of the vilest quality
was served out to the troops. 1t subsequently ap-
peared that all the stores and rations were of the
worst possible description, and that there was nothing
else on board.

I afterwards ascertained that in laying in a five
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months’ supply for the troops, as he was compelled
to do by his charter, the captain had laid in nothing
whatever for the ship’s company of about sixty al)
told. The doctors, of course, condemned the rations
almost daily, and this was duly notified by myself
to the captain in writing. I declined all conversa-
tion with him, but carefully kept all documents and
a record of all his villainies during the voyage.

The first thing that we found out was that the
buckets with which our allowance of water was
measured out every morning, and which were closed
at the top, only a small hole Deing left to prevent
the water from spilling, were secretly taken down
to the hold, and a false botton put in by the cooper ;
this robbed us of about a quart of water from every
bucket served out. Bui the crowning piece of villainy
in the eyes of my men was that he watered the
grog, and at this and the other tricks which were
being plaved. and at the abominable food, the men
became simply furious.

Of course, 1 protested in writing, and kept copies
of all the correspondence.

One morning my aeting sergeant-major came to
me and reported that the men had resolved to throw
the captain overboard, and that they certainly meant
it. I went straight down amongst them, got the
ringleaders together, and had a long talk with them,
pointing out that they would ruin their owx prospects
and me also, that they would certainly be tried for
murder as soon as we reached KEngland, and that
they would forfeit their pensions.

Aftor a long conversation and having exhausted
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all my powers of persuasion, as I was perfectly
helpless to enforce obedience, they promised to
leave the captain alone, on my guaranteeing that
they should receive satisfaction as soon as we got
home. It appeared that one of the ship's officers
had crept down n the dark and had overheard
our conversation, and had gone and told the
captain. This put him in such a funk that he
scarcely showed outside his cabin door for the rest
of the passage.

After rather a long passage we anchored at
St. Helena, and I went on shore and visited
Napoleon's grave. = On my first voyage home in
1837 1 had done the same, and had taken a
wander all over the little island. The grave was
then undisturbed ; but on this my second visit
it was open, and Napoleon’s remains removed to
France.

I went down into the grave, and was disgusted
to see that the British tourist had been there, and
Smith and Jones had cut their initials on the brick-
work forming the side of the grave. I brought
home a cutting from the old willow hanging over
his grave; this was given by a friend of mine to
the Botanical Gardens in Regent’s Park, and it is
growing there, 1 believe, to the present time.

On returning on board, and while we were taking
in water, T was interested to see a native alongside
in a small boat catching a kind of mackerel that
came about in search of food. He had only one
arm, and held a short bit of string in his hand with
a hook at the end ; and, sitting quietly in his boat,
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he dexterously threw the hook over the back of a
fish, and chucked it into his boat in an instant.
This he did like lightning, and sometimes took
them quite fast, one after the other. It is really
wonderful what can he done by practice. One of
the wounded men on board, who had lost the whole
of one leg, used to go up the rigging as nimbly as
any sailor on board, and help reef the topsails.
He had been a sailor before enlisting. But the
most astonishing example of what can be done was
that of an artist, who went to paint regularly iu
the National Gallery, Lohdon.  He had no arms,
not even a stump, the slecves of his coat were
slightly padded and sewn into the pockets of his
jacket, and he looked just like anyone else when
walking about. He copied a picture hanging next
the one that I myself was engaged upon, so that we
were together daily for some time.  When he arrived
in the morning, the attendant put up his things
and laid down his paint-hox, placing a sort of
large cushion. like a pillow, on the ground, and
left him. He sat down on this, opened his paint-
box, and put out the colours with the toe of one
foot, while he held the palette by his great toe with
his other foot, then selected his brushes and painted
away, making usually beautiful and correct copies,
which were readily hought up.

He was, 1 believe, a Belgian, but we in the
Gallery called him Mr. Tozer.

Forgive me for running away from my ship. As
[ stood on deck another ship sailed into the bay,
the only anchorage that i1s to be found at St. Helena,
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and this only extends from point to point of the
little indentation (if I may so name it) called the
bay, vutside which line the depth drops suddenly
down to unknown limits.

Well, the ship dropped her anchor just too far
out, and so, not finding bottom, she drifted away
{rom the land under the influence of the strong
trade-wind that constantly blows there from the
south-west (in consequence of this direction of the
wind, sailing-ships going round the Cape from
home have to keep right away, nearly to South
America, in coming from the north). After running
out her cable to the very end she could not get it
again owing to its great weight, and so signalled
to us for help; and in respouse the second officer
and some of the men were sent off in one of our
boats. They got in the anchor, and then the vessel
attempted to beat back mto the harbour; but the
wind was too strong, and after tacking backwards
and forwards for three days without coming any
nearer, she signalled, ‘Going to Ascension,” and we
had to call there and pick up our men and boat.

Ascension was i those days considered a ‘man-
of-war’ by the British Navy, and was recorded as
such I the Admiralty books. It had a captain,
officers, and crew stationed there, who were treated
in all respects as if' they were at sea. 1 am really
not aware if therc were any other inhabitants. It
is quite a small island, and dismally barren and
inhospitable-looking, with a small hill, showing a
httle vegetation about the centre of the island.
This describes 1t as it appeared from the sea, and
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we were pretty close in. Sailors used to say that
it was only a cinder - heap which had been swept
together as useless when the world was made!
No one landed, as our second ofticer with his boat
and crew 2ame off to us the moment the ship was
sighted.

A few days after leaving Ascension we entered
the Doldrums.  This is a well-named portion of sea,
for, as the trade-winds do not blow home, either
north or south, there is a dreaded but well-known
belt of ealm, and through this sailing-ships have to
make their way with the help of very light and
variable puffs of wind which come from all
directions, alternating with dead calm. We were
most unfortunate, and 1t looked like a judgment
on the mean and grecdy captain, as for a whole
fortnight the ship lay slowly rolling on a glassy sea,
the sails, every now and again, flapping against the
masts and rigging with a most weird and irritating
repetition.  Combined  with this there was an
intense burning sun right overhead and not a cloud
to give us the least shadow of comfort, and to bring
things to a climax, our provisions and stores, such
as they were, got so low that we had to be placed
on half-rations. Many of the stores were clean
expended, such as tea, sugar, and the like, and very
little water left. Just picture our situation: very
little to eat or drink, and that of' the worct quality,
the burning heat ot an Hquatorial sun day after day.
The captain was really afraid of his life, and no
wonder afer what he had heard when things were
going much more | easantly. However, we got
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through the Doldrums at last and made straight for
the Western Isles, and came to an anchor off Fayal,
one of the Azores, where we were most ably and
kindly assisted by Mr. Minchin, the British Consul,
who invited us on shore at once, and did all in his
power to find provisions, ete. He had two lovely
daughters, with whom, of course, everyone fell
violently in love on the spot. As for myself, I
was so far gane that my poetic muse awoke, and I
composed an ‘ Ode to the Ladies,” which I will not
inflict on my readers, but simply give the two first
lines :
¢ Maid of Orta, ere we part,
Give, oh I' give me back my heart.”

The rest can be imagined. Orta was the little
town off which we were anchored. The Island of
Fayal is perfectly lovely at any time, but to us,
after all the miseries of our voyage, it seemed a
perfect paradise ! The natives came off with boat-
loads of lovely fruit which they parted with for a
mere song to the wounded men, and the doctors
encouraged them to feast upon it for the sake of
their health, and 1t was wonderful what an improve-
ment took place in a few days. Obstinate old
wounds that would not heal closed almost at once,
and =nother delightful thing was that, as there
were no salt provisions to be procured in the island,
we had tc 'ay in a tremendous supply of fresh beef,
which kept us going till we arrived in England.

Before arriving at Fayal we lost one of the
passengers, an officer, who did not die, however, of
wounds, but from disease of the lungs. We buried
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him at sea, and as the body was committed to the
deep, we fired three volleys as a token of respect.
Just as the third volley went off one of the men
fell flat or. the deck from the recoil of his musket,
and as h2 lay 1 heard him mutter to himself,
‘ There go three good bullets” His musket had not
gone off during the first and second volleys, and
he had loaded it three times. Having no blank
cartridges on board we were obliged to use ball
cartridges, hence the remark.

At Jength we got as far as the Downs, and the
pilot having anchored tP'} the turn of the tide, a
shore-boat was hailed, and as sooun as it was along-
side the captain rushed out of bis cabin and jumped
into 1t.  The moment he did so a shout was raised
by some of the men, * The captain’s running away !
In a moment the men rushed up from below like a
swarm of angry bees.

Some jumped on the bulwarks, some in the
rigging, and they yelled and howled and jeered till
he was out of sight.

The faces of the boatmen us this scene was being
enacted were almost beyond power of description.
At one moment they evidently intended to bring
the captain back again, which caused a fearful
addition to the howls, and T Lelieve my men would
have sunk the boat and boatmen had they come
near the ship again,

We arrived safely at Gravesend without further
adventures. After casting anchor, the health officer
canie alongside the ship and passed up a Bible in a
copper cover (to protect him from infection). The
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chief mate, having taken possession of the Bible,
had to answer truthfully all the questions put to
him.  Question: ‘Have you any sick on board ¥
Answer: ‘No; we have a shipload of wounded
men, but no sickness.” Question: ¢ When was your
last case of illness on hoard ¥ Answer: ‘At
Bombay, five months ago, a sailor died of cholera.’
‘ Very well,” was the oracular response ; ¢ you are in
quarantine for twenty-four hours.’

If that was not tomfoolery I do not know what
was. Now for the result. One gentleman had
come on board with. leave, m the hopes of meeting
an old friend, when up went a great yellow flag to
the masthead, and he was informed that he could
not go home until the next day. His lady friends
had provided an entertainment at the hotel, and we
could see them at the windows waving their pocket-
handkerchiefs, Then, after a time, dlshes were held
up to signify that dinner was ready, and there he
was, poor man, a prisoner till next day! But that
was not the worst of the absurd regulation.

The Herefordshire, being an old Fast Indiaman,
had gun-ports all along the main-deck, where the
men were quartered. As soon as night closed inand
all the lights were put out according to order, a lot
of shore-boats slipped alongside, well provided with
drink, and, as my men had no money, they pro-
ceeded to barter all their possessions for a bottle of
rum or other strong drink ; and the worst of it was
that in the dark the men were not at all particular
whose property they handed out-—boots, trousers,
every article of clothing went into the boats.
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Soon the whole lower deck was a scene of wild
intoxication, and a length of cable covered with
mud improved the appearance of those who rclled
on 1t. Even the ammmunition, which had been
brought -1p in a cask, disappeaved; so you can
imagine my feelings at the horrible state of affairs
which twenty-four hours of quarantine had created.
Next morning a pompous officer came on board to
request that the ammunition might be handed over
to him to take to Tilbury Fort.

My reply was that [ had no aminunition on board,
with which he was pevlectly satisfied, and went
away. The only thing I could do when ordered to
land was to procure the whole of the omnibuses
that were to be had.” Into thesc 1 packed all the
half-clothed men (who were more like animals than
men), amidst the sympathetic remarks of a gaping
crowd. ' Poor fellows, what hardship they must
have gone through! They have scarvcely a rag to
their backs!” ete. So ended my nine months’ com-
mand.

On my bringing the whole matter regarding the
captain to the notice of the authorities, the case
was thoroughly investigated, and the captain was
heavily fined, but not so much as he deserved to be,
for I am certain he made a large profit by his villainy,
and, in my opinion, ought to have been much more
severely punished.

As the result of the whole aftuir, I received from
the Duke of Wellington, who was then Commander-
in-Chief, & highly complimentary letter, saying how
this young officer had conducted himself to the
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entire satisfaction of His Grace, under most trying
circumstances. I was told afterwards at the Horse
Guards that the Duke had very seldom, if ever,
written such a letter to a subaltern, and that I
otght to be very proud of it. My informant also
added, ‘ Your name stands well here.’

I deeply regret that this letter, together with
many of what 1 considered valnables—miniatures of
relatives painted on ivory, ete.—went to the bottom
in the harbour of Ithaca, through the clumsiness of
the Greek sailors who were landing my luggage,
when my company was sent from Zante to be
quartered there later on.



CHAPTER VII

Walmer—A. romantic story—* Sailors as well as soldiers '—
Some disagreeable boating experiences—Manchester—
A singular old gentleman—Dublin—Prince George of
Cambridge and the tenpenny nail-—The Smith (VBrien
Rebellion——Mar yborough -—Colunel  Pepper — Bagging
trout——After the ball—The old Regimental colours—
Athlotie — Yachting — Nearly drowned-——A practical
joke—An unp]ervaant affair-—A lady’s portrait-—Salmon-
ﬁshmg_, on Loch Melvin—lermoy—A hunting smash
—Some election incidents—Cork.

As soon as all my duties connected with the detach-
ment wete fnished [ got leave, which I took in
Scotland, rejoining the Roegiment on its return from
India.

Our first station was Wahner, and the Duke of
Wellington (as Warden of the Cinque Ports, 1847)
came to reside at Walmer Castle, and there we
often met him out walking., e used to ask the
genior officers—three or four at a time—to dinner;
but, beiny then a subaltern, 1 had not the honour of
an invitation. Ile reviewed the regiment on parade,
and my Regiment, the 31st was the last he ever
inspected. It was done more as a compliment to us
than as a military duty.

He dictated one or two movements of rather an

113 8
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unusual character, and expressed himself highly satis-
fied with the way in which they were carried out.
I remember very well when marching past, a party
of ladies were standing close to the saluting-point,
and they were criticising the officers pretty freely
as they went by. I heard one lady say, ‘ That's
the boy for me! he’s always langhing '—indicating
ayself.  Many years after, I heard the story—a
rather romavtic one—of that very lady. She became
engaged to a young man who went out to seek his
fortune in Australia ; and when he was vumfortably
settled he wrote forher to come out and join him.
When she arrived at Melbourne, to her great dismay
she discovered that he had gone off some months
previously in a rush to a newly-discovered gold-
diggings. To make a long story short, he was never
heard of again, and there is no doubt he was
murdered on the way up. After searching and
advertising im vain for months in every conceivable
way, to hear tidings of the man of her heart, the
lady found herself again in Melbourne with all her
money gone ; but being brave and good, she sat down
to consider what she could do. She had written
home to her friends for passage money to take her
home ; but in those days it took some eight months
to get an answer to a letter. Having posted her
letter, she went straight to a first-class hotel, told
the manager her story, and offered to accept any
situation. The manager and his wife at once took
her in, and there she laboured patiently, looking
forward to the months that would elapse before she
could get a reply from home. After she had been
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there some time, an old gentleman who had large
business connections both there and at the Cape,
having heard the lady’s story, and being very much
struck by her appearance. proposed to her, but was
politely and firmly refused. No doubt she was
still thinking of the possibility of the lost one’s
revurn.

In due time the money arrived, and she returned
to England, and to the grcat astonishment of her
family, the old gentleinan from Australia appeared
on the scene, proposed agaln, was aceepted, and took
her back to the Cape of Gond Hope. But she never
recovered from the hardships she endured, and after
a time drooped and died.

Nothing very remarkable occurred at Walmer
except, perhaps, a visit to a French man-of-war, the
Vioauban. Sae was thenatanchorin the Downs, and as
we were giving a ball i a few days, I was deputed
to take an invitation to the French officers. Lieu-
tenant Bray accompanied me, and we went by our-
selves m a DLittle salling-boat that we sometimes
used to hire. Coming alongside the French steamer,
we were politely received, shown into the cabin,
delivered our message, and got an a.swer to take
back to the Regiment. What was my disgust on
coming on deck to tind that the French sailors,
either out of politeness or mischief -1 do not pretend
to know wtich, but probably 1t was the latter, as we
were two oflicers in uniform—had rolled up the sails
and taken down the mast of our hoat, and were
evidently awaiting the result with very gleeful
faces !
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As soon as we were on board they let go the rope.
As Bray was not a sailor, I told him to sit down at
the helm and look quite composed. I then stepped
the mast, rehoisted the sails, put the helm over, and
away we went gaily to the shore. At the ball one
of the French officers remarked to me: ¢ You all
appear to be sailors as well as soldiers ¥

I had a’disagreeable adventure after this. Going
down with a party of brother officers for our usual
bathe, I saw two officers out rowing in the little
boat referred to above at a long distance from the
shore, but they were standing towards us. 1 said
to the others, ‘1I'll go and meet them, and so I
struck out. They seemed to be aimlessly rowing
about, and 1 had a long swim before I got near
them. Then I shouted out to attract their attention,
but they, mistaking the shouts for the people on
shore, pulled straight back without noticing me at
all. The more I hailed the more they answered back
to the shore.

By this time I realized that it was hopeless for
me to attempt to swim back again, as 1 was quite
benumbed with the cold water. All T could do was
to lie on my back and gently paddle with my hands
to keep my head above water, and wateh the receding
boat. When they arrived at the shore, the first
question my companions asked was, ‘Where's Robert-
son ¥ To which they replied : < We never saw him.’
Of course, they immediately turned round and pulled
back as hard as they could, and ultimately picked
me up, bringing me safe to shore. T need not say 1
did not try that game again.
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Another boating experience [ had occurred one
warm, sultry day, with scarcely a breath of wind,
when a party of us, some five or six, pulled off in a
little boat: to look at the far-famed Goodwin Sands.
Having got as near as we cared to go, some one pro-
posed a swim. I said: < On one condition—that one
man remains in the hoat to take charge while the
others are in the water.” ¢ All right, said one, so
we stripped and dived in. Soon a light breeze
sprang up, and on my looking round at the boat,
imagine my feelings on seeing that the man in
charge had stripped and was swimming also, quite
happy, and thinking nothing about the boat, which
was sailing quietly away before o light wind. With-
out saying a word | struck out after it, and several
times, when I almost had my hand on the stern,
away wert the boat faster than I could swim.

After a fearful struggle (which was one of life or
death for the whole party, you may say) T canght
the boat, secrambled in, and rowed back again as
hard as I could, getting back to the others not a bit,
too scon.

Necdless to relate, I gave the one in charge a bit
of my mind as to how nearly he had drowned the
whole of us.

From Walmer we went to Manchester, and -when
marching from the railway-station to the barracks,
we had s great erowd running alongside the band.
An old Wt-ntleman came up c]ose to me and looked
hard into my face two or three times. Then [ saw
two big tears coursing down his cheeks, and suddenly
he took me in his arms, gave me a great hug, and
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then ran away. I must have looked very foolish,
for I heard the remark pretty loud, ‘ That 1l be the
prodigal come home.” 1 never saw nor heard of the
old gentleman again.

From Manchester we were sent over to Ireland to
assist In suppressing the Smith O’Brien Rebellion,
and, as the barracks were all full, we were quartered
in the Linen Hall, a place where in old days the
linen was stored.

The officers’ quarters were on the first floor, their
rooms opening ou to a long passage, each room having
a large door (with a hasp and padlock) at one end
and a barred window at the other. When the bugle
sounded for parade, a mischievous young gentleman
had gone down the passage and hooked up all the
doors, which made us all prisoners, as the doors
opened inwards. In eonsequence of this, I had to
smash the staple of my door. To repair this damage,
my servant, without my knowledge, had hammered
in a big tenpenny nail.

At that time Dublin was uunder command of
Prince George of Cambridge, afterwards the well-
known Duke and Commander-in-Chief for many
years. He came to see how we were situated, as
he always took a deep interest in all under his
command. He told the Colonel that he wanted to
see an officer’s quarters, and the Colonel, as he after-
wards told me, being sure that my room would be
in good order, took His Royal Highness to see it. I
threw open the door, and what was my horror, as
the Prince came in, to see him cateh his elbow
on my tenpenny nail, which ripped his coat right
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down the sleeve! He took in the situation in a
moment, and turning to the Engineer officer in
charge, ordered the whole of the rooms to be in-
stantly furnished with good locks and keys, and to
be informed as soon as it was done. Well done,
Prince George !

Things began to look really serious in Ireland, and
we were told that the would-be rebels had prepared
paving-stones and bottles of vitriol o~ the roofs of
the houses for the benefit of the soldiers as they
marched through the town.  Secret information was
conveved to the authorities, aud we were informed
that if' a heavy gun wag fired at mghtfall it would
mean that the Marines and a strong detachment of
sallors were to be landed from the fleet to assist us.
The day passed oft with perfect tranquillity, but at
sunset the ominous gun was fired, and we fully ex-
pected we were in for a big row. | and my company
were trotted down to occupy the general post-
oftice, which was so delightfully barricaded that
we could neither see nor hear what was going on
outside.  The small door at the back was the only
entrance or coxit availlable, and not a soul had re-
mained behind to give us any information or assist-
auce; had we been attacked, we eould not defend
ourselves till the enemy had forced open the doors.
We sent across to an hotel, had a good supper
brought 1, and made ourselves as comfortable as
possible for the night; but there was no fighting,
the rebellon fizzled out, and we marched back in
the morning to the Linen Hall.

I was shortly afterwards sent down with my
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company to Maryborough, where my subaltern and 1
had a good time for some months, thanks to the
generous hospitality of the neighbourhood, and
more particularly from the kind attention of Captain
Pepper, an old Peninsular officer, whose son George,
strange to say, became afterwards my brother-in-law.
He was then a boy at school ; he afterwards joined
the 31st, and served with me through the Crimea.
Subsequently I was quartered at Aldershot, where
I was in command of the military train, It was
here that Pepper, now a Colonel, fell in love with
my wife’s sister, Ellenr Churehill, and thus became
my brother-in-law. Some years after he left the
army and settled down at his own house in the
neighbourhood of Salisbury, where he became a
power for good, and earned the esteem of the whole
district. It was when he was addressing an audience
in the market-place at Salisbury that he caught a
chill, which ended fatally. 1 attended the funeral,
and never saw anything like it or approaching to it.
As the remains passed through the town on a gun-
carriage, all the shops were closed, and the whole
route was crowded. When we reached the cemetery,
which was some distance from the town, several
stirring addresses were delivered over the open
grave, and it was calculated that at least 5,000
people were present on the occasion. He left behind
him a widow and family of nine children, who are
following in the footsteps of their noble father.

At Maryborough, in 1840, T had a very good time
by engaging a native of the district, who took me
to all the rivers about, and I had some very good
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fishing. On one occasion, when the river was very
low, he instructed me in the science of bLringing
home a gaod basket of trout. Cloing to a good *big
burn, or stream, which run into a river, he took a
bag about the size of a pillow-case, eut a stick, and,
making a hoop of it, fixed the bag open.  He then
fitted 1t into the side of the burn under the bank
where the stream ran strong, and going up about
50 yards with a bundle of sticks in his hand, he
thrashed the water all the way down to where the
bag was, making the water gquite dirty, and running
fast ; the moment he eame to the bag he pulled it
out, and there, sure enough, were a lot of fine trout,
that i rushing from him had gone head foremost
into the bag.

There was in the neighbourhood a Mr. Scott, who
showerd us wueh kindnoss, and on one oceasion we
were invited to a ball, and to finish up with a badger
hunt.  Mr. Badger lived in a hole like a fox's
burrow in a wood, and his habit was to feed out at
night and go home to bed in the morning. Of
course tha place was quite well known, so we went
to the spot, and a bag with the mouth open was
fixed in his hole. A good long string was attached
to the mouth of the bag, just as bags are usually
closed, and the end was given to Timbrell with
strict orders that, as soon as the badger dived into
his hole, “he string was to be pulled and the badger
made a prisoner.  The rest of us then beat the wood
in the drection of the hote, and you may imagine
our disgust at finding Timbrell with a cigar in his
mouth, who told us that the badger had come
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towards his den, but had run off again faster than
he came at the smell of the cigar; so we started for
home just after daylight began to show.

Our friend Brenchly* had a celebrated trotter
with which he had won a lot of money by betting
that he would ride him for a mile at the rate
of ten miles an hour without breaking out of
a trot, so you may suppose the rate we went
towards home—we three and the groom—-in his
dog-cart. The groom and I were behind, Brenchly
driving with Timbrell beside him. We all fell fast
asleep, driver and all, wlien, at a sharp turn of the
road, the horse went straight on, up a steep bank,
and attempted to jump the wall at the top. 1
found myself flat on my back, and the next moment
the horse’s head landed on my chest. The horse
had fallen clean backwards, and the cart was upside
down, the shafts both snapped through, and point-
ing the way we had come. Brenchly and Timbrell
were lying not far off; and were quite uninjured,
as was the horse and myself. They pulled me out
from under him with some difficulty, and then,
tying the shafts with our handerchiefs, we had to
tramp home, the groom leading the horse.

From Maryhorough I went up to see the new
colours presented to the Regiment at Dublin by
Prince George of Cambridge.

The old colours, now hanging (what may be left
of them) in Canterbury Cathedral, were presented
to the Regiment at Meerut in 1827, and I still
have a small bit of each with a drop of Tritton's

* Brother to the Brenchly killed at Moodkee.
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blood on the Regimental colour. Here is an
extract from The Times referring to the colours:
‘On the return of the Regiment to England, new
coloms were presented by His Royal Highness
Prince George of Cambridge, at Dublin, in 1848.
Subsequently, Lieutenant-Colonel Spence, till lately
commanding, in the name of the othicers, offered the
old colours to the Dean and Chapter of Canterbury
Cathedral, to be placed over the testimonial to the
officers who fell in the Sutlej Campaign; and it
having been unanimously resolved to receive them,
the sculptor—by order ot the officers, and accom-
panied by Licutenant Tunbrell (who, it may be
remembered, was dangerously wounded at Sobraon),
in the presence of the Venerable Archdeacon Croft,
the Canon in residence--appointed by Mr. Austin,
the surveyor to the Cathedral, carefully deposited
the colours, now historical records of a stirring past,
solemnly but quietly, and without either pomp or
parade, over the mouument, so as in no way to
interfere with the architecture, but to add equally
to the appewrance of the testimonial and nave of
the Cathedral.’

It was on a Monday, the day following the
fourth arniversary of the Battle of Sobraon, that
these colours were placed immediately above the
marble tostimonial executed by Mr. Richardson,
sculptor.

Shortly after this, Timbrell veceived the appoint-
ment of paymaster to a rvegiment at the Cape of
Good Hope, and said good-bye to his old comrades
in the 3tst. I did not see him again till he came
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down to see me in the sixties at Aldershot, and,
oddly enough, we went together to call upon
Major Paul (the hero of the tongue), who had just
returned from New Zealand. Timbrell had not seen
him since the Battle of Sobraon, but it may be
remembered Paul came home with me in command
of the escort of the 31st on board the Herefordshire.

From Maryborough we marched to Athlone,
where we passed two very happy years, yachting
on the magnificent lake, fishing in the Shannon,
and amusing ourselves generally as young men do in
country quarters.

My company was the first to arrive, and we dined
with the regiment we were about to relieve.

Yachting was the great amusement there, and I
was 1mmediately tackled to purchase a cutter
belonging to one of the officers. They impressed
upon me that there was a terrible old rogue of the
name of Fagan, and that his boat, which he would
no doubt wish to hire out, could always be outsailed
by the (fem. Next morning I had a visit from
Mr. Fagan as to the hire of his yacht, the Shanwock.
I told him what 1 had heard the night before as to
the quality of the boats. He replied with a queer
smile, ¢ Come, your honour, and have a sail in the
Shamrock, and see how you like her’ He soon
found out that I was quite at home in a sailing-
boat, and so he turned round and said, ‘Look
here, sir; my boat’s the fastest on the lake, and 1
can beat the Gem easy. Tll challenge them to a
race, and you shall steer. If they beat me, you buy
their boat ; if I beat them, youll hire from me.’
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To this bargain I consented. That night there
was 4 tremendous scrimmage at mess, and bets were
offered against Fagau in all directions, but nobody
would back him.

The course was marked out, and the race came
off, the Shamrock beating the Gem all to sticks,
and 1t was a sight to see the officers’ faces on the
occasion. Next morning Fagan came to me in my
quarters with the same quiet smile on his face,
and said: ¢ Now, sir, I'll tell you something. By
slightly shifting the ballast 1 put the Shamrock out
of trim, which accounts for theiralways beating me ;
but yesterday morning | put that all right. .
Now, sir, continued My, Fagan, ‘I want to ask you
a favour. My ecldest daughter has been waiting
a long time to go to America to join some friends
there, and I want you to lend me the money to pay
for her passage.” 1 lent him the money at once on
an agreement for repayment out of the hire of his
yacht. The tears camc into the old man’s eyes
and he said, “Sir, I may be the biggest rogue in
Athlone, and nobody trusts me, but I'll stick to you
through thick and thin,” and he was as good as his
word. For two years he was my most devoted
attendant, fishing, shooting, or yachting; we had
many « day together, and we won the regatta with
the hittle Shamrock, all the boats on the lake taking
part.

Now I must introduce Major Baldwin. His
father was an old oflicer who had been at the Battle
of Waterloo, and was serving in the 31st when I
joined the Regiment, and was killed just behind
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me, as [ have already mentioned, at the Battle of
Ferozesha.

Young Baldwin got his commission to the 31st
from his father having been killed in it. He
appeared always to have very great difficulty in
learning to swim. However, one day he was going
to show me how well he could do it, and so we went
cat to one of the yachts that was lying at anchor
in deep water. Baldwin was in the water first, and,
almost before I had my clothes off, I saw him
struggling with his nose under water. 1 jumped
in at once, swam to hmm, and caught hold of
him.

I'had often heard of the danger of taking hold of
a drowning man, but now [ had to experience it.
He instantly seized me with a grip like a vice,
pinning my right arm to my side and struggling
violently to get up on my shoulders. Down we
went together, apparently a long way, until it
appeared to be getting quite dark. T held my
breath, but it was a fearful struggle to keep from
gasping. Striking out hard with my feet and with
my left hand, T tried to rise to the surface.

I shall never forget the horrible feeling of
suffocation. 1 looked up as we were slowly rising,
and saw the white keel of a boat overhead. By
this time Baldwin had ceased to struggle, but his
grip was worse than ever. With a last effort I
threw up my hand. It was seized by a boatman,
and I had my head above water once more. I
caught the gunwale of the boat with my hand, and
gasped out, ‘Take Avm,’” and Baldwin was dragged
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into the boat, and in due time revived, after which
we returned to the barracks.

Imagine the time that we were under the water,
when a man on shore was able to row off before we
appeared above water. After this incident Baldwin
and I wers the best of friends.

Another great friend of his was Swaflield, and
we oceasionally used to play him (Baldwin) innocent
practical jokes. Here is one for example :

Baldwin was out dining with the Scots Greys.
His room was not far {rom Swatheld’s, the door
being down a small passage with no way through.

The fuel issued to us was peat, no coal being
used in Athlone, so Swaflield and 1 proceeded to
build a wall 1 feet high across the passage, but
before thal 1 had mischievously put a cork in his
keyhole, and shaved it off smooth. We then put
out the lamp in the passage, which we had scarcely
done and retired to Swatheld’s room, when we
heard Baldwin racing upstairs, and bang he went
against the turf wall. A loud shout followed, and
then a rapid ‘What's this? what’s this? what's
this?” Then he returned to the head of the stairs
and shouted out for the mess sergeant: ‘Sergeant
Parker, bring a light.” Parker appeared on the
scene with o candle, and exelaimed : ¢ Dear me, sir;
they have been playing a joke on you; we'll soon
clear this away ! and in no time the turf was sent
flying in all directions, and the sergeant said,
“There, sir, that 11 do,’ and then retired down-
stairs with the light. We could hear Baldwin
rummaging with his key against his door, then a
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series of short angry exclamations and a violent
stamp on the floor. Then he hastened to the head
of the stairs and shouted again for Parker. Parker
once more appeared on the scene with the candle,
and we heard him exclaim: ‘Dear me, sir; they've
put a cork in the keyhole! ‘Then bring me a
corkscrew,” sald Baldwin.

The door was duly opened, and the poor fellow
retired into it with a violent bang of his door.

By this time we were nearly suffocated with
suppressed laughter, lying on the floor with our
handkerchiefs stuffed “into our mouths. The next
night at mess we wound up the farce. Several of
the officers had got a hint that there was something
funny going to happen at mess, so when I said
across the table in rather a loud voice to Swaffield,
‘Swaffield, T want to ask you a question,’ there was
a profound silence, everyone looking up; wondering
what was coming next. Then I continued : * When
a man comes home from a dinner-party, and calls
for a corkserew to open his door, would you say he
was drunk or sober? DBefore I scarcely had the
words out of my mouth, Baldwin sheuted out, <1
was not drunk! amid the laughter of the whole
room.

There was an officer in the Regiment who was
detested by a number of his brother officers. He
was generally considered what we call a ‘shy bird.’
He happened to be at home during the Kabul and
also the Sutlej Campaigns,  Now, there happened to
be in Athlone at that time a little weekly news-
paper called /iz, and some of this officer’s gentlemen
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friends used to show him up week by week in the
paper, but after a time these articles became so
spiteful that the Colonel of the Regiment took it
up and insisted on the thing heing put a stop to.

At a meeting of all the officers in the mess-room no
one would acknowledge to be the author of the
particalar article in question, so a paper was put on
the table with the following heading: ‘1 hereby
solemnly declare as an officer and a gentleman that
I did not write the article in question.’

‘Now, gentlemen,” said.  the Colonel, ‘who is
prepared to sign his name to that paper ?

Immediately one ofticer stepped forward and
signed his name, followed by all the rest. I need
not recor] the remarks the Colonel made on the
subject, but he evidently considered that some one
had perjured himself, and the affair got talked of
greatly in the town.

Two or three nights after this the editor of the
Fiz came quietly into my room, and said to me
something to the following effect: ‘Things are
beginning to get very hot, and 1 expect to be before
the court about that last letter, so I have brought
you all your letters back again.” And he then and
there deposited a bundle on the table. T said: ‘1
don’t know what you mean.” *Oh, of course you
know, between ourselves ; you need not say anything
about it,’ he said, and immediately went, away. So
I sat down and opened the packet, and what was
my horror to find the original of the scandalous
letter and several others that had previously
appeared, together with a polite note purporting to
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come from myself, with my signature attached to 1t,
the whole in the well-known handwriting of the man
who was first to sign the paper at the meeting. I
sat for a long time in a sort of dream. ‘What am
I to do? I thought over and over again. *If I take
the papers to the Colonel this officer will be irre-
trievably ruined, and he has a wife and family.’

The next morning, having made up mind, I called
the said officer into my room with the papers on the
table before me. 1 said to him: ‘Look here, I
had a visit last night from the editor of Fuz, and
he handed over to me afl the original documents,’
and I held them out to him. He looked at me for
a moment, and turned deathly pale. Then he stag-
gered into a chair, and 1 said: ‘What do you
advise me to do with them? He gasped out:
‘Burn them!” [ gathered up every fragment from
the table, put them together, and burned them
betore his eyes. No one has ever heard of this
event until this writing.

I kept his secret, and I hope he was grateful. Tt
did not strike me fully until afterwards what a
position I was in myself. Had the editor been
summoned before a court, he would have sworn that
1T was the author, that he had returned all the
documents to me, that I had declared they were not
in my wnting, and that T had burned them. No
one would have believed me; but this side of the
question never occurred to me at the time,

Our Regiment was very mauch liked in the neigh-
bourhood, and we were constantly being entertained.
At that time the art of daguerreotype had just
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been discovered, the forcrunner to the art of photo-
graphy. A married lady residing in the neighbour-
hood was anxious to have a second copy taken of
her likeness as a surprise for her husband, who was
to know nothing until it arrived. She entrusted
the original to me, as 1 was shortly going up to
Dublin.

Asbad luck would have it, a brother-otficer, whose
roon: was immediately below mine in the Castle,
happened to come into my room, and accidently saw
the likeness, which he recognised, pounced upon it,
and declared he would take it back to the husband
in the morning, refusing to give it up, in spite of
my demands. He rushed off with the portrait
downstaws to his own room, banged the door in my
face, and locked it.

i confuss I was very angry.  The classics say that
anger is a short maduness, and it certainly was so in
my case. I went straight back to my room, took a
brace of pistols out of a drawer, loaded one with
ball, the other with powder, and took them down-
stairs, calling upon him to open the door.

He only jeered at me. In a moment I kicked the
panel of the door to picces, torced my way through
the opening, and said to him, putting down the two
pistols on the table quietly : * One is loaded with
ball, the other with powder: take your choice.
We'll fire across the table at ¢ One, two, three,” and
one of us won't see daylisht.’

He looked at me for a moment, and then stam-
mered out : * It was only fun on my part.’” Then he
went to a drawer, took out the daguerreotype, and
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handed it to me. I picked it up with the pistols, and
retired as I had entered. He did not send in a hill
for the repairs of his door, nor did he ever refer to
the transaction afterwards. I was not sorry when
he left the Regiment.

From Athlone we went to Enniskillen, and I
passed a delightful summer on detachment, as it
is called, with my own company at Ballyshannon.
Loch Melvin was then celebrated for its salmon, so
I engaged the services of old Pat McKay, the best
fisherman in the neighbourhood, and we had a grand
time of it together on the lake. By the end of the
season 1 had landed forty salmon. 1 used to start
very early in the morning, having my own boat and
boatman on the lake, and returned late at night;
the following day 1 devoted to military duty. 1In
this way I fished three days a week.

From Ballyshannon we marched to Fermoy. The
only incident 1 remember was my visit to an iron-
mine on the way, and the astonishment of the
miners at seeing a man in a scarlet coat and gold
epaulettes down in the mine.

It was when out hunting at Fermoy that I had
a terrible smash. Going with the hounds at full
speed, my horse, in taking a high bank, caught his
feet on the top, and turned a clean somersault into
the next field. My only recollection is that, as I
endeavoured to lift his head with all my might, the
ground sprang up and struck me fair in the face, the
horse having fallen on top of me, without my leaving
the saddle. Utter unconsciousness lasted I do not
know how long; but when I came to myself I was
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lying on my back on the mud floor of an Irish
cabin, with the occupants standing round looking at
me. My mouth was wide open, packed tight full
of earth, and 1 was choking for want of breath.
I sivned for water, but when they brought it n a
basin T had to dig the mud out of my mouth to
enable e to breathe a little, and I felt a horrible
pain in my face.

1 asked for a looking-glass. They brought me
a small ptece which had once belonged to a mirror
before it was smashed. 1 staggered to the window,
and what was my horrer to find | had no nose! it
was clean smashed inte my face between my eyes.
I had at that moment a lively recollection of an old
farrier who had had his nose kicked in flat by a
horse. ¢ 8hall T be like that man? 1 thought.
Immediately I went to work on the spot, and pushed
and kneaded my nose hack into shape, tied my pocket-
handkerchief over my left eye, which was completely
shut up, mounted my horse, and rode back to the
barracks., I remember the horror with which [
had to jump one or two fences before I got to the
high-road. ‘

When T got to the barrack gate I could barely
see with the eye that was lett open, and had to be
led to my quarters. The doctor speedily came, dear
old Dr. Atkinson, now also gonce to join the majority.
The first thing he did was to congratulate me on
having ve-made my own nose. ‘Had you waited
until you got home,” he said, ‘I could have done
nothing for you.” He then proceeded to oil his little
finger and insert 1t in my nose to open the passage
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which was entirely closed. The operation was
horribly painful. For three days I lay on my back
with a lint mask on, while a hospital orderly sat by
the bed night and day and kept the mask wet with
a healing lotion. Being a total abstainer at the
time, the rapidity of my recovery was something
marvellous. Eleven days after the accident 1
was dancing at a ball without a mark on my
face except a green tinge right across under both
eyes, which was scarcely perceptible by candle-
light.

I may mention some of the rows we had at the
General Election shortly betore this, when we were
quartered at Limerick. During one of the worst the
81st had to shoot three of a band of ruffiang, headed
by a priest, who, armed with bludgeons and knives,
attacked the voters whom the 81st were escorting to
the poll. This was in 1852.

Of course, an Irish jury returned a verdict against
Captain Eager and Lieutenant Hutton, and also
with delightful Irish ingenuity included the Colonel
of the Regiment, who was twenty miles away, in a
verdict of wilful murder; and as we shortly after-
wards embarked for the Mediterranean, these three
officers had to be left behind to be tried for their
lives and it was nearly a year before we saw our
Colonel again.

My share in this notorious election was being seat,
to the town of Knnis with my company to assist in
keeping the peace. We were quartered in an old
distillery, and Lieutenant Prevost, who was my
subaltern, took possession, with myself, of the office.
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I had my horse with me, stabled in a large room on
the ground floor opposite the men’s quarters.

As the establishment was closed by an immense
gate, Tiger, the horse, was allowed to walk about in
the yard sornetimes, and he took to going into the
room at dinner-time amongst the men.  When they
were at dinner, he used to walk vound the table
getting little tit-bits. One day oue of the men, out
of mischief, presented him with a hot piecc of meat
on the end of a fork. Tiger thought that two could
play at a practical joke, s0 he wheeled round,
lashed out, and sent the table and contents flying
up in the air, fortunately without striking anyone.
I heard loud shouts of langhter as T ran down to see
what had happened.” Tn future Tiger was ordered
to be tied up at dinner-time.

The scenes that took place daily in the streets
were bevond deseription.  The priests at the street-
corners wére positively raving against the British
Government and everything English.  Repeal was
then the order of the day, and the people were
worked up into such a state of frantic excitement
that they were prepared for any extravagance.

One afternoon a riot was anticipated, and I re-
ceived a message from Mr. Franks, the magistrate,
who was a brother of Colonel Franks, of the 10th
Regiinent, telling me that we were to remain
accoutrect and under arms all night, as a big row
was expected.

It was a very still, hot sunumer evening, and
Prevost was amusing himself with his harmonium,
and, us he had a good voice, was singing. Just as
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he finished one of his songs, by this time well into
the night, a thundering knock came to the outer
gates. The sentry shouted out at the top of his
voice, ‘ Who comes there? and every man in the
burracks jumped up and seized his arms. In a
moment there was a dead silence, the men eagerly
listening to know what was up. ‘* Who comes there ¥
shouted the sentry a second time, when a very
small voice outside the gate replied, ¢ If you plaze,
Mr. Sintry, will you ask the gintleman to sing that
over again? and the sentry’s indignant reply was
drowned in the shouts of merrument from the men.

It was about this time | was ordered to return to
headquarters and be relieved by another Captain.
The moment the magistrates heard it they sent an
urgent dispatch to Dublin Castle, without my know-
ledge, to say that 1f Captain Rebertson and bis men
were removed from the town uuntil after the election,
they would not be answerable for the consequences.
The result was that the General was ordered to
leave me where I was, and so 1 had another fort-
night of the whisky distillery.

The election presented scenes of riot beyond
description. The voters who were not on the side
of the priests had to be brought up in batches from
the country escorted by Cavalry and Infantry. The
poor wretches had their faces covered up with their
coats, and were marched through the town amidst
the yells and execrations of the people, a frantie,
howling mob, hounded on by the priests. Cabbage-
stalks, turnips, and such-like missiles were freely
hurled when they could get a shot, and I myself got
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a blow on the ueck that nearly knocked me down,
but which, of course, was intended for a voter.

When we got to the polling place things were so
bad that 1 had to draw up my men in line to pre-
vent the place from being stormed, and we recerved
orders frora the magistrates to load with ball cart-
ridge. An old man came up to me and said, ¢ Shure,
you'd never go to shoot us ¥ to which I replied, < If
the magistrates order me, I'll have to shoot you at
once.” I heard the old man turn round to the people
behind him and call out ‘Oh, boys, be aisy! The
officer sez he'll have “to shoot us.” This had a
quieting effect, and I may mention that the priests
lost the election.

After what was called ‘the six-mile massacre’ at
Limerick, which I have before alluded to, the whole
Regiment; were marked men. The Colonel received
numerous letters, some with coftins, some with skulls
and cross-bones, and things got so bad at Limerick
that the whole Regiment had to be confined to
barracks.

Shortly after this a man who had slipped out
without lsave came back covered with blood. 1In a
moment a lot of his comrades seized their arms and
made a rush at the gate to get into the town. The
Colonel and myself happened to see them, and
he rushed out just as he was, without his hat,
and attempted to stop them, actually hanging on
by some of the men’s legs as they went over the
gate. The moment he saw that they had got out
he turned to me and said, < Robertson, for goodness’
sake, go with them and bring them back.” That
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was all he said, and T was over the gate like a shot.
It must be remembered that they were Irishmen
too, and thoroughly roused by the many insults they
had already received. They fixed bayonets and
rushed down the streets. In a moment, like a flash
of lightning, the street was cleared as if by magic.

Men, women, and children dashed into the nearest
houses and slammed the doors. I got our men
stopped as soon as possible, and said, * Now, boys,
they’ve done us ; we'd better go back to barracks as
fast as we can,” putting it {a this fashion to soothe
them,

They came along with me in a mob, and we found
the gate open. There I said to the men, * Be off to
your rooms,” which they did at onee ; so, after locking
the gate and taking out the key, I walked back
to the mess-room, where I found the Colonel very
anxious. I said, ‘ I've got them all back again, air,
and there’s no harm done. Nobody has been hurt.’
His face brightened up, and he said, * Oh, what a
load you have taken off my mind! I'm so glad |
sent you.” I may add that no notice was taken of
this escapade, and we were almost immediately sent
to Cork for embarkation to the Mediterranean, and
we embarked on board the man-of-war Simoon for
the Ionian Islands.
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A mode] embarkation-—A horrible voyage—My * Friend of the
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and the charger—An absurd mistake—In the Pet to
Sicily— Ascent of Mount XKina—Malta—Return to
Zante in the Liszie—Nervous passengers—Woodcock-
shooting in Greece—* Roughing it” in reality—Winter
at Santa Mora.

Our old quartermaster, Mr. Benson, had just been
promoted to be paymaster in another regiment,
and so we had a new quartermaster.

He turned out to be a terrible duffer, and in
consequence | volunteered to perform his duty and
superintend the embarkation of everything.

The Colonel gladly accepted the offer, and the
whole of the baggage being piled on carts, 1 started
oftf with an escort to the Sinwop,

A tug took us alongside as the ship was lying at
anchor in Cork Harbowy, | having arranged that
all the officers” baggage that they required during
the voyage was duly to be wmarked ‘ Cabin.’

First 1 selected all the officers’ cabins. and I
took care that each servant should know which was
his master’s luggage ; then, as the baggage was
gent down from deck, everything marked ‘Cabin
was taken possession of by the servants for their

139
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masters—everything else went to the hold. Then
I went to the main-deck, where the men were
to be quartered. Now, imagine the main-deck of
the ship as a long room, with tables and benches
all along each side, close together, and one
can form a very fair idea of what the place looked
like.

There was just enough room for the men to sit
back to back  Overhead were a series of shelves for
the men’s knapsacks, and at the head of each table
was a rack to hold twelre muskets. Knowing
exactly how many men we had to accommodate, I
began at one end, marking on the first table with
a piece of chalk, ‘Grenadiers, twelve men,” and so
on right round until the whole Regiment was
provided with sitting room, each company by itself,
the companies being numbered from one to eight.
In those days we had a Grenadier company ou the
right and the Light Company on the left. These
have since been abolished, but then we had them,
and as Tom the barber used to say in India, ¢ All
big men go Grenadiers, handsome men Light
Company,” as the captain of the Light Company
had the pick of the Regiment. This was my com-
pany for years.

Next morning the Regiment was brought on
board by tugs, and as I had a free hand to do just
as I chose, I ovdered up the Grenadiers first, made
every man sit down .in his place at the tables
already chalked, putting his musket in the rack
and his knapsack overhead, and in a very short
time I had every man in his place. I had just
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finished when the General and his staff came on
board.  Colonel Staunton received him at the
gangway. The General looked very much sur-
prised, and his first question was, on looking round
the empty deck, * Where is your baggage, Colonel ¥
“All below, sir”  *What! already? said the
General in surprise, and his next question was,
‘Where is the Regiment? ‘In their quarters,
General, on the main-deck.” Then the General
proceeded down the ladder. The word ¢ Attention !
was given, and the Regiment vose to a man amid
profound silence, every one in his place. The
General remarked, “ I've never seen an embarkation
like this before in my life; it does you the highest
credit, Colonel, and I shall take care to make it
known at headquarters.

So muct for a little organization. The whole
thing was perfectly simple.

Captain, afterwards Admival, Kincome, com-
manded the Stmoon.  The British Navy at this
time was at a very low ebb, and economy had
almost run mad. Apparently every pound of coals
was grudged by the authorities, and, as she was
a full-rigged ship with only a miserable little screw,
we had to sall whenever there was a breath of wind.
The crew were the most migerable specimens that 1
have ever seen on a ship. They could scarcely set
or take in a sail, and poor Captain Kincome was
nearly driven out of his senses. I have seen him
shouting for an hour before he could get a studding-
sall set.

When we got into the Bay of Biscay we had



142 PERSONAL ADVENTURES AND ANECDOTES

a dreadful time of it. The ship rolled frantically
and tumbled about; the sea spouted in at all the
portholes, so that our cabins were full of water,
and, to make matters still worse, the hatches were
all battened down, almost hermetically sealed, so
that there was an entire want of ventilation. Not
a breath of air could get at us, and for nearly three
days and nights we were hreathing the foulest of
air, and nearly everyone was deadly sea-sick at
the same time. [t was worse, if possible, than
the Black Hole of Calcutta of historic memory.
How we lived is almogt a miystery, and I look
back still upon ‘these days with the greatest
horror.

Nothing very remarkable happened until we
passed Gibraltar, when the captain decided to take
a short-cut through the Straits of Messina.

The navigation wasg so erratic that a small island
which we were told we should pass four miles to
the north was actually passed two miles to the
south. Then they could not find the Straits of
Messina, and nearly ran on shore into a bay on the
coast of Italy. Fortunately it was quite calm, and
we were going under steam at the time. The ship
was stopped, charts consulted, and they found that
we had run in amongst a number of dangerous
rocks, so we had to steam slowly out stern fore-
most. Eventually we discovered the Straits, passed
through, and arrived safely at Corfu, where the
General ordered the Regiment to proceed to Zante.
So we started quietly under sail, and while we were
approaching the extreme end of the island of Santa
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Mora, known in classics as Sappho’s Leap, a heavy
swell was running, and the waves were breaking
wildly on the perpendicular cliff.  Soon it fell a
dead calm, and the captain ordered the fires to be
lighted to vet up steam. What was our horror to
see that we were slowly and surely drifting on to
these rocks ! The captain frantically shouted to
the engineer to get up steam as fast as possible,
but of course that was a matter of time, as the
fires were not even lighted. Three or four times
he rushed to the hatchway to shout to the engineer
if the steamm was ready; the reply came, ‘Not yeot,
sir.” By this time only two waves intervened
between us and the roecks. Two or three minutes
more would have seen a fearful tragedy, when the
screws revolved, and we erept slowly, but safely,
away. In due time we landed ot Zante. Before
going farther I must recall one incident that
occurredl during the passage out. There was a
subaltertn who was very much disliked by his
brother-officers, who consequently often used to
play practical jokes on him., I am happy to say
that I was not one of the number. The cabins
were all fitted with venetian blinds for the sake
of ventilation, so it was casy for the youngsters to
insert the nozzle of a syringe through the venetians
and give him a shower. T was walking up and
down the deck one day, und had not the least idea
that anything was going on below. I ran down
the ladder to go to my.cabin, and as I walked
briskly along a sword was plunged through the
venetian with great force, and grazed my chest.
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One moment sooner and I should have been a
dead man.

This was the only disagreeable affair that oceurred
during the passage, and my ‘Friend of the Drawn
Sword’ left the Regiment shortly after our arrival
at Zante. We used to have great fun in the
evenings ; the sailors were ‘piped’ to skylark, and
the band came on the quarter-deck and played
country dances, ete., for the amusement of the men
and sailors. There was one very fine sailor on
board, standing over six feet in his stockings, and 1
used sometimes to put on a gown and an old mutch
cap and dance as his partner. The figures were
danced by order, and not in any regular succession,
as would be the case on shore, and when the order
came, ‘Hvery man ride his chum, my partner
jumped on my back and was trotted round the deck
amidst shouts of laughter. One night it came on
to blow hard, and while we were at mess T heard
the captain order, ‘ Double reef topsails.” TIn those
days we had to dine in full dress—scarlet coat and
epaulettes, I ran up on deck just as I was, and
went up on to the mizzen-yard with the sailors to
help reefing, to the no small surprise of the men,
who had no idea that I was an old sailor. When
coming down again I was pounced upon by two of
the men to tie me in the rigging for my ‘ footing.’
I simply said, “It’s all right; I am an old hand, and
you shall have your *footing.”’ So we all came
down together, and in due time 1 fulfilled my
promise. Next day we set a delightful trap for my
‘ Friend of the Sword,” as I shall call him. Having
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first given a hint to the sailors, one of the officers
offered to bet him that he could not go up the
rigging as far as the mizzen-top and come down
again within five minutes. Up went our friend
very easutiously, and, just as he got near the top,
two sailors, like moukeys, ran up behind him and
tied him to where he was. Then the officer who
made the bet pulled out his watch calmly and
announced that the five minutes were up! Of
course, no money passed hands, but he had to pay
his “ footing.’

Shortly after our arvival we had a visit from a
Captain Blakely who had left the army in disgust,
being (as he maintamed he wis) the original in-
ventor of the now celebruted Aristrong gun, having
furnishied full particulars of the invention to the
War Office months before Amnstrong appeared on
the scene, The War Oflice took no notice of him
whatever, and we can therefore appreciate his
disgust at his treatment.

As he knew Italy well, 1 got four months’
leave, and we went together to Flovence, when he
introduced me to the British Society of the city.
Amongst others was Charles Lover, the celebrated
novelist, who always had an ‘at home’ one day in
every wesk. The Austrians were in possession of
Florence at this time, and a large garrison was
(uartered in the towrn.

One of the cavalry officers one day purchased a
very fine charger, which neither he nor any man in
the regiment could ride, the animal had such a
fierce ancl ungovernable tewmper-—at least, so they
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said—so he was sold for an ‘old song,’ as the saying
is. Lever's eldest daughter bought him, and
mastered him at once, not by whip and spur, but
by kindness. She was a magnificent horsewoman,
and shortly after this there was a grand review,
and Miss Lever rode her horse down to the parade.
You may imagine the disgust of the officer when he
saw her riding down the ranks on the animal which
every man in the regiment knew so well.

I passed a very happy four months in Florence.
I had apartments with a family where I had
arranged to be treated like one of themselves, this
for the purpose of acquiring the language more
rapidly. Immediately after breakfast T had the
gorvices of an Italian teacher, then dined in the
middle of the day, and generally went on horseback
to the Casino, where all the beauty and fashion
assembled in the afternoon to hear the band play.

I must relate one little incident :

In apartments in the same house Marcellina Lotti
resided with her father and mother. She was the
prima donna at the opera. 1 took a stall there,
and used often to go and hear her, and we became
very good friends. For weeks it had been announced
that a very great man was to sing at a concert
supported by the whole strength of the opera
company. Tickets weve a fabulous price, and all
were disposed of long before the day arrived. |
had no intention of going, but as I was running
upstairs in the evening 1 accidentally met ¢ Lotti’
coming down in full costume. She asked me, ¢ Are
you not coming ¢ and I replied, ‘No. ‘Oh! you
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shall come.” “But,” I said, ‘I have no ticket.’
‘Never mind, she answered; ‘vo and dress, and
come immediately.  You have just time. Drive to
the door, and when you get there ask for Signor
So-and-so. ['ll give him his orders.’

Accordirgly T went, was received with extreme
politeness, and was ushered up mto a beautiful
drawing-room, which was full of company consisting
of all the pgreat singers of Florence whe were to do
honour to the great man. It appeared to me that
people took an unusnal interest in my arrival. 1
heard a great deal of talking, but 1 thought nothing
of it, and sat quietly talking to ¢ Lotti’ and her
friends on a sofa.

Soon a door was thrown open at the end of the
room. Ths led into a gallery which opened into
the concert-hall.  The tmmense hall was packed ;
this I could see at a glance. Before 1 well knew
how it happened, 1 was politely seized—I may
say, in spite of all my protests, was ceremoniously
escorted into the gallery at the head of the
procession, In a moment terrific applause burst
from the whole audience, and to my horror I dis-
covered that they thought 1 was the great man of
the evening ! Of course, I bowed and bowed again.
I could do nothing else, and dived into a back seat
as soon as possible. Then the great man himself
came forward and was not received with half the
enthusiasre. with which 1 was, but T could hear
some people laughing as they rvealized what had
happened.

At the expiry of my leave I returned to my
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Regiment, and shortly afterwards I received notice
that my yacht, the Lizzie, had arrived at Malta.
The Lizie had been purchased by a friend for me
from the Great Western Yacht Club. My instrue-
tions were for a good sea-boat that would stand all
weathers, and not a racer. 1 had no difficulty in
getting leave to go and fetch her, so [ went by the
first steamer up to Corfu, when Campbell of the
71st offered to take me over to Malta in his yacht
the Pet; so with the assistance of the barrack-master,
Major Munro, 1 engaged a skipper and two hands,
Italians, who were  domiciled at Corfu. All the
yachts of the garrison werc manned by these men,
who were splendid sailors and thoroughly trust-
worthy. 1 am afraid I eannot say the same for the
Greeks.

We started off, and as it was summer-time we
had very light winds. We were eleven days alto-
gether on the passage, but when off Cape Spartivento,
which 1s on the coast of ltaly, a fierce storm got up,
and a heavy sea made the old et tumble about in
a most uncomfortable manner.

I stuck to the tiller all night, and when, as we
were running before the wind, a heavier sea than
usual washed the compass clean away, I had to steer
by the stars till we had it mounted agam.

In the morning we arrived at Catania, which is
at the foot of Mount Ftna, so we ran into the
harbour, having resolved to ascend the mountain—
14,000 feet high. We went straight to the British
Consul, who gave us every information and a letter
of introduction to Signor Jemilaro, who lived in the
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highest village on the mountain, and who was quite
an authority on eruptions in general, and on Mount
Etna in particular, having studied it all his life and
written a hook on the subject, a copy of which he
presented to me.

As the correet thing was to sce the sunrige from
the suinmit of the mountain, we did not start till
it was dark, with a mule each to ride, and two
guides. The mules evidently knew the road, so we
had no trouble with them.

Some time well on in the night we dismounted in
a forest of trees, lighted a five, and had a good
supper, and waited till the guides told us 1t was
time to start.  We rade up and up in the dark for
a long time ; T have no idea how long, but high above
all the trees.

At last she guides told us to dismount, and one
man led the mules away to take shelter, we were
told, in a cave. The remainiug guide led us along
still in the durk to what appeared to be a nearly
level plateau of frozen snow. [Ilere | had one or
two disagreeable tumbles, and 1 soon found out
that wherever a piece of black cinder rested on the
ice (for the snow was literally ice), the heat of the
sun melted a round hole in the snow, sometimes
1 foot or 18 iuches deep, and stepping into one of
these holes you were bound to come down. 8o for
the rest of the walk T avoided black spots. After
a time we arrived at a rained hut, called the Casa
Inglesi. intended for a shelter for the British
tourists.

We now tackled the crater itself, which was a
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huge cone of very soft sand, almost perpendicular,
probably 1,000 feet high.

As you stepped up your foot came back again,
and so it was altogether a most tiresome climb.
The worst of it was that the heat from the ground
was so great that we were bathed in perspiration,
and every now and then, by way of a change, an
icy cold wind blew upon us.  Of course, we had on
very thin garments, as the month of August in the
Mediterranea. Sea is by no means cool.

Once arrived at the top, the ground was so fright-
fully hot that we could not, attempt to sit down, ex-
hausted as we were, and the fumes of the sulphur
were quite overpowering.  The crater was quite
open, and as we stood on the narrow lip we could
see the puffs of steam and sulphur-smoke shooting
out at the bottom, a long way down. In some
places on the lip of the crater the sulphur so pre-
dominated that 1t was actually on fire. It was
altogether about as uncomfortable a situation as one
can imagime. The guide had ﬁ'ig‘htfiﬂly narrow
escape. The ground under his feet suddenly gave
way and shot down into the crater, and it was a
miracle he did not go down with it. Notwith-
standing that our feet were almost burned, we
remained there until we saw the sun rise, and two
things struck me particularly: one was that as
the sun rose 1t cast a distinet shadow of the moun-
tain on the western sky; and the other was that
as you looked down you could realize the tremendous
height you were up, but in looking straight away
towards the western horizon, it appeared on a level
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with the eye. The eftect was very remarkable, and
as the morning was beautifully clear, the outline of
Ttaly was exactly like the well-known boot, as we
used to call it at school. It did not take us long to
run down what had been such a fearful climb up,
across the level snow-plain onee more, from which
I sketched the erater. 1 have the sketeh still.
Then we went back to the mules, and thence
down to he harbour m our carriage, after twenty-
six hours of hard work without any rest. I turned
in at onee, fell into o deep sleep immediately, from
which I did not wake for about eighteen hours, till
the forencon of the next day.

When I went on deck we were out of sight of
land and well on our way to Malta, and they told
me that they had had a gale and a calm while 1
was asleep, all of which | was totally unconscious
of. | was particularly anxious as 1o our whereabouts,
as we were out of sight of land, and I was the only
one on b()rll([ that had the shyhtest knowledge of
1mvumt1c»u

1*01 tunately, the Pet's skipper had got the correct
course to Malta given to him hom some kindly
captain before leaving the port.

In due time we arrived at Malta, dropped anchor
in the Admiralty Harbour, and almost immediately
Admiral Houston Stewart, then the owner of the
Gart at Callander, came off' in his barge, which was
longer than our little cutter, though not quite so
high out of the water.

He stepped on board—a fine, jovial sailor, and by
no means a light weight—went down with some
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difficulty into our little cabin, and sat and laughed
till we could feel the ¢t shaking all over. ‘Oh/
he exclaimed, ‘you soldier officers are a queer
lot. There’s not an officer in the British Navy
would come over in such a thing as this from Corfu.’
And then he laughed again. As he knew my friends
very well, he took us oft with him on shore, and
hospitably entertained us during our stay at Malta.
His sou was then Captain Houston Stewart, in
command of the Modeste, stationed at Corfu, and we
afterwards became great friends. I had the pleasure
of a fortnight’s cruise on board the Modeste. My
own yacht, the Lizzie, was lying dismantled not far
off, so I put my crew on hoard and set them to
work to bend the sails and get all ready for sea.
Just before we were ready to start a Mr. Pell came
to see me, and said that 1 would be doing him and
Major Brookes (whom T kunew very well as the com-
manding Royal Engineer at Zante) a great favour
it { would give a passage to two servant-maids who
had been ‘eating their heads oftf” in Malta for the
last three months, as there was no communication
between the two places. After some demur 1 con-
sented and told him that I purposed sailing on the
evening of the next day.

Campbell and I had arranged that we were to
sail back in company to Zante, going direct instead
of the roundabout way we came.

The two officers belonging to the garrison were
particularly anxious to be taken with us, so I con-
sented to take Captain Thursby, and Campbell took
the other one. Campbell, with the Pef, instead of
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waiting for me, started off in the forenoon, and was
soon out of sight.

I may mention that the Lizie had two cabms,
two sofa-herths in the main cabin, and two good
berths in the after-cabin, with looking-glass and
waghhand basin and lamps complete. The com-
panion-stairs separated the two cabins, so 1 fitted
up the aftzr-cabin for Major Brookes's servants. In
the dusk of the evening, ufter waiting for some time
for Mr. Pell, we got up the anchor and started. It was
now quite dark, with a verylight air ; and just as we
we were stealing out of fhe hiwbour a boat came
alongside, some luggage was hastily put on board,
and Pell handed two parties on deck, one tall and
the other short. The tall party was introduced to
me as Mrs. Woods, Major Brookes’s housekeeper,
and Mrs. Woods introdueed me to her niece (I )emma,
and before 1 could look round Mr, Pell and his boat
had disapyeared into the darkness.

Mrs. Woods sat in. profound dignity on the
skylight teside (H)emma. After a little while I
suggested to her that she had butter go downstairs
to her cabin.  “Oh, thank you,’ was the answer,
“1t’s not worth while.” Then she turned to me and
sald, ‘* Where is the steamboat? I said, * What
steamboat ¥ ¢ Why,” she replied, ‘the steamboat
that's to take us to Zante.” ‘ Why,’ I said, ‘ you're
going in my cutter to Zante.” At this she started
up and almost screamed, ‘In thig thing? Oh, 1
shall be dvowned! T shall be drowned! TLet me
out, let me out!” T said to her, * Why are you
afraid of being drowned ¢ Pointing to the crew, I
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continued : ¢ You see these men? Well, they've all
got their wives and families at home. Do you think
they want to be drowned ¥ Then she started
again: ‘Oh, that Pell, the villain, the scoundrel!
»He told us that we were going 1 a larger steamer
than the P, and O. that brought us from England.
Oh, the scoundrel, it I had him '—clenching her fists
at the same time. After awhile she cooled down,
and soon consented to go down with ‘Hemma. 1
introduced them to their cabin, which was really
larger than the sleeping berths of the P. and O. in
those days, and they had good ventilation from the
skylight overhead.  As was my habit, I remained
on deck all night when out of sicht of land. In the
morning we were stealimg along with a light breeze.
The skipper suggested that we should try the pump
to see if she were water-tight. So the pump was
rigged, and a bucket of water poured in to make it
draw, and then jig-jog went the handle. [ was
steering at the time, and suddenly | heard a
commotion down below. All at once up rushed
Mrs. Woods in her nightdress, with her hair flying
wildly in the wind, the very picture of terror.
Down she flopped on her knees, and claspimg her
hands in the air, called out in a loud voice, Oh
dear! oh dear! they've taken to the pumps, and we
are all going to the bottom ! The faces of the crew
were a picture to see, and 1 called out, ‘lt's all
right, Mrs. Woods ; we're not going to the bottom
yet.” Then she sudldenly realized the situation,
jumped up, and scuttled back to her cabin as fast
as she came out.
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Now 1o return to the /I’¢t. She sailed in the
forenoon of the day on which we left in the after-
noon, and was soon out of sight; but the next
morning, shortly after Mrs. Woods's adventure,
we fell in with Campbell again.  The officer and
Campbel. came on hoard lmd stayed with us till
the evening, and we arranged to keep together all
the way sack to Zante, the Lizzie leading the way.
As the latter was by far the faster boat, I had to
sail with reduced canvas all night with a lantern
hung over the stern for the benefit of the Pet.  This
1 had promised to do:

About daylight (1 went below and turned in. 1
had only just fullen asleep when Spero, my skipper,
came down and told me that the Pet had ‘gone
about.” I immediately went on deck, and there she
was ‘grone about,” and sailing vight away west while
we were heading east.  In the clear light of the
morning | could see the top of Mount Etna in the
extreme cistance, and this evidently accounted for
my friend’s departure. ['found out afterwards that
while Campbell and his friend were asleep, his
skipper, evidently in a funk at being out of sight
of land, was overjoyed to see Mount Etna, and had
steered svraight for it, telling Campbell in the
morning that I had run away from him in the
night. His voyage after this was most unfortunate.
They ran along the coast of Sicily, and by some
extraordinary feat of ravigation arrived at Naples
instead of Corfu. Sad to relate, his companion on
board was seized with cholera and died there. How
Campbell got back I never quite knew, but he laid
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the whole blame on me, and I had some trouble in
vindicating my character by proving the facts of
the case and by the production of my log-book, in
which everything was carefully recorded, with the
evidence of my crew.

Captain Thursby got the steamer from Zante to
Constantinople, and so everything passed off satis-
factorily as far as 1 was concerned. I think I forgot
to mention that I brought over three enormous sacks
of letters and newspapers for the whole of the Ionian
Islands, as all communication between Malta and
the Islands had been cut off for some months—a
grand stroke of economy. The steamer which had
regularly carried the mails for a subsidy of £25,000
a year had been dispensed with, to the infinite
inconvenience and annoyance of everyone concerned.
I, through my own Colonel, offered to run the mail
once a month between Malta and Corfu, making up
all my duties as well. = This offer, as something
quite unheard of, was declined, without thanks, by
the authorities at Corfu.  So much for red-tape.

One of our great sources of amusement was going
over to the mainland of Greece to shoot woodcock.
I should like to give one of my experiences of guch
a trip.

Four of us got a fortnight’s leave with strict
injunctions to be back on a certain day to allow
others to have their turn.

Our destination was a monastery, and our party
consisted of two brother officers and myself, and 1
took Joe Brown, my servant, to clean the guns and
make himself generally useful. We had an Italian
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also with us who was o good cook, and who spoke
English and Greek fluently.

A Greek monastery is much more like a castle
than arything else. What we should call the
ground-tloor was strong masonry without windows
or doors, and to enter the convent you had to go
up a solid flight of stone steps with a square landing
on the top, to what one may call the first-floor.
These stairs were built ¢ feet away from the wall
of the house, so that when you arrived at the top
you had to turn short round to the left across a
small drawbridge to get to the door. There was a
loophole on each side of the door, so that any person
on the landing could be shot at once ; and when the
drawbridge was up they eould not even get at the
door to kreak it in.  We were in o large room with
windews, which held no glass. 1 one corner was a
delightful graven image with & lamp burning before
it night and day, and I well remember that the
unfortunate man whose bed was in that corner
found himself before morning well stmudged with oil
dripping from the lamp.

We had a splendid fortuight's shooting, and
arvanged to start in good time to catch the
steamer which was to take us back fromm Prevesa.

As bad luck would have it, m the morning, when
we were prepared to start, there was a perfect deluge
of rain, and the men and ponies who were to take our
baggage positively refused to stir, as they said
there were several rivers without bridges, which it
would be impossible to take our impedimenta across.
Here was « nice fix to be in.  If we waited 1t meant
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losing the steamer, and we resolved to go at all
hazards. So, leaving everything we had in charge
of *the Abbot, with a stick in our hands and a
revolver buckled round our waists, we started. We
#oon came to a river in heavy flood which we must
swim. Then the question was, what were we to do
with Joe Brown, who could not swim a stroke? So
we proceeded without stripping (which would have
been utterly useless in our wet state) to wade in,
after tying our revolvers on the top of our heads
with our pocket-handkerchiefs.

There was only a short distance in the middle
which was really out of our depth, so the others,
leaving me with Joe, swam across. Then they
broke off the largest branch of a tree they could
find, and one of them came back into the river until
he was almost up to the neck, and held out the
branch. 1t was too short by a long way, so [ made
Joe get on my back and hold tight round my neck,
and we waded in together. Soon I lost my footing,
and after a desperate struggle in attempting to
swim with Joe on my back, [ caught hold of the
branch, and we were triumphantly towed on
shore.

We proceeded on our way, but some time after
this a fearful thunderstorm set in, and a thunder-
bolt came down, struck an old oak-tree in front of
us, and split a huge branch, which fell right across
the road within a few yards of us. All day we
trudged along a very bad footpath—we could not
call it a road—and 1 remember asking Joe if he
were tired, to which he pluckily replied, ‘ Oh no,
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sir, but 've a terrible pain in my legs,’” which was
much the same thing.

About dusk we came to what may be called a
house of entertainment, and as a great favour we
were allowed to take possession of a room upstairs,
perfectly empty, but with a large hearthstone, and,
of course, no grate or anything else.  We soon had
a roaring fire on the hearth, and we proceeded to
pull off our clothes and wring them. Bemg
frantically hungry, we usked for something to eat.
We certanly did not ask for anything to drink, and
the only thing that the landlerd could give us was
an enormous dish of fried onions. When he came
in we took good care to be cleaning up our revolvers,
as without them we would have had a very good
chance of having our throats cut Dbefore morning,
and we had just to put on our half-dried clothes,
lie down in front of the fire and sleep till daylight.

The next day was bright and clear, and we
continued our journey, got to Prevesa in time for
the steamer, and so rejomed the Regiment before
our leave was up, none the worse for our adventure.
This is what T eall ‘roughing it Many people
who talk about ‘roughing it’ do not know what
the words mean.

From Zante [ was sent with my company to
Santa Mora, and had the pleasure of seeing again
Sappho’s Leap, where we had nearly our last leap
on board the Simoon.

Swettenham, now a General, was my subaltern,
and we had quartered with us in the fort an Artil-
lery officer, Lieutenant Waller, and a staff doctor.
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We had a dehightful winter, with no one to trouble
us, and no communication with the outer world except
by a steamer which called every Saturday morning,
bringing our letters and receiving our correspondence.,

With the help of the yacht, we soon came to
know the whole country around us, both Turkey
and Greece, and had plenty of good shooting.

Swettenham and 1 had many adventures together.
He may recall the manner of his meeting me on my
return to Zante from Malta, when Mrs. Woods and
‘Hemma’' were my passengers. He was taking
his morning swim, when, spying my yacht at anchor,
he struck out for her. lmagine his feelings when,
on reaching the Liczie, he saw two ladies awaiting
him! He turned round and made for the shore.
Next time he brought his clothes with him'!

When sent from Balaclava to the front, we found
the mess very short of things.  I'ransport being in a
state of chaos, we annexed an old cartlying deserted
on the road, and harnessed four of our ponies to it
with old ropes. Swettenham and myself’ dressed
as privates, Swaffield as a corporal, and we made a
pompous little officer command us in full uniform.

Off we started, the men of the first battery that
we passed roaring with laughter at our turn-out, as
they took us for privates !

Arrived at the Regimental store, we found the
sergeant in charge absent, so began loading up.
Swaflield took the libertv of opening a bottle of beer,
which was at his mouth when the sergeant, rushing
in, seized him by the throat, exclaiming, ‘You
villain I’ then stood aghast, recognising an officer !



CHAPTER X

Quarantine in a ditch-- Another shooting expedition—A
near thing—An exciting race—A  visitt from Abdi
Pasha—A merry Christmas—A foolhardy challenge—
The Lizzie on the rocks—1eparture for the Crimea.

Ts was the celebrated cold first winter of the
Crimean War. I saw the snow lying on the beach,
and the lagoon to the south of the fort, although
salt water, was completely frozen over on one
occasion-—the only time that 1. have ever seen salt
water frozen. |t was an amusing sight to watch
the gulls walking on the ice, and their astonishment,
when they dabbed ‘their heads down to pick up
anything, at coming i contact with the hard ice.
The outer ditch of the fort was used as a
quarantine station, a Liorrid place that only Greeks
could heve thought of putting anyone . One
morning 1t was reported to me that a Hungarian
doctor was m quarantine. I had him up into the
fort at cnce, as I never would obey the ridiculous
quarsntine laws, and found that he was going to
join the Turkish army and was to procced to
Prevesa at once, but the Greeks' idea was to keep
the poor fellow for a fortnight in quarantine, fleece
him well, and then make him pay a fabulous price
for the hire of a boat, as there was no communica-
161 11
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tion between the two places. So I took him over
to the Pasha at Prevesa in the Lizzie. The Pasha
was most grateful, and highly appreciated my kind-
ness to this doctor. 1 may mention that the doctor
had his wife and daughter with him, which would
have made things all the more disagreeable had he
remained in quaraptine.

No vessel was allowed to pass up or down after
dark to orfrom the Gulf of Arta, but I got leave
to come and go just as I liked. 1 must give
another shooting adventare. On one occasion we
started off to shoot, at a place we had not visited
before, at the far end of a big lake. Accordingly
we set out, my two compamons walking round with
their guns to shoot while [ took charge of the boat
with the tents and everything required for a week’s
stay in a country of which it might be said it was
uninhabited. The Greck population was very small,
and you could wander for days without coming
across a house or a habitation, or any signg of
cultivation; in fact, there was no such thing to
be seen as a solitary house, and the natives lived
in small communities for mutual protection.

Having arrived at the other end of the lake, and
on getting out of the boat, what was my surprise
to find that | was on a floating island which was,
however, quite solid to stand upon on the lake side !
The water was very deep—indeed, [ could not reach
the bottom with a pole, but T could put it under-
neath, as 1t were, the land, which proved that it
was floating. 1 took the pole in my hand by the
middle, ¢ la Blondin, and proceeded to investigate.
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[ found that the island very soon thinned out,
and I sunk through it, but with the help of the
pole held crossways 1 scrambled out again only
wet up to the waist, and 1 found that there
were some 200 or 300 yards between where 1 was
and the real shore. 1 coasted vound up and
down along the face of the so-called island, every
now and then finding an opening which did not
pass through, so after forcing the boat in 1 had to
force it out again and try another place.

Darkness set in, and my companions on the shore
were firing their guns and shouting, ‘Why don’t
you conie ¥ as they could Lear us but could not see
in the darkness what was going on. For several
hours we fought and struggled on, trying either to
get round the island or through it. After some
time of fighting and strugeling, and being wet
througl from several ugly plunges in the weeds,
we managed to land, and the night being cold, as it
was winter-time, it was anything but a pleasant
situation.  Our friends told us that the whole
country in the immediate vieinity was under water,
but that they had found a small dry mound some
little distance away.

We tied the boat to a tree, cach one seized as
much as he could carry, and we staggered off,
splashing through the darkness till we arrived at
the mound in question, and, having cut down two
or three trees and made v roaring fire, we pitched
our tents about 2 a.um., after enjoying a good hot
supper, and lay down. We had scarcely fallen
asleep, when one of the party began to shout loudly.
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We thought, naturally, that robbers were upon us,
so we struck a light and seized our arms.

We saw the individual in question sitting up on
his bed, looking the very picture of horror, and
declaring that his bed was jumping up and down.
On removing the bed, we found that he had been
sleeping on a large tortoise, which objected to the
load, s0 we soon set things to rights by turning
it out.

After a good week’s sport we went down to the
sea to return home, and found one of the Lizzie's
men with the small boat waiting for us; but as most
of the way back was through a lagoon, we did not
mind being a little overloaded. The last mile or
two, however, was through a passage In the reef
and across the open sea to Santa Mora. As 1t was
a dead calm we decided to go through a narrow
opening in the reef as a short cut. When we got
near this opening, although there was not a breath
of wind, we found there was a heavy swell rolling
in, and thundering on the reef in white foam.

The question was, should we go through, or
should we turn back ? The decision was to chance
it, and a very close chance it was.

As we shot through, a great wave caught the
boat and threw us back almost on the reef. As
the wave sank down with the boat in the hollow,
the stern just missed the point of the rock
by about 6 inches. Had we touched it the boat
would have heen instantly capsized, and nothing
could have saved one of us, as there was a fierce
current rushing through the passage, so that we
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could not have got back again into the calm water,
and switoming could not have saved us, as we should
have had four miles to swim. The current fortunately
took the beat a yard or two clear of the rocks, and
althougl the next wave threw us back—the boat
being almost perpendicular in the air-—and the crest
of the wave rushing over us filling us nearly full of
water, the current again brought us clear of the
breakers, ard with a few strokes of the oar we were
perfectly safe heyound the broken water, and were
merely bobbing up and down on a heavy swell. Tt
was an uncommonly narrow escape of our lives, but
we got home safely. 1 may mention that it was dark
when we arvived at the opening, which added very
much to the danger of the situation. Swettenham’s
oar was unshipped by the sea also, which made
matters worse,

‘While quartered in the lonian Islands, the garrison
at Corfu decided upon haviug a regatta.

Of course, 1 took the fuzzic up at once and
entered her for the Cup Race. 'T'wenty-two yachts
i all entered ; 1 have the list now.

The Lizzie and two others were the three largest
cutters entered for the race. All the others had a
time allowance so liberal that they would have
beaten us easily had il not been that the wind fell
just after wa rounded the turning-poiut (a boat) in
a race of twenty-two miles, and all the little yachts
were left beecalined, while the fizz/e and the cutter
belonging to the Lord High Conunissioner, Sir
Henry Ward, were the only two that kept the
wind.
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The town of Corfu is magnificently protected :
a rocky island in front strongly fortified, and on the
mainland a powerful battery commanding each
entrance to the anchorage—a most splendid harbour
with deep water, and where a whole fleet could
remain in perfect safety. It was a very great mis-
take giving this 1sland up to the Greeks.

To return to the race. We started at the north
end of the island. A boat anchored about ten miles
away was the turning-point, and the winning-post
was the Modeste, man-of-war; we had to pass
between her and the island.

We started with a fair wind, and the poor Lizzie
had a very poor chance against the tremendous
balloon sails of some of the other yachts. We only
had our usual rig, which was intended for all
weathers. Notwithstanding this disadvantage, we
passed all the small craft and rounded the turning-
point almost at the game time as the Lord High
Commissioner's cutter.  Now came one of the most
exciting races on record.

While it fell dead calm, to the exclusion of all the
small craft, we stole away with a light breeze which
gradually increased to half a gale. The Lizzie tore
along close-hauled with the other yacht rather
ahead, but about 100 yards to leeward. We could
barely hold our course close-hauled, but we rushed
along with the gunwale almost under water, making
a bee-line for the southern part of the island, round
which we had to go. My antagonist, for we were
now all alone, luffed off every now and then when
a hard squall struck us, with a view of getting to
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windward of me, but every time he did so he lost
a little way, and as we neared the island, I was
leading by a few yards.

My subaltern, who was on board with me, was
lying flat on his face on the deck in such a state of
excitement, that he could not stand up, calling out
every now and then, ‘Are we gaining? Are we
gaining ¥

When we rounded the south end of the island 1t
was a fair beat up to the Modeste.  When I was on
the last tack I found to my great disgust that I
could not weather her, so. rounding as close as
possible, I shouted to the crew to stand fast, which
for a moment flabbergasted them completely, and,
knowing what the liczie eould do, I put the helm
down and cleared the winning—post by about 2 yards
in the forereach, and won the race by four seconds.
The tiller had never left my hands from start fo
fimish.

The captain of the other yacht thought that he
had won, as he was lying high enough to clear the
Modeste’'s bows, and in his excitement atter the pistol
went off, he ran into the Modeste's jib-boom and
carried away her topmast.

The pext little incident worth relating is con-
nected with the arrival of Abdi Pasha, the Governor
of Albania, and his suite, on his way to Constanti-
nople to take part mm the Russo-Turkish war. As
a matter of course, he was put into quarantine in
the diteh of the fort, and also, as a matter of course,
I brought him up to the fort with his suite, which
consisted of a smart young Turkish officer and a
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magnificent Albanian chief in his white kilt and
national costume, with, as Swettenham described it,
‘ pistols and daggers hung all over him.

I was told afterwards that he slept on his bed
in full costume, without laying aside any of his
weapons. This must give one an idea of the wild
sort of life he lived. Abdi patted him on the back
and introduced him to me as a first-rate man to loot
a village!

The first amusing incident which 1 remember
was, that when dinner was announced, my man
Joe Brown, who has already appeared on these
pages, was got up for the occasion, dressed in full
mess costume—blue coat, white facings and white
stockings all complete.  He politely motioned Abdi
to his chair, to which Abdi replied, ¢ No, your
Excellency, that 1s your seat,’ then took him by the
shoulders and put him n the chair! Joe's face was
a picture. However, 1 soon set matters right.

The pext funny ineident was after the fish, to
which we used our forks only, the Turks looking on
without partaking. Then a plate of roast beef was
put before the aide-de-camp, and he immediately
began to copy us with his fork only, hunting the beef
all over the plate. I saw him glance at me, and in
a moment was sharp enough to notice that I had a
knife in my hand, and he immediately picked his up
and went to work like a man. After dinner Abdi
proceeded to let us see him perform the celebrated
feat of cutting a silk handkerchief in two in the
air. This trick he did several times. 1 afterwards
showed him the common race-course trick of ‘prick



A VISIT FROM ABDI PASHA 169

the garter,” which excited him terribly, as he always
missed it.

Then ho ordered the Albanian chief to try His
luck, and he succeeded no better than his master.
Having hkad the trick explained, all parties were
delighted.

Before we parted in the evening I presented
Abdi with a pair of plated Euglish hunting-spurs,
and buckled them on his boots. He was hugely
delighted, and declared that he would never part
with them. The only tlhing 1 ever heard of Abdi
afterwards was that he got the worst of it in a fight
with the Russians in Asia Minor.

In the morning he went out to the pier with his
rifle, and had one egg after another dropped on the
sea at a considerable distance ; the egg bobbed up
and down with the sea, buti he smashed it every
time.

Shortly before Chrigtmas [ had a visit from the
English Resident, who, of course, was the great man
of the island, and who represented Her Majesty
Rueen Victoria.

He mformed us that he had had a little diplomatic
difficulty with some of the great people of the island,
who anncunced that they would absent themselves
from the great annual levee. 'To avoid this he was
going on a month’s leave, and he requested me to
take his place. This | did, and a most amusing day
we had. We got up m full dress, and I had the
Artillery officer and doctor for my staff.

Swettenham commanded one guard of honour,
and the police, who were in their best clothes,
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formed another. The Secretary of the Legation,
or whatever it may be called, received us, and we
proceeded to a hall, where I was seated on a raised
platform with my staff behind me. The two guards
of honour formed in line on each side of the front
door, and soon I heard, ¢Present arms! and in
walked an Archbishop in full canonicals. He was
presented in due form, and, as previously instructed,
I took his hand and placed him in a chair on my
right.  Then the presentation began, everybody
who was anybody being. presented, including the
chief baker and butcher in the island. Then the
school-children tramped in, and at the word of com-
mand, ‘Halt! Front! Salute!" every little hand
went up to their caps.

Then the secretary, in a pretty little speech,
informed me ° that these leetle children come to
thank you as representing Her Gracious Majesty
for the preevileges which they enjoy.’

Then ¢ queek ” march, and out they went. I then
presented my hand to the Archbishop, and we
headed a procession to the Cathedral, where a
service was beautifully performed, and the secre-
tary, who remained at my elbow, informed me,
‘Now they are praying for you. Thus ended the
function, and we returned to barracks and proceeded
to enjoy our Christmas dinner. Towards the end
of it a merry party of my men rushed in and seized
me, and carried me off shaulder-high to drink their
health in the barrack-room. Unfortunately they
were not very steady on their legs, and in rushing
downstairs we all went headlong together on to the
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barrack square. However, they soon picked me up
again, snd I got safely through the ordeal.

After that some one proposed to take a 6-
pounder gun and have some practice on the beach.
No sooner said than done. The men harnessed
themselves to the gun, the back gate was opened,
and out we trotted. A mark was put up at 200 or
300 yards away, and the gunner, as we called him,
a Lieutenant in the Artillery. made such a bad shot
that 1 chatlingly told him I would give him a shot
at my jacket. He accepted the challenge, so 1
could not draw back, but marched down to the
place, took my jacket off. kunelt behind a small heap
of stones about 18 inches high, and held the jacket
up on the end of a walking-stick. He laid the gun
carefully. bang it went, whizz came the shot,
plumped into the heap of stones, kicking up a
tremendous cloud of dust, aud sending up the
stones in all directions. The moment the shot
struck [ jumped up and waved my jacket amid a
burst of cheers. 1 then discovered that the shot
had come clean through the heap of stones, and had
been stopped by the last one. What would have
happened if the last stone had not been there?
We can only say, ‘ All's well that ends well’; but
it was a very foolish trick to play, both for the
gunner and his target.

Nothing much occurred after this, till one morning
early Joe rushed into my room to say that the
Inzme was wrecked inside the harbour. Sure
enough a Greek brig had run into the Lizzie during
the night as she lay at anchor, and there she
was on the rocks. The windlass was capsized, the
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bowsprit driven right in, and the topmast carried
away and hanging from the cross-trees. The whole
fort had turned out. The men jumped into the
water, and by main force got her off the rocks into
ueep water. The authorities promptly boarded the
brig and ordered the captain to pay compensation.
This he refused to do, so they instantly took his
aqudder off and told him that when he paid fifty
dollars compgnsation he would get his rudder back
again. This he did, after vowing vengeance on the
Lizzie. 1 started off as soon as possible for Corfu
to repair damages. The moment I was well out at
sea the brig got under way, and followed us with
every intention, I firmly believe, of murdering us.
Most fortunately there wus a head wind, and by
beating to windward we gradually got away from
them, but we had only the foresail and mainsail to
help us.

At this time we had the order of readiness for
the Crimea, and after T had put the Lizzie in perfect
repair and a new topmast rigged, I sold her, with
everything on board, to the Colonel of one of the
Militia regiments who had been sent out from Eng-
land to relieve the garrison of the lonian Islands.
He took over the crew as well, so that 1 was
relieved of all anxiety. Our parting from our good
friends at Zante was most affecting. The 31st
Regiment was greatly liked, and the Greeks were
firmly under the impression that we would be
annihilated by the Russians. Many men on the
pier from which we embarked had the tears running
down their cheeks, and the parting was, altogether,
most touching.
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Drawing the enemy’s fire—My water-supply—Transport
muddles—Turkish furriery—Making ¢ crow’s-nests "—
Gordon in the trenches—The first assault on the Mala-
koft:—In command of transport of the Second Division
—The failure to take the Redan—A hot night in the
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watering device—The best house in camp—Visit to the
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faithful Jew—Eaten by rats—Clearing up and coming
away.

W arrived in due course at Balaclava, disembarked,
and were quartered theve some time before proceed-
ing to the front.

I shall not attempt to give any history of the
campaign, but shall merely rvelate what T went
through myself.

On cne occasion, when we went down to duty,
the whole of the men had been taken away in
difforent directions. 1t was done in this way : * One
officer and 100 men wanted here ;< One officer and
50 men wanted’ in another place, and so on. Then
they marched away, and Captain Swaflield and 1
were l-ft behind with nothing to do. We found
that our men were taken to open a fresh trench in

173
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a very exposed and dangerous position. It would
have been extremely dangerous had the enemy
discovered what they were doing, so the bright idea
struck us, as we had nothing to do, to divert the
enemy’s attention.

We went into a quiet corner of the trenches
where there was nobody, and commenced to hammer
‘away on the stones with bits of old iron.

Soon the enemy discovered, as they thought,
something very important going on, from the noise
we were making. They opened a sharp fire 1n our
direction, and, as we were pretty safe under the
parapet, we kept up the tinkling noise, and thus
drew the enemy’s fire away from our mern, so that
they worked the whole night without a man being
hit, and we considered we had done a very good
night’s work.

During the hot weather there was always an
outery for water for the men to drink, and therve
were everlasting complaints of the want of water.
One night I went to General Wyndham, who
was 1n charge of the trenches, and offered to
be entirely responsible for the water-supply. He
replied, * Why, there’'s not an officer in the British
army would offer to do that! Are you really in
earnest ! For if you are, you may depend upon it
your offer will be accepted, and I pity you’ 1
replied, On one condition, that I do i1t my own
way, and am not interfered with by anyone.” As
a matter of fact, I carrled out my offer with perfect
satisfaction to everybody, but will explain my
proceedings.
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First of all I had a dozen zine powder-magazines
brought down and completely sunk into the earth
with the mouths flush with the ground; the lids
were strongly hinged on, and when closed were
water-tight.  From my knowledge of the trenches,
I selected as safe a place as possible in a hollow,
where nothing but an exploding shell could reach
them. All this was done after I had command of
the transport of the Second Division, and every
morning I sent down a troop of ponies loaded with
barrels of water, and had all the above magazines
filled up. 1 soon found out how much water was
really required, and took eare that there was always
plenty. I had a sentry placed in charge to prevent
any man from using the water for washing, which
they had constantly dene up to this time.

Two or three days after 1 had fairly started all
this, I got a line from the Quartermaster-General of
the division, laconie and to the point, ‘ The old
story, nc water! [ jumped on my horse and
galloped cight down to the trenches, left my horse
in the twenty-one gun battery, where there was good
shelter, and walked down to the water depot.
There 1 found about half’ the magazines quite empty,
but the other half’ yuite tull; no sentry, however,
was in charge! I rode straight back to the Quarter-
master-General's tent and told him how matters
stood. It appeared that a Colonel in command of
a party had sent up the report on the strength
only of one of the men saying that there was no
water, and be, I believe, got it very hot from the
General for sending up such an unfounded report,
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without taking the trouble to first ascertain the
facts. There was not another complaint made
during the remainder of the siege, as there was
always plenty of water, and the men knew where
to go and get it without being allowed to waste it,
which formerly had been done to a disgraceful extent.

As is now a matter of history, the transport of
the army at this time reflected great disgrace, not
on us whq were on the spot, but on the home
authorities. Words could not describe the hopeless
confusion and stupidity connected with the whole
department.

Colonel McMurdo, a most experienced and able
officer, who had formerly been aide-de-camp to
Sir Charles Napier m India (and married his
daughter), was in command of the transport of the
whole army, but very soon broke down from over-
work. There were I don't know how many divisions
of transport in command of officers picked up any-
how by the home authoritics, many of them without
the slightest idea of what they were expected to do
when they got out, and no knowledge whatever of
horses or wheel-carriages. Then the authorities
applied to the Turkish Government for men to work
the transport, and the system by which they were
procured was quite delightful and refreshing. A
village, say, in Asia Minor, was surrcunded by the
Turkish troops, and nearly every able-bodied in-
habitant seized, marched down to the sea, bundled
on board a transport, and landed at Balaclava,
handed over to one of the aforesaid officers, who
was provided with an interpreter, and they were
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immediately formed into a division of transport,
with two or three junior officers to assist. Then, as
to the horses and mules which were required : they
arrived in shiploads, having been purchased all over
Europe with only rope halters round their heads, and
so were taken possession of by the division. These
animals w=re many of them quite unfit and savagely
vicious, havirg evidently been got rid of by their
former owners to their satisfaction.  Then, to com-
plete the picture, shiploads of pack-saddles arrived,
I know not from where, and were handed over
for immediate use. ~Of eourse, no artificers were
provided vo fit the saddles, or harness, but they
were simply put on the animals’ backs, loaded at
Balaclava with everything that was required for a
large army, and sent up to the front, the result
being frightful sore backs for the poor animals.
Many of them were rvendered utterly useless. The
horseshoes provided came from Turkey, and were
simply a flat plate of iron with a hole in the middle;
and as some Turkish farriers were provided, they
put them on after thetr own fashion, which I will
describe.

The tarrier took a good long vope, doubled it, and
knotted a loop at the end to about the size of a
vood large horse-collar.  This was put over the
horse’s head after the manner of a collar, the knot
resting on the horse’s chest.  Then the two ends of
rope were brought between his logs ; each rope then
taken by a man was hitched on to the fetlocks of
his hind-legs and brought through the loop i front ;
then by a steady, hard pull the hind-legs were drawn
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up to the fore-legs, and the horse fell heavily on his
side. All the four feet were then tied together by
the fetlocks, the horse was propped up on his back,
and the farrier sat down quietly beside him and
proceeded to take off all the old shoes and put on
new ones. When the work was fimshed his legs
were untied, and he was allowed to get up again.
No wonder that our farriers, when they came to
shoe these animals, had great difticulty in doing so.
after the manner of civilized nations.

When the 31st landed at Balaclava, where we were
quartered for some weeks—I presume to get ac-
climatized, as during that period we were never sent
into the trenches, or took any partin the siege—but
every morning we had 1o march our companies into
a wood—or, rather, 1 should call it a jungle, as there
were no forest trees—every two or three men having
an axe given to them to cut down branches. These
were then carried to an open space, where the men set
to work to make gabions,; whieh they called ‘crow’s-
nests’; and you would hear in the morning a man
calling out, ‘It is “crow’s-nests” again to-day,
boys.” The gabions were made up by taking up-
right sticks about a yard long, sticking them in the
ground, and then twisting branches basket-fashion,
in and out, round them, up to the top, when they
were pulled out and carried away ready for use. To
make a trench they were placed side by side, the
earth dug out on the defender’s side and filled into
the gabions. More earth was then thrown out
towards the enemy till a good solid bank was
formed which could resist shot or shell. About
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18 inches of solid ground was left between the
gabions and the diteh, and on this the men could sit
i perfect safety from direct tire, and when thley
required to fire themselves, they had only to step
up on to the place where they had been sitting, and
fire «ver the top, exposing only the head and
shoulders to the enemy. These sort of trenches we
soon had an opportunity of testing for ourselves,
crow’s-nests and all,

One fine morning we marched up to the front,
forming part of the Second Division of the army,
and immediately a cevtamn- number of us were
detailed for duty in the trenches. 1 was one of the
party, and Eager was in command.  Our route lay
through a narvow valley knowu by the somewhat
ominous title of the Valley of Death.  Just as we
turned out of the valley to elimb up to the trenches,
a shell carae hopping down the ascent, bounded over
our heads, and exploded in the air.  No one was hit,
but it was a very disagreeable introduction.  When
we got into the trenches we were handed over to
the Enginsers for our night’s work, and expected,
of cowrse, to bhe set to dig a fresh trench, as the
British were sapping their way towards the Redan.
We had tranches both on our right and left flanks,
forming a sovt of semicirele round the Russian
fortifications. My company was taken possession of
by a corperal of Mngineers, who escorted us some
distance through the teenches iuto one that was
empty, and there left us.  We had not the slightest
idea where we were or what we were expected to
do! Bat a whisper had gone about that theve was
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to be a bombardment in the morning. Hour after
hour passed in silence, and just as daylight was
coming in, a roar of artillery broke out behind
us, and immediately the Russians responded. We
found that we were right between the two fires,
and shot and shell went sereaming over our heads
in both directions; the concussion was so great that
small stones and earth came rolling down from
the top of the trench.  We simply sat still with our
heads almost splitting from the fearful uproar.
After about an hour of this the little corporal of
Engineers put in an appearance and told us that
we had been sent there by mistake, and we were to
follow him immediately.

Away we went, and just as we got into what wag
called the ‘twenty-one gun battery,” one poor fellow
was smashed by a round shot as he was passing an
open embrasure which had only an empty gabion
stuck in it to sereen us from the enemy, but of
course gave us no proteetion. . Here 1 found the
well-known and celebrated Colonel Gordon, the
hero of Khartoum. He was sitting on a light
camp-chair making notes, with a Dbright, happy
smile on his face, while the shot and shell were
flying about in all directious, as the bombardment
was then at its fiercest. 1 shall never forget that
noble face, of the most perfect composure in the
midst of such imminent danger. After a time the
ammunition became expended, and the bombardment
gradually slackened off, and in a short while ceased
altogether ; then each side proceeded to fill up
again until they had a sufficient supply for another
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artillery duel.  AIl this time the French were
steadily sapping forward their trenches to the
Malakoff Tower, which was considered the key of
the Russian position.  Shortly after this they
announced that they were prepared to make the.
assault. with our assistance.  Of course, the 31st
were duly marched down, and we were placed 1n
reserve in rear of the twenty-one gun battery, in such
a position that we could sec nothing of what was
going ¢n 1a the trenches.  The attack commenced,
and furious fighting went one for o long time, which
ended in & repulse to the Allics all along the line,
and we returned back to camp in the atternoon
feeling vety crestiallen after our defeat. This was
on June 13, 1854,

It was after this that transport difficulties so
increased that officers to take charge of 1t were in
great demand. 1 volunteered my services, and was
placed in command of the transport of the Second
Division of the army with the local rank of Major.
Fach battalion of the transport was known by a
letter, and mine was the letter D, all the animals
being branded ‘D’ on the hip with a hot ron.

When | took command I found it in charge of
two sergeants.  All the ofticers had from illness
and overwork been invalided home, so it may be
unagined what the state of affairs was 1 had to take
chargo of.  Simply a mob of Tarks with more mules
and horses than they knew what to do with, and
everything in the last stage of anarchy and con-
fusion. [ had no sooner pitched my tent than
quite a mob of Turks appeared at the door. [
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asked a sergeant what it was all about. ¢Oh,” he
said, ‘send them away, I never listen to them ; send
them away.” [ replied, ¢ Is there not an interpreter ?
Please find him."” Then a shabby little Greek
shufled up and made a polite bow, and T proceeded
to hear what the Turks had to say. The first man
that came up began to speak and gesticulate wildly.
“Oh,” said the interpreter, ‘ that’s a man that speaks
a language no one understands, not even the Turks ;
but he makes energetic signs, which, I believe, mean
that he wants to go home, as he is always pointing
towards the south.” ~Poor fellow ! I wonder where
the Turks eaught him, but, of course, we shall never
know. T had him shipped off with a good bag of
sovereigns tied round his waist, as they were actually
due to him as pay, and it was then that 1 got from the
Turks themselves, through the interpreter, how they
had enlisted. They eame from a variety of districts
in the Turkish Empire. I told them that they should
go home as soon as possible, and at this they were
greatly delighted. There were also in the battalion
a good many Britishers who had been enlisted at
home and sent out for transport duty. Many of
them did not know a horse’s head from his feet, and
had never gone through any military drill; all the
same they were armed with carbines and dressed in
uniform.

Such was the state of affairs when 1 took over
charge of the transport of the Second Division of
the army. Fortunately we had an able staff:
Colonel Wilbraham (afterwards General command-
ing Netley Hospital) was our Adjutant-General ;



IN COMMAND OF TRANSPORT 183

Massey, atterwards Lord Clarina, who had been
in the 3lst with me, was also on the stafft 1 am
sorry to say I forget the name of the Quartermaster-
Greneral, but with his able assistance matters soon
began to mend. Men volunteered from the different
regiments of the division who had some knowledge
of horses, and also some artificers. Shoeing-smiths,
saddlers, and carpenters were found and handed
over te me, and things began rapidly to get in better
shape. I got officers, also, who were allowed to Jjoin
from the different regiments.  One of them was
‘aptain Pepper, i after-years my brother-in-law ;
and 1 also got the sergeant-major of the 31st
presented. with a commission, and made him my
Adjutant.  Ile had served with me in the Light
Company for years as my colowr-sergeant, and I
knew hi: excellent qualifications. He had been
brought up in a hunting stable, and thoroughly
understoad the management of horses, and knew all
about sacdlery and haness—the very man made, as
1t were, for the situation—and a first-class rider;
and now everything, comparatively speaking, was
‘smooth sailing.’

September 8 was a day to be remembered, as on
that day the Allied Forees made a combined attack
and drove the Russians out of Sebastopol and across
the harbour.  Knowing what was about to take place,
I rode quietly down to the trenches, which 1 well
knew, having to visit them almost daily, and T arrived
about an hour before the time fixed for the attack.
I believe I was the only officer who at any time
rode down to the trenches, it being considered rather
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dangerous, but the Russians never took any notice
of me. I selected a favourable position to see every-
thing, as I was quite free to go where I pleased.
My only duty was to see a good supply of water taken
into the Redan, should it be captured; and I had a
sergeant with a large party of ponies and barrels of
water waiting in a ravine, not far off. for that purpose.

All was perfectly silent. The Russians knew
quite well what was coming, and had prepared
accordingly. T was looking over the parapet of the
twenty-one gun battery; which was comparatively
high up, and commanded a perfect view both of our
position and of Sebastopol. At the hour appointed
the French suddenly appeared to rise out of the
ground within a few yards of the Malakoff Tower.
In a moment the Russians sprang into view and
poured a fierce fire into the advancing French,
which must have doune fearful execution ; but
nothing checked the Frenchmen. They rapidly
threw ladders across the ditch and swarmed into
the fort. The battle raged in the town of Sebastopol
till the late afternoon, with an incessant roar of
musketry, but the Russians were driven back inch
by inch, and were finally driven across the harbour,
And now for the ugly side of the picture.

Our trenches were packed full of men, and
simultaneously with the French attack on the
Malakoff, quite a small party of red-coats rushed
across the open space whieh divided our trenches
from the Redan.

This was the forlorn hope, but nobody followed
them. They were led by General Wyndham in
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person, and they disappeared into the Redan. Tt was
here that ‘ Redan Massey * distinguished himself.
After a desperate hand-to-hand tight, those who were
left alive: of the forlorn hope were driven out.  How
it happened I leave others to say, but some of the
wounded men were cursing and swearing at having
been so shamefully deserted.  No attempt was
made to try a second attack, and the French were
left to drive out the Russians single-handed.

I am straply relating what I saw with my own
eyes, and I leave it to otheus to account for such a
disgraceful proceeding,

I was frequently insulted  afterwards by the
French soldiers, who would shout in our faces,
¢ French bon, English no bon.’

I think T raight mention bere a little adventure 1
had one night in the trenches. ~ We took down with
us a smal keg of rum, and during the night the
sergeant and I went to serve out the rum to the
men. | was sitting wath the Little keg between my
knees, pouring out the rum mto a tin held by a
gergeant who knelt beside me. At that momeunt a
large piece of shell smashed in the keg, and bulged
the far side without coming out. < Oh, the grog’s
all running away,” cried the sergeant; *turn it
round!"  Without dropping the keg 1 turned it
round and saved about half the liquor, but every
man had only about half o glass; so | sent up the
broken kez immediately to the quartermaster in
camp, with a polite request that we might have

* While these pages are in the press a brave warrior,
¢ Redan Massey,” Lord Clarina, has passed away.
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another, which in due course arrived, and the men
had a full glass all round, so that they had altogether
a glass and a half instead of one glass, to their great
delight. 1 may mention that 1 was a total abstainer
myself, and remained so during the whole campaign.
It must have been rather a hot night, as we called
it, for shortly after the second keg was emptied,
something in the nature of’ a shot or splinter struck
it, and one of the men shouted, * You're too late, my
boy ; we've got it! thus showing how reckless men
get after a time. T have still got the piece of shell,
weighing about 4 pounds, which struck the rum-keg
as I held it.

One of the most abominable things we had to
suffer in the trenches was a shower of iron bullets
fired up in the air out of a mortar, and they came down
perpendicularly, whisk ! whisk ! all around us, there
being no protection from the parapet to save us.

I remember one might [ found a man sitting
next me quite dead ; he had been killed by the iron
shower.

Referring to the final attack : when I found that
the British did not attempt to retake the Redan, I
quietly rode back to camp and had my dinner,
returning again in the afternoon to see how matters
were going on ; but still there was no advance on
our side, the battle between the French and the
Russians raging furiously still.

The next morning, before daylight, I went down
again, and rode through the trenches as far as our
advanced sentries, where 1 met General Wyndhan.
Whether he had ever left the trenches I know not,
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but he took me kindly by the hand and said,
¢ Come, and I shall show you the Redan.” T may say,
therefore, 1 was the first in after the Russians had
evacuated it: the killed on both sides, Russians
and British, were lying just as they fell, and the
General peinted out to me the whole scene, drawing
my atient.on specially to one poor fellow lying at
our fest. He said, “Ah! that was a brave man ;
how splendidly he fought and rallied the others till
he fell ' Seeing a Russian axe lying on the ground,
1 quietly hid it in a gabion amongst the loose earth,
knowing that an order-had been given that nothing
was to be taken out of Sebustopol. | afterwards
took off the handle and brought the head away, and
have it now as one of my trophies.

The order above referred to was a most stupid
one, for it did not extend to the French, who simply
carried oft everything that was valuable.  For
instance, I raet six Frenchmen coming out with a
magnificent grand piano on thens heads, and every-
thing that they fancied was taken out of’ the eathe-
dral.  Oue man came out with one of the splendid
candlesticks from oft the high altar, but on discover-
mg in the daylight that it was not solid silver, he
threw it down and kicked it to pieces. [ picked up
the hase, which was all battered about, brought it
home and had it restoved, and 1t now stands on my
sideboarc.,

When the embargo te looting was taken off, 1
took everything out of the town that 1 could make
useful, but 1 had one most disagreeable duty to
perform. 1 was ordered down with a large party
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to clear the Russian dead out of one of their hos-
pitals, which had been left by them on their retreat,
without making any effort for burial. The appear-
ance of the place beggars all deseription. In a long
room upstairs, which had evidently been a barrack,
there was a row of beds on one side, in nearly every
one of which there lay a corpse. One of the windows
about the centre of the room stood wide open, and
in the back court, just underneath, was a pile of
human bodies, like an immense haystack, reaching
nearly to the window _ Below this dreadful room
there was a long passage dimly lighted, and all
along, from one end to the other, lay the dead
bodies of officers and soldiers.  An immertse pit had
been excavated just in the vear of the Redan, and
into that we conveyed the sad remains by cartloads,
and there they were all interred, and a great mound
of earth heaped on the top of them. [ was so fear-
fully nauseated that I could scarcely eat anything
for three days, and appeared always to have a
horrible taste in my mouth. 'This operation was all
carried out within sight of the Russians, and in easy
range of their guns from the other side of the
harbour, where they were firmly established.

My principal duties were to bring up all neces-
saries supplied from Bualaclava for the use of the
division, and as the trenches were deserted, and
as I now had plenty of spare transport—having
amply supplied the needs of the commissariat for
some time to come—1I proceeded to establish myself
and my men as comfortably as we could, seeing we had
the prospect of another winter in the Crimea before
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us.  One of our greatest troubles was the wandering
away of the horses and mules from their picket-
lines, so 1 started, with all the men 1 could mustér,
and built & wall about 4 feet high, forming the camp
into a square, with an entrance off’ the high road to
the front, and another to the rear, opening upon our
parade-ground. There was plenty of room all round,
and we were not in any way crowded, and it was
only about three minutes’ smart walk to the 31st
camp. The commissariat were on the other side of
us, with a good space between.  Outside my wall
I dug o deep ditch and packed the soil against the
wall on the outside, and no animal could pass either
in or out. Then [ started off with two waggoons to
the wood beyond the outposts of the Italians, who
were encamped at the other end of the Balaclava
plaing, neur where the memorvable charge of the
Light Brigade took place. On the way I picked
up the larcze-head of one of the 17th Lancers, and
brought it home with me as 2 memento of that
eventful day.

We spent a good many hours in felling and trim-
ming trees, and were not disturbed by the Russians,
although there was nothing to prevent them from
taking us prisoners, had they known we were there.

With this timber I constructed two gates for my
camp, «ulso powerful picket-posts, to which 1 attached
strong ropas taken out of Sebastopol.  Then I had
all my animals securely fastened, and there was no
more troukle caused by their breaking loose.

We had to take them to water at a large pond
within the ¥rench lines; but one fine morning
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I got the order to water them at the Tchernaya
River, some two miles away, as the pond was getting
véry low. | did not at all approve of this order, as
the distance was so great; 1 therefore fell upon the
following expedient : At the usual watering hour
the halters were all taken off, and the horses and
mules were driven out at the open gate. Away
they went, kicking and squealing with delight, right
away to the pond for their drink, plunging in and
setting the French sentiies at defiance. The moment
they had left their own camp their corn was put
down in a little heap for each animal ; and by that
device they soon came back again for their dinner,
and were tied up without any trouble. No com-
plaint was ever lodged by the French, and [ con-
tinued to carry out this wise and common -sense
plan, until a plentiful a1ain filled up the pond, and
official permission was given for the use of it, as
formerly.

Having plenty of spare waggons and the hearty
permission of the divisional staft, I went down daily
to Sebastopol, with a party of men, and we brought
up from there every conceivable article that might
be useful for a standing camp, ripping off’ the tloors
of the houses and bringing up plenty of wood, besides
nails of all sorts, o barrel of tar, a quantity of ship’s
salls, lots of iron to make horseshoes, and last, but
not least, a fine big grindstone.

The General sent me a lot of efficient workmen,
picked out from the differcnt regiments—shoeing-
smiths, carpenters, bricklayers, ete. 1 set to work at
once and put up stables for all the transport, and to
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build a comfortable house for myself, which 1 did out
of the Sebastopol stones, with the funnel of a small
steambons for my chunuey ; 1 built a fire-place and a
partition-wall to make two rooms with KEnglish fire-
bricks ; and there was no trouble in making a grate
with some old iron. As we were awfully tormented by
this time with armies of rats, 1 filled the whole of the
space under the floor with smashed empty bottles, so -
that never a rat attempted to come in.  The doors
and windows 1 dug out of a house in Sebastopol, so
that they had only to be built in frames and all, with-
out any alteration. ‘T'hey were Leautiful mahogany
doors, with brass fittings—one for the entrance and
the other leading to the bedroom. The partition was
buut so as to leave half of the tunnel In each room,
and a log or two on the five, when I went to bed, kept
both rooms warm all night.  Then 1 put a lean-to
against each side of the house-—one was for my
servant, Joe Brown, and the other was my office.
1 also had a boiler fixed 11 Joe's room by an efficient
bricklaver who knew his work, and a little fire-place
for cooking ; and T could always have enough hot
water to warm my bath all through the winter, the
bath being a fine large tub | brought out of
Sebastopol.  One of the bandsmen of the 31st
papered my rooms with a pretty rose-bud pattern
which | parchagsed n Dalaclava.  The roof was
composed of planks, neatly fitted together without
any overlap and then envered with strong canvas
taken from the dockyard, nailed carefully on with
copper nails. and then well tarved. | believe that
my house was the very best to be seen in either of
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the armies, and many a happy evening my friend
and I had together, as I had a carpet and beautiful
tables and chairs out of Sebastopol.

I spent a very pleasant autumn and winter until
peace was declared, when we made up parties of
officers and proceeded to explore the country in all
directions. Our first trip was to the battle-field of
the Alma, as it was announced in general orders
that on a certain date the country was thrown
open to us py the Russians. Being determined to
be first, we sat up till twelve o’clock at night, and
then started on horseback with. two days’ food for
ourselves and horses in our saddle-bags, but no
attendants. I was selected to be guide, and after
crossing the Tchernaya by the bridge, I took a bee-
line for the Alma, although | had never been there
in my life, but knew the direction by the map.
There was no road, but we simply climbed hills and
rode through woods, getting there all right. We
first rode up the hill which the French had so
gallantly taken from the Russians, and found on
the top the skeletons of six horses, lying two and
two, with the remains of the harness still lying
there—evidently the spot where the French had
captured the guns, and had shot the horses as they
stood, to prevent the enemy from taking them
away. I brought home with me one of the horses’
feet with the Russian brand on it, and have it now.
The shoe 18 still on it.  After wandering about for
some time we took possession of a hut without a
roof, ighted a fire, and made ourselves as comfortable
as circumstances permitted, including the horses;
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had a sound sleep, taking by turns to watech our
horses all night, as there were Cossacks about ; but
they were quite friendly, and invited us to come to
their quarters, which we politely declined, and
returned to Sebastopol in the morning.

A day or two after this, T saw an open carriage
with two ladies inside passing my camp. 1 went
down. making myself as pleasant as T could, and
asked them in [talian if T could be of any service
to them. They replied in fluent Italian, though
they were Russians, that they would be grateful if
I would show them about. Needless to add, I
complied at once ‘with their request, while the
coachman and horses were taken charge of by my
men. 1 introduced them to my great friend
Dr. Atkinson, of the 31Ist, and after wandering
about for some time, we four returned to my house,
and had lunch. One of the ladies informed us that
she was in Sebastopol when the Allies arrived
outside, ard that they had nothing to do then but
walk in.  Oh, if they had ouly known this! Those
in Sebastopol were very much surprised when no
effort was made to take possession of the eity, seeing
the Russian army was absent !

After lunch, with many polite thanks, the ladies
requested their carriage might be brought round.
Fancy 1ay feelings when [ went out to give orders.
to find the coachman quite drunk and utterly help-
less! After spending a very enjoyable evening all
together, ard baving introduced the ladies to several
of my brother officers who could talk Ttalian, I
handed over my house to the unexpected visitors,.
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and got a shakedown for myself in the 31st camp.
1 lodged the coachman safe in the guard-room, with
striect orders that he was on no account to get
another drop of liquor, and am happy to add that
he was quite capable in the morning to return home
to a Russian town some eighteen miles off,

Having very little to do, we spent most of our
time making expeditions all round the country.
Dr. Atkingon and 1 started one morning for an
expedition in the direction of Batchybacserai.

We generally hunted up an hotel where we had a
dinner for which the Russians charged a fabulous sum,
and then rode quietly home again in the evening.

On this occasion we stayed rather later than
usual, and 1t was dark when we started our ride
home. As the town stood some two miles at right
angles to the road, I suggested that we should
make a short cut until we struck the main road.
It was a very dark night, and after we had ridden
some time I saw what 1 took to be a man carrying
a lantern some distance in front of us, so I trotted
forward. As soon as I began to near the man, he
ran away as fast as I could trot. I then put the
horse into a gallop, and still he kept just as far as
ever in front. 1 was going after him as fast as I
could pelt, when my companion shouted out, ‘ For
goodness’ sake, stop! and 1 pulled up short. He
said, ¢ That 1s not a man at all, but a will-o’-the-
wisp, and | am certain he is leading you into
danger.” And sure enough, within 20 yards of where
1 had pulled up, we came upon a long row of deep
pits which had been a Russian camp in the former
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winter. The Russians had dug right down a deep
square piv into the ground, and roofed it over, very
much as the inhabitants used to do on the other
side of the Rocky Mountains. In this case the roofs
had entirely disappeared ; no doubt they had been
used for trewood. 1 had a very narrow escape.

Whatever people may think of this, I have simply
stated the facts. No man could have possibly run
as fast as 1 was galloping.

Shortly after this we struck the main road and
got quietly back to camp.

Our next expedition was to visit Simferopol.
As it was some fifty miles away, we had to make
arrangements accordingly.  We took an Trish out-
side car snd harnessed four horses to it. Then we
filled the well of the ear right up with oats for the
horses, ssarted with fwo postilions, and did the
journey in first-rate style.

When we got to Simleropol we found all the
hotels crammed full, not a bed to be had for love or
money, but as a tavour one of the hotel-keepers
gave e the use of a sofa in the dining-room. After
dinner I retired for the night on to the sofa, but to
my great astonishment a large table was spread for
a fresh party of diners, and in came some half-dozen
Englishmen and Russians. I understood from the
conversation that the Englishmen were going to
stand the dinner. Only one of the Russians spoke
English; and 1t was really past a joke, after
champagrie had been going round for some time,
all the Finglish shouting at once, ‘Tell him, tell
him! This abominable vow went on, to my
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great annoyance, till daylight in the morning. By
that time they had got rid of a good stock of
champagne, and when they cleared out I had some
chance of going to sleep ; but my revenge was sweet
when the bill came in to the Englishmen in the
morning after the Russians had departed. T heard
one item repeated several times—¢ Twenty bottles of
champagne, twenty sovereigns,” so my noisy friends
had to pay for their amusement.

Having seen all that we cared to see there, we
trotted quietly home again.

This time Atkinson, his cousin, and Swettenham
(my former subaltern in the 31st, and now a General)
made up the party. = We had started on the Woron-
zoft Road, intending to take a trip all along that
lovely belt of narrow land which extends nearly
the whole length of the southern face of the Crimea,
protected from the north for many miles by high and
impassable chiffs.

The entrance to this was. by a high and lofty
gateway, standing on the top of the cliff; and in no
other way could you get down to this beautiful strip
of country, where olive-trees and vines flourished in
quite a tropical climate, and the wild flowers were
most lovely.

The first night we stopped at an hotel, where we
were very well received, and the next day we arrived
at Livadia, the winter palace of the Czar. 1t is
well known that the Allies left this beautiful place
quite intact, and nothing could have been easier
than to blow it all to pieces by a single man-of-war,
as 1t stood on the seashore.
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We were most politely received and escorted all
over the palace (which was in perfect order) by a
gentleman who walked backwards the whole way,
and appeared incapable of walking like other human
beings, from long practice!

After this we did another long day’s march, but I
am sorry to say that I forget the name of the place
at which we stopped that night, and then returned
as wo came.

We were certainly in light marching order, and
carried no extras, but we were quite used to roughing
it in those days, and everyone knows that the lighter
a horse is for a long journey the better.

The weather being now delightfully warm, we
used to make up parties to go down and swim in
Sebastopol Harbour, and occasionally 1 used to
march the men down to the Tcehernaya River.

On one such occasion we found the river in flood,
and coming down in rather a muddy condition.
While the men were plunging about, 1 and the
doctor walked up and down about 50 yards oft.

Suddenly we heard some of the men calling out,
‘Therc he is, there he is! in an excited manner,
and I saw them pointing at the river. I realized in
a moment that there was something wrong. I was
dressed in uniform, with my sword and a pair of
high Life-Guard boots and spurs. In a moment ]
unbuckled my sword and dropped it, knocked my
cap off, ard ran forward as fast as 1 could. Just
as I got within 10 yards of the river, where there
was a persendicular bank about 5 feet high and
a deep whicling pool, u shout came from all the men,
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‘There he is again! and as I came in sight of the
water I saw a black head disappear. Without
checking my steps, | mentally calculated the distance,
took a header into the river, and grappled with the
man at the bottom, and brought him safe out, but
too far gone to struggle.

The extraordinary thing was that with all those
men on the bank, some of whom were expert
swimmers, not one of them attempted to save their
comrade ; but after I got hold of him, Sergeant
Connelly, my quartermaster - sergeant, jumped in
and helped me to fish him out.

I handed him over to the doctor, got on my
horse, and rode home to get a change of clothes.

This little exploit of mine appeared in The Times,
in one of Russell's letters home, but without any
particulars.

The following anecdote 18 about a scene before the
Peace :

About the time I began to build my house, I was
one afternoon improving the entrance to the camp,
and happened to be looking in the direction of the
French lines, when I saw one of the grandest sights
that can possibly be imagined—to wit, the blowing
up of an old windmill, in which the French had
an enormous quantity of live shells. The wallg
acted exactly like a cone, and when the explosion
occurred, a stream of fire shot straight up into the
air, immediately forming into an immense white
head, out of which exploded hundreds of live shells,
the splinters coming down again in a perfect shower,
making the ground all round dance with little jets
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of dust. The whole French army turned out on the
spot, as they scemed to anticipate an attack, and at
the moment, I suppose, they did not know what had
happened. The bursting of the shells sounded like
the discharge of artillery, and no doubt, for the
monient, they thought that the Russians had stolen
a march on them.

I sheuld like to record the faithful service of a
Jew, gwven while in the Crimea, where, by his
request, I took him. He was a native of Zante,
by trade a tailor, and an unesmmonly good one, too,
Raphael Levi by name.  On one of my trips in the
Lizzie $0 Corfu, Raphael eane on board and told me
that, on account of the evil treatment which the
Jews received from the Greeks, he had been actually
refused his passage on the usual steamer back to
Zante. It can scarcely be believed how the Jews
were persecuted, the more particularly on account
of their belief in the British, while the Greeks were
rabidly Russian, and it was the desire to prevent
complicutions that caused the British garrison not
at once to be sent to the Crimea.

Levi said that it T would only take him back
with me he would provide all his own food, and
would only ask to be allowed to sleep on deck. Of
course | took him, and when he came on hoard next
morning, accompanied by some friends, he told me
that for my kindness there was not a Jew in Corfu
who would not be my friend in the future. Later on,
when we received orders to embark for the Crimea,
Levi asked to be allowed to come as my servant,
and knowing what a useful man he was, I accepted
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his offer, and he came on board, living amongst my
own men, who knew him and liked him, so that there
was no trouble on that account during the passage.

On arrival 1 found him invaluable, as there were
a number of his own people there, and anything
that was to be got he managed to obtain for us.

I may just mention one little incident :

In the depth of winter one of my officers was
taken dangerously ill with quinsy, and the doctor
declared that it was absolutely necessary to apply
leeches to save his life.

The thermometer was below zero, and it was blow-
ing a wild blizzard with drifting snow. Levisaid that
1t was just possible that leeches might be got from
some of his people beyond the French lines several
miles away. He volunteered to go for them if 1
would give him a horse, rolled himself up as well
as he could, and started. After some two or three
hours he returned, more dead than alive, but
announced that he had at last got leeches. Then
with the greatest difliculty unbuttoning one coat
after another, he produced the bottle from his chest.
Fancy our astonishment when we found the bottle
frozen solid !

The doctor took the matter in hand, thawed out
the leeches skilfully, and they did their duty. 1
call that an act of heroism on the part of Levi.

By -and - by Levi got permission to start a
canteen and a sort of shop; he made a very good
thing out of it, I should hope.

My battalion of transport was left to nearly the
last when the army embarked for England.
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We had no horses, and had nothing to do, so we
devoted ourselves prinecipally to rat-hunting, as the
brutes perfectly swarmed about the camps, because
they wers starving,

One night one of the men came home drunk, and
went to sleep in an empty stable.  Ilis remains were
found in the morning half caten; whether the rats
ate him alive or not will never be known.

Our last amusement was to collect the huts from
all the neighbouring camps and pile them up in an
enormous heap on the ground. When the evening
began to close in we set five to it. It was the
biggest bonfire I fancy that ever was seen. Some
of the men took a circular platform from a tent,
made a table of it at the highest point of the pile,
put chairs round, and had 1t well supplied with
bottles full of powder.

To make the affair still more comiecal, several
human-like figures were manufactured with old
clothes «nd straw; some of them had a bottle of
powder insile. They were tied to the chairs and
set round the table. The fun was, of course, to see
them blow up when they took fire. Everyone that
went up into the air was received with a loud cheer,
but by-and-by the fire became so fierce that no one
could go within 100 yards of it, and it burned for
days. My last act was to set fire to my own
beautiful house, plastered and papered inside, with
wooden floors and mahogany doors with brass
mountings—the whole, as 1 have already related,
brought from the town.

It is vot surprising that shipowners made a good



202 PERSONAL ADVENTURES AND ANECDOTES

thing out of it at this time. The steamer that we
came home in, the Robert Low, being chartered by the
day or week, was in no hurry to arrive in England
[ calculated afterwards by the time that we were ot
the passage, and the distance from Balaclava tc
Portsmouth, that we did it exactly at two and a
half miles an hour, but we enjoyed it thoroughly,
stopping at every conceivable place on the way
‘home, and often spending-a few days on shore,
First Constantinople, then Malta, Gibraltar, and
Lisbon, where we had a most enjoyable week ; then
Falmouth, and ultimately we arrived safely at
Portsmouth.

Off Cowes we steamed past the royal yacht at
anchor. Her Majesty was sitting on deck in an
arm-chair. She gracefully bowed to us as we gave
her three ringing cheers.



CHAPTER XTI

Formation of a Military "Train—-Start for China—QOutbreak of
the Indian Muatiny—>Sir Colin Campbell and ILord
Canning—We become a Cavalry regiment—Choosing
horses—T'he wrong ¢ present*=-Fatal chargers—On the
road to Allahabad—My officers—A scene at the Horse
Guards—8Sore backs—Round Lucknow-—Relief of the
Sikhs in Bank’s bungalow — After the relief of the
Residency-—A case of temporary insanity—A difficult
task,

It wag now decided by the Government to establish
a Military Train on the same lines as that of the
French.

The land-transport of about fourteen battalions,
commanded by various officers, was disbanded, and
out of the four commanding officers, only two were
selected for the new corps.  Mujor Salis—a fine old
veteran from the Cape Mounted Rifles—and myself
were the two selected ; all the other officers were
either sont back to their regiments or put on half-
pay. 1 was sent off to the dittferent Cavalry regi-
ments stationed in England or Ireland, to select
volunteers for the new corps, and my orders were
to tike none but those of really good character. 1
created a tremendous disturbance by rejecting about
half of the offered volunteers, and strong remon-

203
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strances were sent to headquarters by the different
commanding officers ; but the Horse Guards approved
of my proceedings, and I got together 500 as fine
young men as could be seen anywhere. We were
then sent to the Curragh Camp in Ireland to organize
and get in good order. Within a very few months
an economic fit seized the authorities, and I got
orders to divide the regiment in two, and send half
over to E.nglz-md to form the 6th Battalion, mine
being the 2nd.  Of cowrse I selected the best, both
of non-commissioned othicers and men, and had as
fine a body of men as was ever collected together in
one regiment. Many of my sergeants were old
non-commissioned officers from the Life Guards,
Scots Greys, and Light Cavalry regiments; also
some Horse Artillerymen.

In the early spring war broke out with China in
1856, and our commandant, Colonel MeMurdo, was
ordered to detail the most eflicient battalion for
foreign service, and mine, the 2nd Battalion, had
the honour of being selected. Levi (now our master
tailor), who was a universal favourite, wanted to go
with us and offered to enlist, but, notwithstanding
his high qualifications, his age was against him.
The authorities refused to let him join, and sent us
in his place a miserable little wretch who had never
been on a horse in his life, and refused point-blank
to mount anything. He actually walked all through
the Indian Mutiny, in which we were afterwards
engaged, and, of course, was never in action. He
was looked upon as part of the baggage.

Levi came to see us off when we embarked at
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Woolwich, The tears were running down his cheeks
as he said good-bye. T heard afterwards that he had
gone to Alexandria, and was doing well, but I never
saw himn again, although ever since I have had a
warm cornsr in my heart for the Jews.

The voyage was uneventful, and as we had no
ladies on board, we had no rows.

When we arrived at the Straits of Sunda, we had
to anchor shree times on account of a foul wind, and
each time had to put back again. On the third
occasion we landed and called upon the British

Jonsul, and heard, to our great astonishment, of the
terrible Mutiny in Indin.  Things were at their
worst there, and so he had ovders to divert the
whole of the squadron sailing for- China to Caleutta.

The captain of the ship was furious at being
diverted to Calentta, as he had a nice little private
spec on board to sell at Hong-Kong. This, of course,
we did ot know at the time. He rvefused to go
unless I gave him a written order, after having done
his best to fiighten me by telling me of the fearful
risks | was running by breaking the ship’s charter
and altering the ship’s destination. However, 1
stuck to my point, and to Calentta he had to go.

On arrival at Caleutta 1 proceeded at once to
report myselt to Sir Colin Caumnpbell, the Commander-
in-Chief, who was then staying at Government House
with Lord Canning.

My interview with him was delightfully charac-
teristic of the man. His first question was, ¢ What
are you, and what can you do? 1 replied, ‘We
can do anything.” “Anything ! he cried, in violent



206 PERSONAIL, ADVENTURES AND ANECDOTES

exeitement ; ‘ what do you mean ¥’ ‘Sir,” I answered,
‘we can act as Infantry or Cavalry, or drive Artillery
guns ; but we are not gunners, though my men can
all ride and drive a paw.’

‘What do you mean,” he sald, ‘ by saying you can
do Cavalry 7 ¢ Why,” I replied, ¢ we are nearly all
trained Cavalrymen, and we can act as such.” * Take
care what you say, young man ; remember, if I make
you Cavalry and you fail, the responsibility will fall
on me, not you." Aund then in a very sharp voice he
asked, ‘Are you prepared to take that responsi-
bility ¥ T said, ‘I am, sir.

Without another word he seized me by the collar
as if T had been a schoolboy, saying, ¢ Come along
with me; and he trotted me down a long passage
and knocked at a door.  An aide-de-camp opened,
and Sir Colin said, ‘Can I see Lord Canning?
‘Tl see, Sir Colin,’ the aide-de-camp replied, and
we sat down in the ante-room.

Almost immediately we were shown into the
Governor-General's private room. I can see him
now, sitting at a desk covered with papers, with a
pen in his hand. He had a handsome face, but was
pale and careworn.

Sir Colin at once said : ‘My lord, here's an officer
just arrived with 250 men, and he says he can turn
them into a Cavalry regiment. Have you any
Cavalry horses? *Yes,’ replied His Excellency ; © we
have 500 eating their heads off in the coolie bazaar,
belonging to such and such a native regiment, which
we have had to dismount as being untrustworthy at
the present juncture. You have my authority to
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take as many of them as you require to mount the
regiment.” So ended my interview.

It will be seen from the foregoing that T had’a
private interview with the two greatest men in India,
and that vhey had assumed the responsibility of
converting us into a Cavalry regiment. Of course,
as they hal taken this responsibility on my word, I
was bound to do everything in my power to make
1t a success, and we were watched with the greatest
iterest by Sir Colin Campbell throughout the whole
of our career in India.

Sir Colin afterwards asked me what equipment
I required. 1 told bhun everything but carbines, as
we had no saddlery or equipment of any kind.

- Let me have a list,” he said, ‘ of everything.” The
list was made out the next day on half a sheet of
foolscap, and not even i duplicate, and was complied
with at once—red-tape was evidently dead and
buried here for the present crisis, quires of paper .
and weeks of delay would have been the order of
the day before we could have got a single article at
home.

The next day we disembarked and marched into
Fort William, where we were quartered for a few
weeks, We were to start up-country with the first
force got together.

All this happened so many years ago that it may
be interesting to know how we proceeded to get
ready for active service half i century back. The
regiment consisted of four troops, and early in the
morning and within forty-eight hours of the fore-
going conversation with the Commander-in-Chief, I
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took the four officers commanding the troops, with
their sergeant-majors, down to the horses, which
were picketed in the open—500 well-bred Arabs,
thoroughly and perfectly free from vice, which is
a characteristic of Arab horses. To the senior
officer T said, * What colour will you have? He
answered, ‘Chestnuts.” The next chose ‘greys,
the third ‘bays,’” and number four had to take a
mixed lot. The officers and their sergeant-majors
then proceeded to select their horses, and, as
fast as they did so, they were taken away and
picketed by themselvés in four lines. They were
then branded by our farriers in the front of the
hoof with a number and the letter of the troop,
A, B, C, or D, as the case might be, these being
the troop letters.

Next morning the regiment was marched down,
every man with his saddle on his head and his
bridle in his hand, and each selected his own horse.
Some took horses that at all events looked quiet;
others selected high-spirited looking animals—every
man according to his taste, the sergeants, of course,
having the first picking. After each man had
chosen his horse he stood at its head, and as soon
as the selection was over we mounted and rode
down to the (anges to water the horses, and it
turned out a splendid success, as they were beauti-
tully trained and everything that could be wished.
They soon took to their new masters.

Sir Colin inspected us after a few days, and we
were almost immediately ordered to march up-
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country with a force of all arms, under the Hon.
Colonel Berkeley. .

The first amusing incident oceurred as we marched
out of the fort :

A volunteer guard turned out to do us honour.
They were the most miserable set of creatures you
could imagine. Of course their muskets were all
loaded, and just as T was opposite the guard their
commaruding oflicer gave the order, * Present arms !’
Every man’s musket went up to his shoulder, and
was levelled right at my head, with their fingers
on the trigeer.  ‘No;no ! sereamed the officer in
command ; “it's the other © present "’ And, fortu-
nately, without a single musket voing off, they held
them all up In the atre

I may here mention that the King of Oude was
a prisoner in Fort William, and when 1 was field
officer for t1e day my duty was to visit Iis Majesty
in bed during the night to shike him, so as to see
that he was not a pillow dressed up. So soon as he
gave a yrunt, then I felt satisfied, and retived.

We were for some time quartered at Dum-Dum
while Colonel Berkeley's little force was being got
together.  Here we had stabling for our horses,
which was much more convement than having to
march down to the Coolie bazaar tor it. My first
charger was a splendid chestnut, sixteen hands high,
He had probably never been in o stable in his life
before, and in getting up he slipped his hind-legs
and dislocated his stifle-joint-—the only time T have
ever secn stich an accident.  The result was that he
walked with his hind-leg straight out behind him
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without being able to move it. By seizing him by
the head and pushing him violently backwards the
joint used to go in again with a snap; but this was
rather a dangerous horse to ride on service, and
g0 I sent him back to the ranks, and selected a
grey.

I think I may mention here what I consider was
. a rather remarkable occurrence—i.c., that on both
of these horses during the Mutiuy an officer was
killed. Lieutenant Dawson was shot off the chest-
nut, and Captain Nasou, who joined the Regiment
after T was invalided, and took over my horse and
camp equipment, was shot off the grey.

We duly arrived at Allahabad without falling in
with any of the enemy so fur.

On the way up we had two rivers to cross; the
tirst, I am sorry to say, | forget the name of, but it
was rather a small one which could be forded
without difficulty. "We were told there were some
dangerous quicksands in the bed of the river, so I
went down in a pair of pyjamas and flannel shirt
and waded up and down, and backwards and
forwards, in the water, until I discovered what I
considered a good safe crossing-place, marking it
with a pole on each bank, and we availed ourselves
of it the next morning.

The other river was the well-known one called
the Sone, and after a long day’s march we were
sent forward a second march after dark to discover
the ford here also, and | was told that a guide
would meet us when we got to the banks of the
river. We were very sleepy and tired. I nearly
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fell asleep on my horse, and I had to trot the
Regiment to keep them awake. When we got to
the bank of the river, which was a wide expanse of
sand, no yuide was to he seen, and we had the
place all to owrselves. 1t would have been folly
to have attempted to ford the rviver in the dark;
besides, 1 had to ascertain exactly where the
ford was, so 1 dismounted the Regiment. Every
man slipped his arm through his bridle, and lay
down beside his horse. Ilaving posted a picket, 1
followed the men’s example and lay down also,
and soon fell fast aglecp,  When 1 awoke in the
morning daylight” was just coming in. I got up
and shook mvself and egaw the most remarkable
and extraordinary sight that ever was seen.  Every
man and every horse was lying down stretched on
the sand apparently dead-beat, and still fast asleep ;
some of the men's legs were over the horses’ backs
or necks, znd some of the horses were resting their
heads on thelr riders.

We shook ourselves together, and waiting until
the commanding officer and the rest came up, we
got safely across the river, and proceeded on the
march.

We were overtaken at Allahabad by the Com-
mander-in-Chief, who had now got a strong army
together, snd we then marched in the divection of
Cawnpore.

We crossed the Ganges by a bridge of boats, and
so on to Lucknow, to relieve the garrison under
Sir Henrv Havelock and (eneral Outram, whose
brilliant defences and whose fearful hardships are
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all a matter of history (see Captain Trotter's ¢ Life
of Outram’).

When halted at Lucknow I went to visit that awful
well at Cawnpore in which were buried the women
and children who had been slaughtered by Nana
Sahib, and afterwards out to the encampment where
a brave handful of men gallantly defended themselves
from the constant attacks of the dastardly Nana
Sahib, until they were, unfortunately, persuaded to
move on a promise of safe conduct. This also is a
matter of history, and ou it I need not dwell.

The whole of the betrayed party had been in
some old barracks without roofs.  There was there-
fore nothing to burn, fortunately, and we wandered
through the dilapidated rooms. Tivery here and there
we came upon holes right throngh where cannon-
shot had passed. A little bit of papor, fastened on
with a piece of wood, beside one of these holes had
on it, written in a lady’s hand, ‘ It was here that
Mrs. So-and-so was killed on such a date, and 1
took up a little baby’s pink shipper, which 1 brought
away as a remembrance.  You have no idea of the
feeling of anger that these sights aroused in the
breasts of every man in the force. We were ready
to cut down mercilessly almost every man that
we met.

Before going further I ought to mention the
officers under my command. Captain Wyatt was
my senior Captain, an able and experienced officer,
who had passed some years of his life in Ceylon,
and was well known as a good elephant shot. He
was posted to the 2nd DBattalion after we were
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under orders for active service, and got leave of
absence from the Horse Guards till the day of
embarkation.

I happened to be at the Horse Guards on some
little matter of business, as I had plenty of friends
there, when the Duke of Cambridge (Commander-
in-Chief) passed through the room, on his way to
his owa avartment. In a minute or two 1 had a
message to go and see 1is Royal Highness. When
I went ir. he proceeded to ask me a number of
questions about the Reguneot, and also pointed out
that, this being owr fiyst duty since we had been
raised, and as I had becn specially selected to go,
he expected that we should do our duty well ; and
as we were a newly-raised corps, he trusted that we
would coiduct ourselves to his entive satisfaction.

He then asked about the oflicers, and I said that
they were very satisfactory, but that the senior
Captoin had never joined the Regiment, and had
leave urtil embarkation.. Without a word His
Royal Hiighness rang the bell and said, <1 wish
to sce the Adjutant-General and Quartermaster-
General.  Almost immediately both of these geutle-
men walked in. The Adjutant-Creneral was General
Wetherell, well known for his very short temper.
The Duke said, * Major Robertson informs me that
Capiair. Wyatt, the senior Captain, has never
jomed the Regiment, and has got leave until
embarkation.  Please ovder him to join at once.
Good-mornmg.” 1 could see that the Adjutant-
General was, to say the least of it, excited as he
retired, and when 1 left the Duke a few minutes
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afterwards, I found him waiting for me at the end
of the passage. He rushed at me with his fist
clenched and raised in the air, and literally screamed
out, * You dare to report me to the Commander-
in-Chief!”  Then shook both his fists in my face,
and turned round and dashed into his room,
shutting the door with a slam which shook the
whole of the house. An old door-keeper who was
standing a few yards off with his arms up in the
air exclaimed, * Ob dear, oh dear! I never did see
the old gentleman so high in his stirrups before.’

So much for my  first introduction to Captain
Wyatt. He went through the whole of the Mutiny,
and, after 1 was invalided, commanded the Regi-
ment with success and distinetion. for which he was
promoted to Major and (.B.; and when the corps
was disbanded, he got an appointment from Lord
Penrhyn in North: Wales, having charge of his
extensive estates. He was suceeeded at his death
by Mr. Chevenix Trench, a nephew of the celebrated
Archbishop Chevenix Trench of Dublin, well known
as Dean of Westminster for many years. Wyatt’s
books are standard for army examinations to this day.

The next officer that 1 come to, and who com-
manded my first squadron, was Captain Godfrey
Clerk, son of Sir George Russell Clerk, K.C.B.,
G.C.S.1., Governor of Bombay in the year 1848, and
previously referred to in this volume as political
officer when the 31st went to take the Fort of Kytul.
Later on Sir George filled other important posts in
the Indian Government.

[ must mention here that Captain Clerk was
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commanding a troop of my Regiment, and was a
squadron leader. He was a splendid officer—the best
1 had—and although an Infantry officer, like myself
he was a first-rate rider, and in a very short time
quite at horae in the command of a troop of Cavalry.

At the advance on Lucknow, he, with a squadron
of our Mounted Infantry, led the advance of the
army to that city, together with the 18th Lancers.

During one of the charges they had to cross an
ugly ditch. Not a single man of Clerk’s squadron
fell, though, owing to the difficulty of negotiating
1t, several of the Lancers came bad croppers.

Captain Clerk, when telling me of the incident,
showed natural pride i his men’s horsemanship;
and 1 am glad to narrate the above, which not
only shows what a picked set my men were, but
which may interest wmy old comrade should it
meet his eye, when he will be able to corroborate
it.  Clerk had attached to his squadron an officer
of the Bays, who, poor follow, was killed in the
same charge where Dr. McArthur also was so badly
wounded.

But this 18 an old story. Captain Clerk is now a
General ard an Extra Fequerrvy to the King. May he
long be spared to fill an honourable and useful life !

My third Captain was Captain lnglefield, brother
to the well-known Arctic explorer, Admiral Ingle-
field. He, poor fellow, was not very strong, but
willing and active. He succumbed to the fatigues
of the carapaign.

My fourth troop commander was Lieutenant
B——, as | shall call him,



216 PERSONAL ADVENTURES AND ANECDOTES

I decline to give his name, as I wish to record an
event which occurred shortly before we went into
aétion. One morning [ found upon the table in
my tent a sheet of paper with a round-robin, and
the signatures of the whole troop swrrounding it
in such a way that the list had neither beginning
nor end. Underneath were these words, « We, the
above-signed, refuse to go into action under com-
mand of Lieutenant B—-—, as we have no confidence
in his leadership.” 1 need not say that this docu-
ment was not made public by me, as it would have
been a fearful slur upon the Regiment; but after
consultation with the Adjutant, 1 quietly transferred
another officer to the command of the troop.  As may
be supposed, Lieutenant B—— did not distinguish
himself throughout the campaign.

I had several lirst-rate officers who had been
raised from the ranks; and my Adjutant, Lieutenant
Devine, was an old Horse Avtilleryman, and thereby
quite at home with horgsesand harness, and admirably
suited for the appointment, which he held for many
years.

1 shall have occasion to refer to our doctor,
MecArthur, further on.

One of my subalterns could almost have been
called a ‘wild Irishman,” so impetuous was he, and
on every occasion distinguished himselt by his reck-
less bravery. He belouged to the old family of the
Bodkins of the North of Ireland.

So, on the whole, I may say we were very well
provided, although there was not a single Cavalry
officer amongst us.
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My first squadmn under Captain Clerk, had the
honour of being in the advance-guard along with the
16th Lancers, while I, with tho other squadron
composed the rear-guard. | remember going to the
Commauder- lll-(/]]l(f and asking him to be allowed
to join the advance-guard instead of the rear. He
politely informed me that he wanted an officer in
the rear whom he could depend on, so 1 had not
another word to say. We marched all day, and
towards evening my rear-guard was attacked by a
lot of infantry skivmishes, who were amongst the
mango groves outside lucknow.

I dismourited a troop, and with their carbines we
soon drove them back. = We uol no orders all day,
and we simply Tollowea the Regiment in front of us.
When it became quite dark we halted.  Every man
put his arm through his horse’s bridle, lay down just
where he was, and we weve soon all fast asleep.
My dismounted men were placed as a small picket
in the rear.

I had several dismounted men, owing to their
horses having sore backs, and 1 posted them iu
our rear as a picket.  We were terribly bothered
by sore hacks during the whole campaign, and my
saddlers were everlastingly padding the saddles to
protect the horses’ withers; but the unfortunate
thing was that the saddle-trees were so badly made
that they opencd out with the weight of the men,
and a saddle that fitted a horse perfectly in the
morning raght be sawing his withers before night.
These saddles, I need not say, had all been made in
India. I may just mention that the Colonel of the
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Madras Regiment, whose saddles we obtained in
Calcutta, had an allowance for saddlery, and no
doubt made a good thing of it.

On awakening in the morning just at daylight, I
looked up and saw sentries of the 93rd Highlanders
in full costume on our left. It must be understood
that the army was circling round Lucknow to
attack from the other side, and we, the Cavalry,
and some of the Artillery, were stationed at the
Palace of Dilkusha in charge of the commissariat
and reserve ammunition.  Colonel Little of the
685k Lancers was in command, and I was second.

For some days the Infantry had desperate hand-
to-hand fighting through the town until they pene-
trated to the Resideney.

In the meantime we had constant skirmishes with
parties of the enemy’s intantry, who, however, were
easily driven off with very little loss on our side.

One evening as 1 was posting the vedettes to the
rear of the camp, the ground being all more or less
wooded and enclosed by a high wall as it was a royal
park, I saw = fine stag about 50 yards off’ standing
looking at me. 1 said to Jones, for that was the
old man’s name whom 1 had just posted (he was
afterwards wheeler-sergeant for many years), - Hand
me your carbine.” I took a steady aim, hit the stag
fair i the forehead, and dropped him in his tracks.
He made a grand addition to the mess dinner for
some days.

A little further round, the same night, when close
to the west side of the park, we saw a party of our
grass-cutters hotly pursued by some of the enemy.
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In a moment we dismounted, seized our carbines,
and ran out into the open to meet them. One
volley sent the enemy scampering back faster than
they came, and our grass-cutters got safe into camp
with their loads on their heads. It said much for
their pluck that, when hotly pursued and fired at,
not one of them dvopped his bundle of grass.

One morning word came to Colonel Little that
a company of Sikhs who had been left in Bank’s
Bungalow (as the house was called) were cut off
from the rest of the army, and were starving. The
road passed straigcht down into Lucknow from our
camp, but there was a wide canal separating us
from the town. There was a difficulty in reaching
the Sikhs, the 't)ridge having been blown away, and
there was only a fragment of the central pier stand-
ing above water.

When we got down fo where the bridge had been,
two Sikls were walting us on the other side. We
had brought with us several simall sacks of flour and
a goud supply of rope; but the distance across was
so great that owr utmost efforts conld not make the
rope reach the other side, and Colonel Little reluc-
tantly said, * U'm afraid we can do nothing for the
poor fellows.” I said, ‘1 think T can manage it.’
So I pulled off my coat, sword, and boots, and walked
down to the bank of the canal.  Just as 1 went mto
the water a horrid little water-snake began to spit
at me, out I splashed the water into his face till he
took himselt off. [ then swam off to the pier in the
middle of the bridge, and having previously made
arrangements that they should tie a sack in the
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centre of the lony rope, the men on our bank threw
me down the end of the rope. As soon as I got it
they lowered the sack, and T pulled hard and landed
it safely on the fragment of pier showing above
the water. There was just room for the sack, but
none for me, so | had to remain in the water.

Once the sack rvested securely on the pier, the
other end of the rope was then thrown down to me.
I coiled it up and threw it, and the first shot landed
1t safe in the hands of the Sikhs. Then, holding on
tight to my half of the rope, 1 let out as they
bauled in and the sack was happily landed quite
dry on their side. This opevation was performed
three or four times, till all the sacks were got safely
over.

I' then swam back, jumped on my horse, and
galloped back to camp as hard as 1 could, for the
water had been very cold.

I caused considerable excitement in camp, riding
in dripping wet and half deessed ; but 1soon changed
my clothes, and was none the worse. 1 received a
most grateful message of thanks from the Sikhs and
their officer for what 1 had done.

The Residency, as history relates, was relieved.
One evening, a day or two after, 1 met Sir Henry
Havelock, all alone, walking quietly towards our
camp. He looked very pale and careworn, and was
walking very slowly. 1 was greatly shocked and
unprepared for the news that the tremendous menial
strain which he had undergone had been too much
for him, for he was entirely above bodily fear, and
was one of those brave heroes who adorn the history
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of our country. He did his work nobly, and he lay
down and died a few hours after | had seen him.

He was buried quietly in the parden of the Alum
Bagh, and every commanding officer in the army
attended his funeral. The same evening that T met
Sir Ilenry walking | saw a party of the rescued
women. | was muech amuosed at their costumes.
I got it on the very best anthority afterwards that
they were so loaded with plundered jewellery and
gold ornaments, which they had sown inside their
petticoats, that 1t was with dificeulty that some
of them were able towalk.

1 gave up the use of my tent to a party of them,
and the kind return they made for it was helping
themselves to (I will not say stealing) my only
teapot —an article not at all plentiful in Lucknow.

One afternoon, while riding shbout by myself, and
keeping my veyes wide open, as [ was on neutral
ground—ruetween Dilkusha and the fighting in the
eity—I saw a doolie, evidently occupied, wandering
about in a very uncertain fashion, as the hearers had
appareutly lost their way. [ rode up to it, and
to my great surprise found Siv Archibald Alison
inside, with one arm badly shattered.  He was in
mminent danger of' heing cut off’ by the enemy, so
I escorted the doolie back with me, and saw him
safely lodged n hospital, where | believe his arm
was amputated.

A night or two after this an escort arrived at the
Dilkusha Palace in charge of the King of Oude’s
brotherand a young Princess ; T am not sure whether
she was a daughter or a niece. They were handed
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over to me with strict orders for their safe custody,
so I requested His Royal Highness to step into an
e;npty room in the basement of the palace, and on
this the young lady raised a fearful outery of, * Hum
ne jaga, hum ne jaga! meaning ‘[ won't go! and
His Royal Highness declined also, so 1 helped him in
with the tip of my boot, and carried the lady in my
arms, placing two sentries at the door.

In one of the charges made by the advance-guard
when approaching Lucknow, our doctor, McArthur,
had to ride with the rest of Clerk’s squadron, as he
could not possibly stay behind, and he was hit in the
back of the neck with a splinter of shell.  This must
in some way have touched his spine and affected his
brain, for he became wildly insane and, being an
Trishman, developed a strong wish to fight or kill
somebody. We had no means of confining him, and
some of the officers had taken charge of him, but he
was so dangerous that they were glad to get rid of
him.  Ultimately [ took him into my tent, a small
one, 12 feet square, and I shall never forget the
result as long as I live. My sword, which had been
well sharpened by a professional Sikh, was hanging
to the tent-pole, and my revolver opposite it, in its
belt. MecArthur's bed was on one side of the tent,
and mine was on the opposite side. As soon as he
got into bed, he shouted to his servant to bring him
a light for his pipe. The man brought in a piece of
red-hot charcoal and put it on the top of the pipe.
The doctor immediately covered himself all over,
head and all, and proceeded to pull at the pipe as
hard as he could, the smoke coming out all round
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from under the blankets (for the weather being
very cold we had to keep onvselves warm).  In an
ineredibly short time the pipe was finished and he
asked for another, which he smoked in the same
manner.  Then he jumped out of bed, seized my
sword. aud drawing it, rushed out of the tent,
shouting, ‘I hear them, I hear them! I will kill
them ! T will teach them to call me a coward.” Follow-
ing him, 1 ran out, caught him, and said : “ You give
me the sword and 1 will kill them for you” Two or
three times he went through the same performance,
till 1 fell asleep. How long [ slept I know not, but
when I awoke the tenl was pitch dark, while a
terrible weight was upon my ehest, and there was
the maniac sitting upon me, while he hissed into my
ear : ‘ You were my last fiiend, and now you have
deserted me, for you have ordered me to be hanged
at eight c'elock to-morrow morning, so 1 am just
going to cut your throat. 1 did not lose my
presence of mind, and sald quite calmly, < Well,
Doctor. you are quite right; T was always your
friend, and bofore you proceed to cut my throat,
you may as well shake hands on it 1 will do
that,” be said, and as 1 spoke [ was struggling as
quietly as possible to get iy arms from under the
bedclotihes. ¢ Give us your hand, old fellow, T said,
and he put his hand unhesitatingly into mine. [
took a firm grip of it, and said quite quietly, * Why,
old fellow, vou have given me the wrong hand ; give
us the other one,’ which he immediately did.
Keeping a tight hold of his hands, 1 gathered
myself up i1 the bed, threw him {lat on his back on
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the floor, with the whole of the bedclothes on the
top of him, and ran for my life, leaving him in full
possession of my tent. After that he had to be
treated almost as a prisoner, with two soldiers to
watch himnight and day. At the first opportunity,
he was sent down to Caleutta, where he remained in
hospital for a long time, but ultimately recovered
and was sent home to ngland.

About two days after the Residency was relieved,
I recerved orders one morning to march in the direc-
tion of the Alam Bagh. (Of course this was before
Sir Henry Havelock’s funeral, recorded on page 221.)
My Regiment was the first to move off, and we
were riding quietly along i front of everybody.
I had not the least idea where we were going,
except that we were told -to oo in that direction,
when suddenly the Commander-in- Chief galloped up
alongside of me, followed by his staff. He was
evidently very much put out, and his tirst exclama-
tion was to me, ‘Throw out your leading troop in
skirmishing order on the right flank.” T immediately
gave the order to the officer in command of the
troop, and before the first word of command was
almost out of his mouth, Sir Colin exclaimed,
‘Who 1s that confounded useless Infantry officer
who does not know what to do? I saw the colour
mount in the officer’s cheeks, but he never said a
word like the good man that he was, and he
happencd to be a very smart Cavalry officer who
had been Adjutant of his regiment, and was
attached to us for drill purposes. Of course, he
was doing exactly what he ought to have done, but
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Sir Colin was in a bad temper and ready to pitch
into anybody. He rode alongside of me for some
time at the head of the regiments, and T felt very
much like o inouse in the company of a large cat, for
I did not, know when [ would be pounced upon, and
I had no idea at the time that the whole army was
behind us. We could hear distinetly a cannonade
going on in the distance, and 1 learned afterwards
that Sir Colin had just received a dispateh informing
him of the ugly reverse which General Wyndham
had received from the Gaalior contingent, as it was
called, and that he had retired upon Cawnpore. I
believe ‘retired’ 1s the eorrect cxpression for the
occasion, as 1t was always used by the Russians
when receiving a thrashing from the Japs.

After wmarching a fow iles, Sir Colin turned
round to e and said, < Extend your regiment, sir,
vight weross country, and allow nothing to pass
through but the fighting men” To give you an
idea of what he expected me to do with a couple
of hundred men you have only to imagine a mob
of many thousand cunp-followers, carts, camnels,
elephants, and the whole of’ the comunissariat equip-
ment for the arny, going on i a perfectly in-
dependent mob, everyone tuking his own way and
following the army. There was no particular road,
and the country was quite open. The last words
that Sir Colire sald weve, “Sec that you obey my
orders, sir, for you once disobeyed me.” I knew fine
what he meant: it was at Calcutta, when we were
discussing the equipment of my men, and I had
stronglv objected to their carrying their kits in a

15
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valise behind the saddle, and this he permitted me
to abandon, as I had a great wish that the men
should ride as lightly as possible; I never did
believe in a Cavalry horse being made a beast of
burden. 1 proposed that the men’s kits should be
packed in their beds, as when a man cannot get his
bed he has very little necessity for a change of
clothing. He requested me to let him have a list
of what the men should carry with them on service.
In the multiplicity of other things, I forgot to send
him the list next morning, and had very soon a
reminder. You see, Sir Colin looked upon the
Military Train Cavalry almost as'a child of his own,
as he considered himself entirely responsible for our
success or otherwise, and watched us most closely
all through the campaign, an honour which I may
say no other regiment but ours received.

As it had barely 200 men, it was a tremendously
difficult task to keep the whole of the camp-followers
of the army in check. As soon as the fighting men
had passed, the mob commenced to arrive. My
officers and non-commissioned officers were ordered
to ride up and down, and the men were posted two
and two at a considerable distance from each other.
The order I gave was that no one on any pretext
was to be allowed to pass through, and if any man
attempted to do so he was to be cut down at once.
Every moment the mob became greater, and the most
troublesome men I had to deal with were the so-
called sick men riding on elephants, who cursed at
large and did their best to persuade the natives to
break my line. T took up a solitary position about
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200 yards in front, facing the mob. Soon I saw an
officer's servant—a native, of course—mounted on
his mastet’s horse, trying to force his way through.
The Regimental Sergeant-Major ordered him to go
back, but in spite of that he broke through and
came full gallop in my dirvection. T went for him at
once, and ne saw by my face that 1T was in dead
earnest, and just escaped being run through by
throwing rimself off the horse while going at full
gallop. Away went the horse with his tail in the
atr, and what became of him was none of my
business. For one moment s I stood over the man
sprawling on the gvound I felt terribly inclined to
runt him through. and he never had a closer escape
for his life before. 1lowever, I ovdered him to get
up and return to the mob, and somewhat helped his
movements with the point of iy sword until he was
ignominious.y driven back into the line, and after
that no onz tried the experiment of breaking
through.

When the order came that the camp-followers
might advance, I simply made the lett of the line
which was nearest the army move quietly forward
at a walk, and immediately the mob rushed behind
us, and the whole stream made for the distant camp.
I felt uncommonly rvelieved when they were all
cleared off.



CHAPTER XII

Under Sir James Outram—Daily skirmishing—Information
from the enemy—~Captore of two guns—Complimented
in orders.—How to start a bazaar—A comical day’s work
—A sovereign for a glass of beer—Under firve from 80,000
men—A short, sharp fight—Two more guns captured—
Hodson’s Horse at work—The proudest day of my life
—General Outram’s report on the charge,

Sk Corin CampsrrL went by forced marches to
Cawnpore, leaving behind a division of about 4,000
men— Cavalry, Infantry and Artillery—under the
command of Sir James Outram, who encamped in
front of the Alum Bagh and in the open country.
There this little foree remained for the whole winter,
almost within reach of the guns of Lucknow, and
holding in check an army of some 60,000 men, who
occupied the city under the immediate command of
the Ranee—that is, the Queen of Oude, whose
husband’s acquaintance 1 had the pleasure of
making in Fort William.

The Military Train formed part of this force—in
fact, we were the only Cavalry that Outram had,
except the small body of volunteers, most of them
gentlemen, whose occupation as civilians was, for
the time being, gone.

It must be remembered that, though the Residency

228
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was relieved, the mutineers were still in possession
of the town, which Sir Colin had good reason for
not attempting to take at the time. He preferred
leaving Outram to hold them in check, and
splendidly that General did his work. He knew
the native character well, having had long experi-
ence of their ways, and had a perfect knowledge
of their la guage, and with the assistance of the
all - powerful rupee he established an axcellent
system of information, and actually knew every-
thing that went on in the town. When there
was a council of war ‘held by the enemy, he knew
within a few hours all that had been resolved upon
at it, and he was never once taken by surprise
during the whole time we were stationed there.
His system was delightfully simple. A message
would reach us from him in the afternoon that he
wished to see all the commanding officers at his
tent, and then his address to us was generally this:
‘ Gentlemern, we are going to be attacked from such
and such a quarter at daylight to-morrow morning ;
be ready in good time. Good-evening, gentlemen.’
No long rigmarole or long words, but we knew
exactly what he required from us.  Not a drum was
beaten or a bugle sounded on the following morning,
but every regiment formed up on its own parade,
the horses hooked into the guns, and all mounted
men in sheir saddles. Then, just before daylight,
Outram would come riding quietly up to every
regiment in turn to see that all was correct. Our
camp was on the extreme left flank, and nearly all
the fighting took place in that divection, On the
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other flank was the Alum Bagh, well fortified. It
was simply a palace standing in a garden and
surrounded by a strong wall. There was also a
small fort known by the name of Jelalabad, which
was occeupied by a little force, and on this account
our right flank was seldom, if ever, attacked, as
the two forts would have made it rather warm
for them.

As a rule, when a fight was in prospect, the
General would ride quietly up to me, saying, ¢ Ave
you all right, Robertson?. . ¢ All right, sir,” was my
reply. ‘Then send out a troop’ (or it might be a
squadron) to look for the enemy.” This was almost
invariably the way in which the fighting began,
and as the daylight came on we could see a great
line of skirmishers in the distance advanecing towards
the camp with the rest of the attacking force coming
on behind. Then our: Artillery would gallop to the
front, as a rule taking the enemy in the flank,
and supported by our Cavalry; and very often an
artillery duel began and ended the fight, as their
infantry very seldom came within range of ours.

We advanced steadily forward from our camp,
and the enemy as steadily retired, getting the
benefit of round shot or shell to hasten his retreat.
When the General considered that he had gone far
enough, he would turn quietly round and say,
‘ Gentlemen, we will now go back to breakfast.’
This will give a general idea of the kind of
skirmishing that went on from day to day, but
sometimes, of course, it was a good deal hotter.
On one occasion, when the enemy's artillery had
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got our exact range, I saw the General ride quetly
up to one of our guns, and say to the man in charge
of the port-fire, *Oblige me with a light for my
cigar '—taking no notice of the round shot that were
whizzing past.

Our casualtios, I am thankful to say, were few,

One evening, as I was riding in the vieinity of
our advance post on the left front, T saw one of the
enemy in the distance, armed with a shield and
drawn sword, walking up to the sentry in front of
the picket. The sentry immediately came to the
charge with his bayonet. 1Tie, man stopped just
in front of him, and quietly put his sword in its
scabbard.  The sentry shouted for the sergeant of
the guard, who immediately made a prisoner of the
man, and sent him to the General in the charge of a
corporal and two men.  Oun arvival at the General’s
tent, he sad, ¢ Let the man come in; and in he
walked, quite calmly, and made his report. This
I found was the General's way of getting mforina-
tion, which was always absolutely correct. If the
information was of no great consequence, the
General would call in his head man with a bag
of rupees, and the native was allowed to put his
hand in and take out as much as he could grasp,
rolling the money up In his waistband. If the
information was very important, he was allowed to
dive in both hands. 'Then the General would order
the corporal to march the man back to where he
came from, and on arrival at the picket the man
would walk quietly away into the darkness.

It was caricus to see how these men were allowed
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to wear their swords, even when alone with the
General. Some people would have felt rather
uncomfortable, but General Outram was a man
entirely devoid of fear. 1 have never seen his
equal for calm coolness in all circumstances.

One morning, after receiving the usual instructions
from Outram the previous afternoon, we moved off
silently to the left of the camp, past the Alum Bagh,
and out into the country, which was very much
wooded by mango groves, and one could see but a
short distance in any direction. After marching
some way the force halted, and the General sent my
Regiment forward ‘to reconnoitre, saying, ‘Go to a
village which you will ind on your right front, and
see if 1t is occupied by the enemy.” So on we went
for some distance, when we came suddenly upon a
party of the enemy’s eavalry. They at once went
off at a gallop in the direction of Lucknow, and we
followed them ; after a few hundred yards we came
in sight of two of the enemy’s guns, and they
immediately wheeled and started in the same direc-
tion, and we at once followed the guns, leaving the
cavalry to get clean away. Of course these did not
attempt to protect the guns for a moment; we
followed the guns at a furious gallop for a mile or
two, gradually gaining on them, and a most exciting
race 1t was. Suddenly the enemy came upon a
deep ravine, and, either purposely or by accident,
they capsized both the guns into it, and in an
mncredibly short time every horse was unhooked,
and they went off at full gallop. They must have
been splendidly trained gunners, from the way in
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which they got off.  We followed, but only overtook
and cut up a few of them who were not mounted, and
then returned to the guns.  We were now entirely
alone, and out of sight of our own foree, and a plucky
enemy might have given us an ugly time of it. 1
sent back to inform the General that we had taken
two guns, and wanted help to get them out of the
nullah,  After waiting what appeared a long time,
[ rode quictly up myself in the direction that I saw
the Infantry coming. Fancy my surprise to see the
skirmishers who were 1n front kneel down de-
liberately and take pot-shots at me as 1 sat all
alone on my horse!  Fortunately they were un-
commonly bad shots, and I was none the worse, but
some of the bullets came very close.

I herewith append Siv James Outram’s dispatch
giving a fizll account of this day's fighting, and you
will observe how honourably wi were mentioned :

“Campe, Anoy Bacn,
* December 23, 1857.

‘Major-General Siv James Outram has much
pleasurs i recording in Division Orders his satisfac-
tion with the conduct of the officers and men under
the command of the Brigadier Stisted, engaged
yesterday in the skirmish at Guilee, in which four
cuns and twelve waggons filled with ammunition
were captured.

“The right column, under the command of
Lieutenant-Celonel Purnell, Her Majesty’s 90th
Regiment, consisting of detachments of - the 78th
and 90th Regiments, and of the Ferozepore



2354 PERSONAL ADVENTURES AND ANECDOTES

Regiment of Sikhs, excited his admiration by the
gallant way in which, with a cheer, they dashed at
a strong position held by the enemy, and from
which they were met by a heavy fire. Regardless
of the overwhelining numbers, and six guns reported
to be posted there, the suddenness of the attack,
and the spivited way in which 1t was executed,
resulted in the immediate flight of the enemy, with
hardly a casualty on our side.

“Colonel Guy, in command of the left column,
consisting of' 400 men of Her Majesty’s 5th Fusiliers,
under the guidance of Licutenant Moorsom, Deputy-
Assistant-Quartermaster-General, was equally sue-
cessful in his simultaneous attack on the adjacent
village of Guilee, in which and the adjoining tope
two guns were captured.

' The enemy were now rapidly followed up across
the plain by the Volunteer Cavalry, under Captain
Barrow, until they found reluge in a village, from
which they opened a fire of grape and musketry.
They were, however, speedily dislodged by the
assistance of two of Captain Olpherts’ guns, under
the command of Lieutenant Smithett, and, changing
their line of retreat, they endeavoured to reach the
city by the way of the Dil Koosha.

‘The Military Train, under Major Robertson,
having been, however, dispatched to make a flank
movement, followed them up so rapidly that they
dispersed their cavalry, and drove their guns to
a ravine, where they were captured, the leading
horses, of which the traces were cut, only escaping.

*The Major-General was particularly pleased with
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the very cool and soldier-like behaviour of the
Military Train. Far ahead of the Infantry and
unable to remove the guns which were captured,
they were menaced in their front by a large body
of fresh troops from the city, and attacked on their
right flank by the main body of the enemy, con-
sisting of about 2,000 infantry, who had commenced
their mar-ch previous to our attack, and who, op
having their rear assailed also, changed their route
to one in the direction of the city, and seeing their
guns in possession of so small a force as that
ander Major Robertson; made demonstrations of an
attempt to vegain them: but, by the bold front
shown by the Military Train and the gallant
advance o their skirmishers, were held at bay until
the arrival of a party of the 5th Fusiliers, and two
9-pounder guns, under Captain Olpherts, completely
secured their capture, and enabled a working-party
of the Madras Sappers, undcr the command of
Licutenant Ogilvie, to extuicate them from the
ravine into which they had been driven. Captain
Hutchinson, chief engineer, on this, as on several
other occasions during the day, afforded much
valuable assistance.

‘The Major-General has to thank Lieutenant-
Jolonel H. Hamilton, commanding the reserve, for
the good position taken up by him, which, with the
fire of the two guns under Lieutenant Simpson,
which were most judiciously posted, were of great
assistance in checking the advance of the enemy
during the protracted operations of removing the
captured guns,
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‘Sir James Outram has also to express his ac-
knowledgments to Brigadiers Hamilton and Eyre,
who were left in charge of the camp, and with the
small force at their disposal checked the dispositions
for an attack which the enemy were commencing
with their skirmishers on the left flank, until the
return of the force to camp caused them to abandon
sheir intentions.

‘The Major-General is happy to have to record
his approval of the conduct of Staff-Sergeant Roddy,
who was in command of the two guns attached to
Colonel Guy’s columiyy aud whem his commanding
officer, Captain Olpherts, has mentioned for the
able way in which he brought his guns into action,
and the good service he rendered in covering the
rapid advance of the column.

¢ Major Robertson has also brought to his notice
the great assistance he reccived on every occasion
from Captain Lane, 5th Bengal Iight Cavalry,
and Lieutenant Rich, Her Majesty’s 9th Lancers,
attached to the Military Train.’

About this time the General thought we might
greatly improve our food-supply by establishing a
bazaar, and it was decided that it was to be set up
in the rear of my camp. So I got a flagstafl’ and
mounted on the top of it my own special flag, which
I used to have on hoard the fizzie, only a good deal
larger. It was a white flag with two long tails and
a blue St. Andrew’s Cross. As our uniform was
blue and white this answered admirably, and a
Kotwal was appointed to be in charge of the future
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bazaar, but unfortunately nobody came to sell, so
I received orders from the Cieneral to see if I could
establish a bazaar in my own way ; therefore, before
daylight ¢n a very foggy morning [ took the regi-
ment abovit two miles from camp till we came to the
main road leading into Lucknow. This was not the
Cawnpore road, but one about two miles further to
the lett, us you face Lucknow. Then 1 formed one
squadron across the road and extended a troop on
each side, in the form of the letter < V" and so placed
as to make a nice little trap to cateh the natives as
they came in with their supplies to sell at Lucknow.

After sitting some thne, guite concealed by the
fog, 1 heard voices, and a party of the villagers
walked into the trap. Their surprise was very
great and their alwan considerable, but T at once
assured shem that they were not going to be hurt,
and that they had only to sit down where they
were.  This went on' for Lalf wi hour, and the only
amusing Incident was that wiold lady insisted on
screaming at the top of ber voice, till we rolled her
head up in a cloth, when she subsided. Having
got as many uatives as we required to form a
market, and the fog beginiug to rise, I recalled my
men, and we went quictly back to the camp with
the whole mob.

There T handed them over to the Kotwal,* and he
arranged them in a long row under the flag, inade
them sit down and produce what they had to sell.
Then he commenced at one end, saying, * What
value co you put upon that ¥——pointing to what

* Head man of military bazaar.
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they had with them. ¢One rupee,” the owner
would reply. ‘ Then ask two for it, and do not sell
it for less.” In this way he went down the line and
fixed the price of everything, directing them to ask
a good deal more than the value. Then it was
publicly announced that the bazar was open.
There was at once a rush of the officers’ servants
and others and native camp-followers, and in a
very few minutes everything was sold, the Kotwal
taking care that everything was paid for in cash.
Then he said, * Now go home to your villages; you
have all got your money.. Come back to-morrow
morning and you will be treated in the same way.’
And from that day wo had a flourishing bazaar and
quite cut out TLucknow, the villagers going and
coming just as they pleased, for there was a strict
order given in eamp that no notice was to be taken
even of the enemy’s spies, and all were welcome to
come and see everything there was to be seen.

Outram was a grand man, and thoroughly under-
stood the native character.

The commissariat was running very short of beef,
so the General ordered me to go into the country
and catch cows where I could find them. Taking
a band of commissariat men as drivers, we went
off and scoured the country without being once
interfered with by the enemy, although I had only
a squadron with me and no Artillery. [n India
cattle live in the villages to which they belong, and
are quite tame, knowing tneir owners and their
houses perfectly well, but are generally very wild
towards strangers, and when out feeding during the
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day at a Jdistance, the owners have only to give a
well-known call, and the cattle come galloping home.

Knowing this we had to be particularly careful in
the way we went to work.

Trotting along we would drive all the cattle we
could find belonging to one village into a mob, and
then proceed to another and collect in the same
way. Sometimes they would break through and
vet home in spite of us—nothing would stop them.

Having passed the greater part of the day at this
work, we got as many as we wanted and commenced
to return to camp ; but the cows did not see 1t in
the same light, and we could not get them to go,
netther by our native men nor by ourselves.

Just then an old lady eame howling up from one
of the villages, having recognised her cow in the
mob, and as the animals were terribly unmanageable,
a bright idea struck our interpreter (to whom I must
apologize for not having brought him before the
notice of the public sooner, and his invaluble services
to the Regiment during our stay in India), and he
said to the old woman, ‘ You take your cow and
walk in front of the mob, and then all the rest will
follow ; and then when we get to camp you shall
have yorr cow back again. ¢ All right said the
old lady; ‘done with you,” and she walked off
smiling with her cow at the head of the mob, and
we had no more trouble.  What cared she if all the
cows and bullocks in the country were eaten, as
long as she got her own back again—her darling
cow, whizh she simply hugged when she found that
she could redeem it in this way.
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It was certainly a comical day’s work for Cavalry
to accomplish.

We kept some distance behind the drove, not to
alarm them ; but when quite near the camp what
was our horror to see the whole mob coming back at
full gallop, heads down and tails up! We shouted,
yelled, and barked like dogs, but it was of no use.
They came and dashed right through us, and how
we escaped serious accidents I veally do not know.

I rode back in o terrible state of disgust and went
straight to the General's tent, and almost burst in
on him as he was sitting at dinner with his staff,
saying, ¢ Oh, General, we bave lost all the cows !
‘My dear Robertson,” he replied, ‘ make your mind
eagy ; we have got as many as we want quite safe,
and those that you met were purposely turned loose,’

Beer at this time wus at a high premium, and
none was to be had for love or money, and the poor
beer-drinkers were in a sad state.  One happy
possessor of a bottle poured out a foaming glass as
we were sitting at mess. ¢ Look here, said an
officer across the table, * T will give you a sovereign
for that glass just as it stands.” The lucky possessor
took the glass up lovingly, looked at it, then shook
his head and drank it off.

On February 25, 1858, and only a few days
before Sir Colin Campbell arrived with the intention
of capturing Lucknow, Outram, who had already
been reinforeed by several regiments of Cavalry, was
informed by his spies that the whole rebel army in
Lucknow had resolved to come out before the arrival
of Sir Colin, and wipe us clean out.
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On this occasion we started at daylight and moved
from the right of our camp, being the opposite direc-
tion from which attacks were generally made on us.

It was announced that the Bogum herself was
coming out on an elephant with all the great
men, and we had arranged with Captain Wyatt, an
old Ceylon elephant hunter, who was a first-class
shot, that he was to shoot the Begum'’s elephant,
and so make her prisoner.

We were leading the advance, Sir James riding
with me, and when we _got to a part which was
thickly wooded, and wheie weé could see no dis-
tance n any dircetion for the trees, the General
said, ¢ Haly here till T send for you.” The rest of
the army warched on, and we were left quite alone,
forming i two squadrons at, half-distance, and there
we waited patiently for a Jong time. We could
neither sec nor hear anything, but we were under
the impression that the battle had not yet begun.

Suddenly an officer came gulloping up to me
furiously, and said. ‘There are two guns which
have been annoying the Jelalabad Fort all the
morning ; vou are to take them at once.’ ¢ Where
are the guns ¥’ I asked. ‘1 will show you,” he said.
I replied, * Come on.” We started off at once, first
at a trot snd then at a gallop, when suddenly, to
our great sstonishment, we found ourselves on the
right flank of the rebel army, some 30,000 strong,
drawn up in a perfect line, as if on parade.

The officer who brought the order led us right
along the front of the whole of this force, and only
about 100 yards from them. Of course the moment
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we appeared a tremendous fire was opened upon us,
which lasted the whole length of the line. (General
Outram’s calculation afterwards was that there
were eleven mfantry regiments in this line.) A
terrific running fire and a perfect hail of bullets
streamed over our heads; but miraculously, [ may
say, throughout the whole of this gallop not a man
or horse was hit, and the only casualty 1 could ascer-
tain was a ball through the trumpet-major’s trumpet.

When we arrived right at the other flank of the
line, the oflicer who was conducting us, and riding
alongside of me, said: * There are the guns’-—point-
ing to two guns, which were then in the act of heing
loaded, and were being supported by a strong party
of vebel infantry.

I gave the command, ‘ Left wheel, charge ! and
we rode right at them.

A party of the rebels were drawing water at a
well which stood in front of us, and every man of
them jumped into the well,

I was leading in front of everybody, in the
hope of getting at the guns before they were loaded.
The first man 1 encountered was a fat old native
officer who evidently commanded the supports. As
[ came towards him he made a fierce cut at me
with his tulwar, but missed his blow, and as 1 passed
him at full gallop I drew my sword across his naked
throat and the blood spurted right up to the hilt of
of my sword. Instantly after this a second man
cut at me, but 1 eaughv the blow on my sword,
dropped my point, and ran him through the throat,
breaking 6 inches oft’ the end of my sword. At the
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same instant a man on the other side hit at me,
fortunately missing his blow, and I struck him fair
over the head, and dropped him.

Just then, about 10 yards in front of me, 1 saw
a sepoy with his finger on the trigger of his musket,
aiming Jdivectly at my chest. 1 swerved my horse
sharp to the right, and called out in Hindustam
to the man, * Run away, and 1 won't hurt you.” For
one instant he hesitated with his finger on the
triguer, then thvew the musket on his shoulder, and
went off like a greyhouud.  1le knew perfectly well
that the moment he killed me he would have been
killedt himsclf by my own men; immediately behind.
I always fought m an old blue quilted jacket over
my uniform, and he evidently mstook me for a
private soldier, and so I eseaped his shot.

There was a short and sharp {icht, and not o man
of the enamy was left alive, excopt those who saved
themselves by flight.

Fancy our astonishment when we saw almost the
whole of this great army in full flight back to
Lucknow ; and as we stood by the guns we had
captured, we had the pleasure of seeing a magnificent
charge by Hodson’s Horse, who went galloping in
among the flying sepoys, doing splendid execution.
They evidently had dashed forward on seeing our
charge, and were in good time to do some excellent
work.

I had tine to look about me as we stood by the
guns, and 5 found that my second antagonist had
cut clean through the pommel of my saddle, and
taken ol tie point of the toe of my boot, without
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inflicting the slightest wound either on myself or on
my horse.

Just then Outram rode up to me, trying to look
fierce, but I could see a bright twinkle in his eye
that said quite the reverse. ‘You are a pretty
fellow,” he said, ‘to go and fight a battle all by
yourself, and spoil my plans” * Why, sir, T only
obeyed your orders” ‘My orders! my orders,
indeed I ¢ Yes, General; you ordered me to take
these two guns, and there they are.” ¢ Who dared
to give you that order? he said. ‘There, sir,’ I
said—* there is the gentleman —ponting with my
sword to the officer who had conducted us. Outram
rode up to him at once, but what passed between
them I never knew. = | expect the officer got it hot.

Had the rebels been worth their salt they ought
to have killed every one of us.

1 had one poor fellow mortally wounded 1 the
tinal charge on the guns, who came to me from the
17th Lancers, and rode in the celebrated charge
at Balaclava. As he lay in hospital he said, ¢ It is
very hard after being through the Balaclava charge
to be shot by a nigger.

Outram returned with his division to camp, but
the Cavalry were left some time on the ground
to watch the enemy, in case they might think of
returning.

One often hears people talk grandiloquently of
the proudest day of their life, and 1 can safely say
that that was the proudest day of mine; for as we
returned back to our camp, we had to ride right
along the front of the line; and as we approached,
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some one called out, ‘ Here are the Military Train ;
here they come; and the men of the Infantry,
regiments, whom we were passing at the time, came
running out of their tents-—some with towels in
their hands and some with handkerchiefs—cheering
wildly, and shouting, ‘Bravo! bravo, Military
Train ! patting the horses’ necks and escorting us
into our own camp. It was a spontaneous display
of admiration at our gallant charge, which they had
seen while formed up in order of battle.

Here is Sir James Outramn’s account of the day’s
fighting

Prom Major-General Sir Jemes  Outram, C.B., com-
mawding First Division, to the Deputy-Adjutant-
General of the drmy.

“Camp, Aveym Bach,
¢ February, 1858.

¢ Sir,

‘[ have the honour to report the particulars
of the repulse of a detenmined demonstration which
the enemy made on our position yesterday, the
25th nst,

‘The pricipal attack was on our right, against
which twenty - four regiments of regular infantry,
6th Nujeeb Corps, 1,000 cavalry, and eight guns,
moved out from the trenches; of this number about
one-half, with two guns, advanced towards our right
rear, and lLaving occupled the topes immediately
to the east of Jellalabad, cornmenced shelling that
post heavily, evidently in the hope of igniting the
large quantity of combustible stores at present
collected there, while the remainder held in support
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the villages and topes directly in front of the
enemy’s outworks.

‘ Large bodies of infantry and cavalry, with three
guns, simultaneously menaced our left, and the
trenches in front of our position were occupied in
force.

“Soon after 10 a.m. I moved out with detachments
of Artillery, Cavalry, and Infantry, as per accom-
panying return, to intercept the column which had
opened its guns on Jellalabad, having previously
sent Barrow's Volunteers and Wale's Horse round,
via Nowrungabad, to co-operate in the rear.

“As we advanced, a portion of the enemy’s reserve
made a demonstration against our left, but was
speedily driven back, and afterwards held in check
by the four guns of Remington’s troop, supported
by a squadron of the Vth Hussars, under Colonel
Haggart, and by Brasyer's Sikhs.

“The eolumn then moved forward, flanked on the
left by Brigadier Campbell with the Native Cavalry,
which pushed on in advance to intercept the enemy's
retreat, which, owing to their having heard the fire
of Remington’s guns, proved more sudden than we
had anticipated. The maneuvre was completely
successful, and speedily converted their retreat into
a rout. Brigadier Campbell’s detachment assailed
them on the one side, while Barrow’'s and Wale's
Horse appeared on the opposite quarter, and the
military train, under Major Robertson, dashed into
the middle of the flying enemy and captured their
two guns. The rapidity of their flight prevented
the Infantry from taking a prominent part in the
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wtion. At 1 p.m., when we finally left the field,
she foe had vanished.

“In the eantime, the hostile forces on the left of
ny position had retired before the very eftective fire
of Mon’s guns, not liking the looks of the arrange-
went, which had  been  prepaved by Brigadier
Franklin, ‘who had been left in command of the
samp for their reception.

“Judying: from the corpses which strewed the field
where the Cavalry had eharged, and from the dense
masses upon which our guns repeantedly opened, the
anemy’s casualties must have been heavy,  Our loss
consisted of four moen killed, five officers and twenty
men wounded.

‘My coraial acknowledgments e due to all the
officers and men who condieted and took part in
these operasions, but especially to the military train,
whose brilliant charge exeited the enthusiasm of all
who witnessed it.

¢ Colonel Berkeley, my noble and zealous military
seeretary, whose knowledge of the ground was of
oreat service to Brigadier Campbell in cutting oft
the coemy’s retreat, was wounded while gallantly
charging at the head of Hodson’s Horse, as was
Lieutenant Moorsom while rendering to Barrow and
Wale assistance similar to  that which Colonel
Berkeley afforded to the Brigadier,

“About 4 p.m. the enemy again moved out against
us.  On this occasion they directed their principal
efforts against our left; and evinced more spirit
and determination than they have hitherto done.
Repeatedly they advanced within grape and musket
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range, and as they ever met with a warm reception
from our guns and Enfields, especially from those of
the left front picket, commanded by Major Master of
the 5th Fusiliers, they must have suffered severely.

‘ They renewed their fire from time to time during
the night, but solely, I believe, with the object of
covering the parties engaged in removing their dead.
Our loss in this subsequent operation amounted to
one man killed and fourteen wounded. In all, five
men killed and thirty-five otficers and men wounded.

‘The conduct of the troops throughout the entire
day and night was excellent at every point, and
merits the highest commendation.

‘The usual returns of ordnance captured, and of
casualties, are hereby forwarded.

‘I have, ete.,
¢ (Bigned) ' J. Ourram, Major- General,

commandenyg Kerst Division.

The only remark I would like to make about the
Greneral's dispatch is that we did not dash into the
flying enemy, but actually put them to flight ; and
the moment that Hodson's Horse saw our charge
they dashed into the flying rebels, making one of the
grandest charges that could be conceived, and as 1
sat on my horse beside the two captured guns, [
could see them cutting and slashing in all directions.
They were a splendid body of men, and behaved
magnificently.

I may add that the General ordered the two
guns which we had taken to be planted in front
of our camp as an honour.
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SHORTLY after the cattle-lfting expedition 1 was
sent off with an immense convoy of empty Waggons
down to Cawnpore to bring up stores and provisions,
including ammunition.

It was a very important charge, and 1 was very
proud of getting it, as | was the youngest command-
ing officer in the whole force.

I had with me Cavalry, Inlantry, and Artillery,
and the =rain of waggouns covered miles of the road.
Everything passed ofl satistictorily, but in returning,
when we were one march oft the camp, I received an
urgent pencil note firom Colonel Napier, afterwards
Lord Napier of Magdia, then chief of the staff, as
follows: - Come on straight to-uight, as the enemy
has arrar ged to attack you in great force to-morrow

249
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morning ;' so instead of resting as usual at Bunee
Bridge, which was a day’s march from the Alum Bagh,
we made a foreed march all that night, and T am happy
to say that I got everything landed in camp before
daylight, and the enemy was just an hour or two late.

It was after Siv Colin Campbell arvived for the
purpose of taking Lucknow that the following very
disagrecable affair took place: I was handed over
to the Brigadier, who commanded the whole of the
Cavalry, and who had the reputation of being one of
the smartest Cavalry officers in the service.

When at dinner with Sir James Outram, this
officer, whose name 1 gefer not to mention,
commenced to abuse my men in very strong lan-
guage. Colonel Napier stopped him short, remark-
ing very pointedly, ‘T know and 1 have seen what
Robertson and his men can do, and I won’t sit here
and have them run down. If you ever do as well,
you may thank your stars.”  Of course from that
moment he was my deadly enemy, although I had
never even spoken to him, and he took the earliest
opportunity of showing his ill-will.

A day or two after, an order came from Sir Colin
Campbell, who was then operating against Lucknow,
to say that the whole of the enemy’s cavalry, 5,000
strong, had broken out of the city, and that our
cavalry were to go in pursuit. Fancy my surprise
at receiving the order to remain in and take charge
of the empty camp with a handful of men while the
Military Train of which 1 was the commanding
officer was taken as part of the forece, under the
command of Captain Wyatt, the next senior officer.
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Had sucn an order of the DBrigadier’s appeared
in the publie papers, evervone would have sad,
“That sentor officer 1s not fit for his post, and so
Lhas had to be left behind,” so on and s0 on.  About
an howr after the Cavalry had gone off, I rveesived
an wrgent message {rom the ollicer commanding in
the absence of Sir James Outram (who had gone with
Sir Coliv on account of his knowledge of the city);
the dispateh van as follows: The whole of the
euemy’s cavalry are coming to attack the camp; do
the hest you can.” | mustered about twenty of my
own men, all that were lefl we,aud about the same
number of the 7th Hussars, and the paymaster of
the 7th- -a fine old soldier <took command of his
men.  The doctor haertedly avmed all his sick men
on the top of a stall mud towor that we had erceted
ourselves for a look out.

Ther: were also fwo guns in canp in charge
of Licutenant Smithett. Before deseribing what
follows I must pive theweader an iden of the sur-
roundings.

The canmp faced Lucknow, and was protected in
the rewr by a swamp.  Ouwr camp was on the left
fuce. Thirown hack at rvight angles to the main line,
and rmedintely in front of i, about 100 yards off,
was a amall village which had been converted into a
picket.  Taking the picket as a centre, a deep diteh
had been ent right away in the divection of Tucknow,
and on the other side of the picket in the same line
was an abattis of fellea Lrees, but between the end
of the trees and the picket about 50 yards weve left
perfectly open for the passage of troops, and that
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was the way we always went out to fight on that
side —through the gap. Both the ditch and abattis
were quite impassable for either cavalry or artillery,
and therefore the open passage was the key of our
position,

I had scarcely got my men mounted, when we
could see dust in the distance. We trotted into the
gap with the two guns on our right, and formed
a living gate—the only chance of protecting the
camp.

We had just got into.position when the whole
body of the enemy’s cavalry approached us at a
wild gallop, waving then: swords fiercely in the air.
The ground actually shook as they came on at us.
Wesat perfectly still ; the paymaster and myself sat
in front of our men as if waiting to receive a general
officer.

On they came till the head of the column was
within 50 or 60 yards of us, then Smithett banged off
his two guns, and 1 gave the word, ¢ Draw swords,’
and out they flashed n the sun. The leading troop,
not liking our appearance, wheeled to the right, and
the whole body of the enemy’s eavalry galloped
furiously after them. The dust cleared away, and
thus we saved the camp.

Some hours after, the gallant General of cavalry
above referred to returned to camp with his whole
force, never having seen any of the enemy. Of
course, he did not think 1t necessary to report the
stand that the little handful of men had made ; we
did not even get thanked for what we had done.

Here 1s my dispatch :
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¢Came, ALy Bacu,
_ ¢ March 17, 1858,
‘SIn,

‘T have the honour to report, for the informa-
tion ot the Brigadier commanding. that on secing
the enemy’s cavalry come out of the topes at a
gallop in great force yesterday, I took out at a
gallop Lieutenant Smithett’s two guns, supported
by a troop of the military train and a small detach-
ment of the 7th Hussars under command of Lieu-
tenant Gurforth, to the left picket, upon which the
enemy were moving, apparently with a view of
sweeping through our deserted camp. [ formed the
Cavalry m the gap between the abattis and trench
and the two suns on my right, which by their
spirited fire brought the enemy to a halt, and after
a few rounds he began to move towards our rear, at
first slowly, but on Major Olpherts coming up with
four more cuns—two of which he pliced to the
right of the picket, and the other two on my left—
the enemy improved his paee, apparently with the
intention of coming round more quickly on the rear.
Most. fortunately, at that moment, a squadron of the
military train appeared, coming into camp in that
direction, and the hold front which Captain Wyatt
showed kept this vast horde at bay. T quickly
reinforeed hun with two guns under Lieutenant
Timbrell and the swall detachment of Hodson's
Horse, which fortunately came up at this momeunt,
and advanced my centre and right divisions of guns
with a party of Infantry in skirmishing order
between them. Major Olpherts opened a splendidly
directed fire upon the enemy, which soon sent him
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out of range, while a body of the enemy'’s infantry
adyanced and carried off their killed and wounded.
About this time, Colonel M¢Intyre, of the 78th High-
landers, assumed the command. The greatest eredit
is due to the handful of officers and men for their
gallantry and steadiness at a time when destruction
appeared almost inevitable. | never saw so large a
body of cavalry assembled before, and have no idea
of what their numbers were. They had only to
advance to have swept us off che tace of the earth.
“(Signed) _J. P. RoverrsoN, Major.

A day or two after, the Cavalry received orders to
march again.  This time | went with my Regiment.
No one knew where we were going or what we had
to do; we simply rode along all day almost without
halting. My {riend the Brigadier, of course, put
us in the rear.

Captain Wale, who commanded a regiment of
Irregular Cavalry (Wale’s Horse), and 1 were riding
together, when we saw a party of the enemy on the
edge of a wood some distance to our right. Soon
we saw one of Wale's men, a native, galloping in that
direction from the Brigadier-General.  When he got
pretty close to these men, who were mounted, he
wheeled short round and camme back at a gallop
to his own commanding officer. He pulled up,
presented to Cuptain Wale a little note, and said,
“The Brigadier sent me with this note to those
people over there, but they wre the enemy, and as
the General does not know a word of my language,
1 have come to you, sir, to report.’
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Wale immediately galloped forward to the
Brigadier-Geuneral and told him how things were. .

We read the note, which was as follows ; ¢ Thig is
s forze ; who are you?’

¢ Ob, indeed,” sald our leader, and rode on as if
nothing had happened.  We kept riding on all day
in what appeared to be an aimless kind of fashion.

When the Brgadier-General called a halt, we
stopped, and jus: in front of where the 7th Hussars
were bthere was an old house. [ was close to it,
when there suddenly rushed out of the house five or
six fanaties with drawn swords, who made straight
at a poor young officer who was sitting on his horse
in front of his troop, - He dvew his pistol and shot
the first man almost in a mowent. 1 am sorry to
say that before anyone could rush forward to help
him, be was chopped to pieces hefore our eyes.  Of
course, the attackers had o short shrift.

Some little time after this we found ourselves on
a ristng ground, overlooking the River Goomti; this
river pausses round Lucknow, which was on our
right, not far off.

The column halted, [ know not why, except that
the river was i front of us, and soon it appeared that
neither Brigadier nor stafl’ was with us.  This was
a furny state of atfairs, so the commanding officers
met and discussed the matter, and arranged that we
should form up in order of battle, to await events.

There we remained for soiue time, and as we were
entirely without orders, we simply sat still; no one
knew why we were there —or where we were, for
that motter, except that we could see Lucknow in
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the distance. We could also see a great many
people hurrying past between us and the river,
which was deep and unfordable. They looked un-
commonly like fighting men and inhabitants of the
town all mixed up pell-mell together, but as they did
not fire at us we simply waited and looked at them.

After nearly all the people had passed, the
Brigadier-General suddenly appeared, looking quite
smart and fresh, having had a good lunch, and
having left us all that time to take care of ourselves.

He immediately ordered the 7th Hussars to
charge the enemy. = No one else was sent, and it
wag clear that they were to have it all to themselves.

I may mention that the ground in front of us was
somewhat wooded, and 1t was difficult to see what
was going on, or who the people were that the
Hussars were ordered to attack.

Away went the Hussars at a gallop, and soon we
heard a most extraordinary noise. ‘ What can that
be? we sald. We distinctly heard screams, and
then unmistakable laughter—¢Ha ! ha! ha?!

‘What can it be? we vepeated. The Cavalry
had charged a mob of old washerwomen carrying
their clothes on their heads! No wonder the men
laughed, and I am happy to say they halted in time,
so that not a single woman was hurt. This fully
accounted for the laughter we heard.

This was the wav our gallant Brigadier-General
carried out his orders, which-—we afterwards heard—
were that he was to intercept the garrison of Luck-
now as they were driven out of the town ; the result,
however, was that the whole garrison escaped and
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we, the unfortunate Britishers, had to go through
the miseries of a hot-weather campaign.  Sir Colin
Campbell was furious when it was reported to him,
and my friend (¢) was promptly sent to Cawnpore
in diggrace, and was not allowed to take any further
part in the carapaign. 1 think iy insult was satis-
factorilv avenged, and we saw no more of that
officer. This incident is described by Captain Trotter
in his ' Life of Outram’ as ¢ The Brigadier’s Keen
Pursuit.”  So much for hustory.

The day after Lucknow was in our possession, I
rode over from our camp to see Sir Colin Campbell.
He was sitting at the door of his tent, and gave me
quite a warm welcome. Almost the first thing he
said to me was, ‘T wrote home to the Commander-
in-Chief ahout you the other day.” I made a polite
bow, not knowing what was coming, and he went
on: ‘1 told him you were just the kind of chap I
wanted here, that you made ne bones about any-
thing.” Then he continued : ' Here's Russell coming
over to breakfast ; come in and have some.” This
was the well-known and famous Russell of 7he
Times, whose letters from the Crimea did untold
service for the British army by exposing the short-
comings and misdirected elforts of the anthorities at
home. e is now Sir William Russell, D.8.0., ete,

I knew Russell well in the Crimea, and he and
his wife and family have heen life-long friends of
ours. May he be long spared to enjoy the well-
earned title conferred upon bim by Her Gracious
Majesty in recognition of his long and faithful service
to a grateful country ! In the Crimea he and I had
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sat together once for the greater part of a night, on
Cathcart’s Hill, admiring the sight of the Russian
fleet being burned by their own hands. I have now
a pair of candlesticks made by a brother officer out
of a portion of one of these ships.

Shortly after this Sir Colin started off with the
greater part of his army in pursuit of the rebels who
ought to have been cut off by us during their
escape out of Lucknow. A force was organized for
Sir Edward Lugard to go south with a view of
dispersing the rebels in-that direction, and I had
the honour of” commanding his Cavalry and having
pretty hard work, as we were out fighting and
marching the whole of the hot weather. We were
constantly out scouting in all directions—generally
with balf a troop of TRoyal Horse Artillery, and
usually a squadron or so of my own men—but had
very little real fighting.

On one occasion, I remember, we saw a large party
of the enemy making for a-walled village. ‘1 directed
a shell to be dropped among them before they got
safely in. 1 said to the sergeant who was laying the
guns, ‘ Make haste, sergeant, or it will be too late.’
To which he quietly answered, * Ah, sir, this isn't
Woolwich Common " However, the shell was beauti-
fully dropped among them.

On our way back we found the jungle occupied in
force between ourselves and the camp, so 1 sent my
trumpet-major to ask for a regiment of Infantry.
There was an impassable nullah on one side, and thick
jungle within 50 yards all along towards camp, which
made it impossible to ride down about a mile, with
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the enemy in full possession of the jungle. They
tried to outflank us, and | had to dismount a troop
to keep them in check. It was a very nasty posi-
tion to be in, but after what seemed an age, the
10th Regiment made its appearance in skirmishing
order, and the enemy took to their heels. As they
an we charged them, and it was in this charge that
Lieutenant  Crawford was killed —an able and
valuable officer promoted from the ranks. This
kind of work went on all through the hot weather,
m accordance with the divect orders of the Com-
mander-in-Chief’.

As the rebels were commanded by the well-known
Koov Singh, we had to keep pegeing away until our
whole force was completely exhausted.

As we approached Azimghur, I received rather an
extraordinary order, which was; to ride forward and
see 1f the enemy weve in possession of the town,
When we arrived at the first gate we found it open,
and we had to ride througl the narrow streets
with tall houses on both sides. Had the enemy
been there, this would have been an uncommonly
awkward position for Cavalry to be in. However,
orders had to be obeyed, so 1 drew my revolver (1
think the only time L had it out during the whole
campaign), and rode at the head of the Regiment,
keeping a bright look out at ths upper windows on
both sides, expecting every moment to see muskets
thrust out. I had made up my mind what to do,
and had warned th~ men accordingly that if 1 fired
my pistol-—which [ should have done at the first
man who put his musket out of the window—the
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Regiment were instantly to go threes ahout and
gallop out of the town, as it would have been
madness to push on any further.

However, as good luck would have it, the enemy
had already evacuated the town on our approach, so
we rode quietly from oue gate to the other, and in
due time the Infantry followed us. Here we halted
{or some time, and a small party under command of
Captain Wyatt went in pursuit of Koor Singh.
When they came up with the enemy, they immedi-
ately charged, and a sepoy rebel shot one of my men's
horses dead, the man being thrown violently forward,
falling at the feet of bis adversary. The sepoy
dropped his musket, drew his sword, and cut him
down with all his fores over the head: but fortu-
nately we wore good thick turbans, and the sword
did not penetrate his head. ~ In an instant my soldier
jumped up and hit the sepoy fair in the wind,
which, of course, would have been a foul blow in fair
fighting, but quite allowable in such a case as this.
Before the sepoy recovered his breath, my man
grappled with him, wrenched the sword out of his
hand and killed him with it. When Major Wyatt’s
party returned, this plucky fellow presented me with
the sword, which I now have. It was a Cavalry
officer’s sword which had, no doubt, belonged to some
poor man who had been murdered during the early
stages of the Mutiny. For this he was awarded
the Vietoria Cross. I regret very much that I
cannot give his name, having forgotten it.

About this time Lugard reported to the Com-
mander-i-Chief that he had carried out his orders,
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but a peremptory order came back to say he was to
go on fighting, which we did until the rainy season
set in.

One morning I was orderved to go with my usual
little force, and make out the route to a certain place.

It was quite a long march, and in the afternoon 1
returned and reported my success, to which Lugard
was pleased to say, ‘1 was sure you could do it/

Next morning I conducted the forces along the
way I had been the day before.  We arrived at a
slight eminence about the middle of the day, and in
front of us was a perfectly level plain, upon which
rice had been grown; but at that season it was
completely hardened and dried.

Rice, as is well known, is always sown under
water ; In its early stages every field is smrounded
by a little embankment, which holds in the water
until the rice has somewhat got ahead.

Bevond the rice-tields was a continuous belt of
Jungle, extending in a straight line as far as we
could see; but there was no sign of any enemy
about, so the quartermasters were ordered to the
front to mark out the ground, and we duly encamped,
about 200 yards from the jungle. In a very short
time almost everyone was asleep, when suddenly
a rattling volley of musketry came from the enemy
out ol" the jungle, the bullets spattering into the
camp in all directions. Up everybody jumped.
I shouted, Turn out sharp ! and in a very short
time we were all mounted, scarcely a single man
being properly dressed. 1 was simply in a pair of
pyjamas and a flannel shirt, with a sword in my hand.
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The Infantry presented much the same apparance,
and almost without any word of' command the men
rushed down to the jungle and commenced to fire
away, and in a very few minutes the enemy scampered
off, and left us to continue our sleep.

Not having been field-officer for the day, I have no
idea how the sentries and pickets were posted, as
shat was not part of my duty. We afterwards
ascertained that the enemy had been sitting in the
jungle while were were pitching our camp, and were
quite puzzled as to what our intentions were.

The next day, as General Lugard had received
information that the enemy were coming back, we
formed in order of battle. 1 was in command of the
left wing, and some little distance away from the
main body. Everything was perfectly silent, and
there was no appearance of an enemy, when Have-
lock, who was on Lugard's staff' (we used to call him
‘young Havelock,' in distinetion from his gallant
father, whose death, youw may remember, I recorded
after the relief of Lucknow) came galloping up to
me at a tremendous pace—as his custom always
was, being one of the most impetuous officers I ever
met with—with the order, ‘ You are to advance,
sir, and begin the battle’—or words to that effect.
To which I replied, ‘ Please tell the General there
is nobody to fight with. Back he came again
to me at a gallop. The order was, ¢ You are to
advance, siv.” My little force consisted of a regi-
ment, of Madras Riflemen, my own men, and two
guns. I immediately threw the riflemen into
skirmishing order, and ordered them to advance.
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The Cavalry quietly followed them up, although
it is dithicult to imagine what possible use we could
be, as we could not even have ridden into the
jungle, much less charged. After the riflemen had
advanced a short distance, a spattering fire com-
menced.  The enemy were there after all, and as
we halted outside, the bullets came flying through
the trees, and we were In quite a shower of leaves
as thev came down, but not a shot touched us; they
were ull at the usual angle of 45 degrees. Soon
the enemy retired, and we were ordered quietly
back to camp.

An amusing incident oceurved at headquarters.
My orderly, Sergeant Meuestion by name, was on
that oceasion acting as orderly to the General. The
little man was far too valuable to be allowed to go
into netion, and he was always left behind in camp,
as he had, like all other orderly-room sergeants, an
unlimited amount of writing to do. On this occasion
he founa himself mounted on astrange horse, sitting
behind the General—not at all comfortable, 1 should
suppose. Presently the General gave him an order
to take to one of the regiments.

Away he started, all by himself, and in passing
round some bushes, he came tace to face with Have-
lock, who was galloping back to the General
McQuestion unfortunately mistook him for one of
the enemy. pulled out his pistol, and fired right at
his face.  The explosion ot his own pistol tnumbled
MecQuestion flat on his.back, and he had to pick
himgelf up and walk back without a horse. Happily,
he missed Havelock clean.
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After the fighting Havelock came to me m :
wild state of excitement and related the adventure
and I need not say that that was McQuestion’s first
and last battle.

The most remarkable feature of this memorable
fight was that, to the best of my belief, there was
not a single man either killed or wounded on our
side.

The heat of a Bengal summer is something
dreadful to be exposed to in the open, and the
thermometer occasionally stood in the coolest of our
tents at 125 dégrees in the shade. T myself was so
exhausted and reduced that I had to get a chair to
mount my horse, and had to steady myself by the
holsters. 1 could not even handle my sword with
any comfort, though I was only thirty-six then !

I used to carry a large white umbrella instead of
a sword, and I well remember my last day on horse-
back. We were as usual away from all supports by
ourselves, and discovered a large body of the enemy
waiting for us—a very unusual proceeding on their
part, but I soon discovered the reason.

They were on the far side of a deep nullah, quite
mmpassable for either cavalry or artillery.

I made my arrangements accordingly. Placing
the two guus just behind the centre of the squadron
(one squadron and two gunsg being our whole force),
I gave all the necessary orders, and carefully
instructed everyone as to what I intended to do,
and we then charged at a gallop. When close to
the nullah, the two troops wheeled outwards—by
word of command——to the right and lett, and
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almost before the wheel was completed, the Artillery
unlimbered and gave the enemy grape-shot and
shell. The pace at which they scampered oftf was
a sight to see.

On returning back towards eamp, T fell off my
horse on to the hot sand on the banks of the
Ganges, and knew nothing wmore until T found
myself on board a steamboat, in which 1 was taken
to Bensares, and safely lodged in the hospital there.

1 can just remember when the steamer stopped
that [ was taken out, and placed sitting at the feet
of alady in a buggy. She supported me against the
geat with both hands till we avrived at the hospital.
It was a 190st kindly aet, and | very much regret
that I never knew who she was.

It was a comfort to be once more under a roof
with the benefit of o punkah going night and day.

Wlhen shghtly convalescent 1 was sent down by
water to Caleutta m a passing steamer, and there
I had a very dangerous relapse, and was carried to
Mountams Hotel. My fuithful bearer stuck to me
through thick and thin, but all the other servants
lett, my kitmutgar being three months i arrears
of wages. | asked the hotel people to send for a
doctor, but this they shamefully refused to do,
unless I wrote a note. In the condition which [
then was this was quite out of the question.
However, after they had positively refused in what
1 considered a most Inutal manner, my servant
brought me a scrap o paper and a peneil, and I
managed vo write, ‘ Very ill; come and see me.
He went off to the officers” hospital, and immediately
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a doctor came and removed me there, where 1
remained for some weeks, hovering between life and
death. However, my strong constitution got the
best of 1t, and I began to recover.

While I was still in hospital both Sir Edward
Lugard and Sir James Outram came to see me and
expressed their sympathy. Sir James Outram I
never saw again, but Sir Edward became permanent
Secretary to the War Office, where I had many a
chat with my old Captain in after-years.

When I became convalescent 1 was permitted
sometimes by the doctor to be taken out for a short
arring in the evening. A kind lady used to come
in her carriage every eveuing to the hospital and
send up word to the doctor that she was prepared
to take any invalid officer for a drive.

One afternoon, Sir James OQutram himself came
with his carriage and drove me down to his house
at Garden Beach, and introduced me to Lady
Outram.

My fellow-companion in the room in the hospital
was a Doctor Boyd who had been in the Residency
at Lucknow along with Havelock and Outram.
He used to give me most interesting details of his
experieuces and the horrors of that time, and we
went home afterwards together in the same ship to
England.

Having gone before a Medical Board at Calcutta
I was ordered home. 1 went and took a passage on
board a P. and O., for whicl I paid the sum of £90,
as they had a complete monopoly at that time of
the overland route.
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On board I met a nice little party of four—
Mr. and Mrs. Stewart; Mrs. Pillains, who was
going home ill, having left her husband behind her
at Caleutta, and was placed under the Stewarts’
care ; and the fourth was the llon. Frederick Bruce,
afterwards K.C.B., who was returning from China,
where he had heen our representative. They kindly
asked me 7o join the party, and took the greatest
care of me all the way home.

After aa uneventtul passage on board the
P. and O. we duly arrived at Southampton, and
going up to town | again appeared before a'Medical
Board, and had my leave extended till the arrival
of the Regiment from India. 1 may mention that
when they embarked from Calcutta a salute was
fired in their honour as a mark of the appreciation
of our services during the Mutiny.

1 append herewith a copy of the Culeutta Gazette
Extraordinary which appeaved on Saturday, April 23,
1859, No. 573 of 1859 :

‘NOTIFICATION.
fForr Wintam, Miverary Duepanrmes,
Sdpril 22, 1859,

“The 2ud Battalion Military Train is under orders
for immediate embarkation for England.

‘The career in India of this corps has been short
but brilliant, and eminently serviceable to its
country.

“Upon arriving at the Presidency it was at once
converted into a (/amlr'y foree, and sent untrained
into the field under the late Sir Henry Havelock.
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‘ Throughout the glorious and most trying summer
campaign, of which the first relief of Lucknow was
the fruit, the Military Train bore a part which would
have reflected credit upon the oldest and most
experienced Cavalry soldiers,

‘It has since served with distinetion in various
affairs under Lieutenant-General Sir James Outram
~—at the capture of Lucknow, in the operations about
Azimghur, and lastly in the harassing campaign of
Shahabad.

‘The Military Train leaves India with the best
wishes of the Viceroy and Governor-General in
Council for the future honour and prosperity of the
battalion,

“A salute will be fired from the guns at Fort
William on the departure of the corps.

‘By order of His Excellency the Viceroy and
Governor-General of India in Council.

‘R. J. H. Birc, Major-General,
“ Secretapy. to-the Government of India.

Here also I give a copy of Sir James Outram’s
farewell letter to me when the Regiment was
handed over to serve with General Lugard :

*LirckNow,
* Mareh 28, 1858,
‘MY DEAR ROBERTSON,

‘ Permit me on the eve of your departure, in
bidding you farewell, to send you an expression of
the gratitude I owe you for the valuable services
you have rendered me, and of my personal regard,
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‘In my dispatches 1 have endeavoured, though I
fear imperfectly, to give utterance to the admiration,
which the glorious conduct of your corps, under your
own gallant and brilliant leading, has inspired 1me,
and all that now remains for me to do is to assure
you that vou and they will ever be remembered by
me with rzelings of high esteem and warmn regards.

‘To your officers individually pray tender my
most hearty wishes for their welfare, and helieve e
ever,

“Your and thei: sincere friend,
‘(Sigred) J. Ovrram.’

As for myself, T was promoted to Lieutenant-
Colonel after only eleven months as a Major, and
for the capture of Lucknow and the campaign was
made a Companion of the Bath. Her Gracious
Majesty, Queen Vietoria, sent for me twice to
Windsor to decorate me with her own fair hands,
but each fime I was unfortanately too ill to go.

Herewith [ record a copy of the original summons
to Windsor :

CHienranns' Counngr,

‘ Docrons” CoMuons,
¢ November 19, 1858.

¢ SIR,

‘T am commanded by lHis Royal Highness
the Prince Consort, Great Master of the Order of
the Bath, to request your attendance at Windsor
Castle on Monday next the 22nd instant, at a
quarter past two o'clock, Her Majesty having been
pleased to signify her gracious intention to deliver
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to you, on that day, the insignia of a Companion of
that Most Honourable Order., I have the honour
to be, sir,
“Your most obedient, humble servant,
¢ ALeerT WOODS,
“ Gentleman Usher of the Order.

‘An answer 1s requested.

¢ Lirurenant-Coroner, Rosertson, C.B.

However, some time after, when serving at Alder-
shot, 1 had the honour of dining with Her Majesty ;
Prince Albert and the Duke of Edinburgh were at
the table, and Lady Churchi! was the Lady-
in-Waiting.  All four are now gone, and T am
still to the fore. It may be remembered that
Lady Churchill died within a few days of Her
Majesty.

After dinner, and when we retired to the drawing-
room, Her Majesty came round to each guest and
held a short conversation with them. I remember
she gracefully expressed her satisfaction at the way
in which my Regiment had behaved throughout the
Indian Mutiny. Prince Albert also came and said
a few words, and | must be pardoned if I have much
pleasure in recording this little event. Having
recovered my health partially, I had previously
attended one of Her Majesty’s levees, and kissed
hands.

In five years, by the rales of the service, after
serving as Lieutenant - Colonel in command of
Regiment, I was gazetted full Colonel in the army.
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After seven years’ service in that rank, a Liberal
and highly economical Government resolved to dis-
band the Military Train, and in its place they
organized a new corps under the designation of the
Army Service Corps, which was to be non-combatant
and non-purchase.

Having by this time become commandant of the
corps, with six battalions under me, 1 had the dis-
agreeable duty of disbanding it.  This was in 1870,
and Immediately after that duty was performed,
having a great objection to heing placed on half-pay
with the prospect of seven years' or more idleness
before my becomning a General, | exchanged with the
Colonel of the 16th Lancers for the purpose of selling
my commission, the Colonel of the 16th Lancers
being anxious to be placed on half-pay.

As | appeared in the same Gazette as having
exchanged into the 16th Lancers, and a little Jower
down the page as having sold out, of the army, 1t s
rather a puzeling question how long | was in that
regiment.

The treatment which the Military Train received
on heing disbanded by a Liberal Government, in
which Viscount Cardwell was Secretary of State for
War, was perhaps the meanest and shabbiest act
ever performed by any Government.

Some twelve years before, when the corps was
first raised, a donation of £200 was given to
each hattalion to provide themselves with cooking
utensils, knives and forks, ete., for the mess. Well,
when we were disbanded twelve years afterwards,
we were crdered to refund that money to a grateful
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country, and literally had to sell all our mess pro-
perty to satisfy this rapacious demand. Of course,
everything had been worn out and replaced at our
own expense at least three times during that period.

Some of the non-commissioned officers were
treated in even a worse manner on the score of
economy. Sergeant Shields had enlisted into the
favalry for twenty-three years’ service, and ae-
cording to the bargain which the nation had made
with this man, he was entitled afterwards to a
pension of half a crown a day for life. He had
been a sergeant for many years, had an unblemished
record, never having committed the sligchtest offence
during the whole of his military service, not even
the smallest militavy offence being recorded against
him during all these years (almost a unique record),
yet because he had not quite finished his twenty-
third year, although perfectly able to serve, and
having attained the rank of troop-sergeant-major,
he was discharged and that without his own consent,
and deprived of sixpence a day for life, because he
had not served out his twenty-three years infull ! I
simply call it disgraceful. 1 could give several other
instances almost as bad, but refrain.

For his valuable services to his country, Mr. Card-
well was made a Viscount !

Having sent in my papers to sell my commission,
as the phrase went in those days, 1 proceeded to
wind up the Military Train, having, as 1 stated
before, served in it from the very beginning, and
raised two battalions. Now, as Commandant, I sat
down in solitary dignity in the oflice, and being,
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[ may say, the last man of the corps, I proceeded to
wind up the affairs. All the valuable documents
were packed up and dispatched to the War Office,
and those that were considered useless were sent
down to the Royal Arsenal, Woolwich, to be eon-
verted into pulp, for paper in those days was much
more valuable than it 18 now, and was not to be
seen sticking in every hedgerow in the vicinity of
towns, as afi present.

[ then proceeded to hand over my office to the
Barrack Department, leftamy cards P.P.C. on the
General and his staff, and guietly took my departure.

As | still suffered from the effect of sunstroke 1
had reeeived in India fully thivteen years previously,
my wife and I proceeded to Shetland, where we
spent a very enjoyable summer, as in those days
tourists were almost unknown there,

Some of my readers may remember the exciting
story of a voyage whiech an old lady, Mrs. Elizabeth
Mowatt bv name, made all alone in a cutter {from
Shetland to Norway. Previous to her adventure it
was in this very cutter that my wife and 1 sailed to
Boddam, where we took up our residence, there
being a delightful lake close by, well stocked with
large trout. The sea-fishing was also very enjoy-
able in the long summer evenings, the sun only
disappearing for a short time, and we were never
deprived of daylight.

But to return to Mrs. Elizabeth Mowatt and her
eventful journey. She was going from Lerwick to
Boddam, and took her passage on this same cutter
that we had sailed in.  We knew the captain well,
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as his wife was our landlady’s daughter. They
started from Lerwick with a nice fresh breeze.
Mrs. Mowatt was put down into the hold, or lower
deck, I may call it, as it was decked over for the
convenience of carrying small packages. Having
got her down, they pulled up the ladder.

About half-way on the passage the captain was
knocked overboard by the boom. The other two
sailors (the erew consisted of three men altogether)
launched the little boat, jumped in, and pulled their
best in the direction where the captain had fallen
overboard, forgetting in their haste to lash the helm.
When they arrived near about the place, the poor
captain had gone to the bottom. and after waiting
for some little time, looking about anxiously, they
reluctantly gave up the search as hopeless and
prepared to return to the cutter. What was their
horror to see her salling before a fine, fresh, north-
eust breeze. They rowed frantically after her, but
the cutter went much faster than they could row,
and ultimately went clean out of sight. They then,
of course, had to return to land and report what had
happened.

To return to Mrs. Mowatt. 1t afterwards appeared
that she knew nothing of what had happened, and
thought bitterly that she had been deserted and
left alone on board the cutter.

For days—I am not prepared to say how many—
the poor thing remained a prisoner in the hold, with
nothing to eat and nothing to drink, and actually
was reduced to licking the moisture off a pane of
glass.
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Ultimately the cutter ran on shore on a small
island oft' the coast of Norway. The circumstances
were almost miraculous, for the Norwegians said
afterwards that they would have been afraid to
navigate a boat between the rocks.  As the cutter
grounded at high water, she was left almost dry
when the tide went down.  Two boys discovered
her, and seeing nobody on bourd, waded out to her;
and what was their astonishment to find sn old lady
in the hold, who could not speak a word of their
language. However, theyaan ol and got assistance,
and she was safely landed in Novwvay.

The island is ouly a few miles to the north of
Aalsund, and T bave frequently passed it on my
way to Trendhjem.

An intespreter wag fotched from Aalsund, and
then the poor old lady told her story, and was
ultimately restored fo her howe.

As soon as this adventure became known, Elizabeth
was offered a sum of aoney by some enterprising
company to exhibit herselt in public; this she most
mdignantly refused to do.

One of the most interesting cpisodes in my life,
which [ greatly value, and now vecord, was being
present at the Veterans' Dwrade held at Edinburgh
Castle in (903, when the King himself met us in
the informal manner which showed his confidence in
his old soldiers.

I should like to relate my personal experiences of
the day, which was hailed with so great a pride and
excitenient by the veteran soldiers of the British
Empire.
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I went up to Edinburgh on the morning of
May 8, and found that romantic city in a state of
the wildest excitement as I walked towards the
Castle, with the eleven decorations recording my
military career pinned on to my frock-coat for the
occasion,

At the entrance to the Castle Parade I had to
show my permit, with name, etc., recorded on it, and
then, and not till then, could I pass in to the Crown
Square, where the King was to receive us. There I
found Sergeant-Major Masterson, late of the Scots
Greys, on whose capable shoulders all the burden of
the detail of the arrangements had fallen ; in fact, it
was mainly owing to his exertions that the proposal
to hold such a review had been placed before Sir
Archibald Hunter, and especially before the Marquis
of Tullibardine, without whose ardent support the
matter could not have been carried through.

Masterson deserves high praise for the inde-
fatigable manner in which he, swith Miss Masterson
as secretary, worked night and day to collect {rom
all parts of the country the body of veterans who
composed the parade.

On arrival at the Crown Court, 1 found Masterson
hard at work arranging the men, with a long list in
his hand.

I was placed at the right of the line in consequence
of my representing the oldest veteran on the parade,
being the only officer (or man) who had been through
the first great Sikh War under Sir Hugh Gough.

I, however, yielded my place to General Burroughs,
late of the 93rd, and to two other Generals.
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The arrangement thus made was sadly marred
by Colonel Duff’ finding it necessary to change the
order of the purade from its position at the Banquet-
mg Hall to the far end of the Crown Court; this
resulted in what looked almost like a rout for the
veterans, who were hustled up mto an irregular mob
some four or five deep ; the roll-eall was, as a matter
of course, quite upset,

The rest of the square vemained quite empty,
there being no Generals or stafl’ present, and so we
stood patiently waiting, when into the square a
carriage and pair drove quietly, the scariet liveries
of the coachman and single footman alone denoting
the presence of our King and of the Queen; they
drove so close to me that 1 had to step back to avoid
the wheel.

Their  Majesties, steppmng down, entered the
Banqueting Hall by the north door, and having
inspected the regalia of Scotland (which had been
brought down from the upper room, where it is
generally kept), over which fowr sergeants of High-
landers mounted guard, their Majesties came out
ot the further door, and, all alone, the King walked
across towards us—I was going to say, the right of
the ‘line,” but this had, alas! in consequence of the
alteration of position, turned into a ‘crowd’ of
veterans.  Her Majesty entered the carriage and
remained there quietly, while (the staff’ having by
this time arrived) an oflicer, list in hand, presented
us one by one to His Majesty. Unfortunately, the
tormer appeared not to be able to read the list, and
[ was greeted, when my twn for presentation came,
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by a. peremptory command to me to call out my own
name, and almost before 1 had time to acknowledge
the most gracious bow from my King, he was huiried
on to the next on the roll; thus His Majesty had
no time given to say a word to his old officers.

The King then proceeded down the line, saying a
kind word to, and shaking hands with, those of the
men he recognised.

Thus ended what was a very successful parade
(in spite of the confusion-at the last moment owing
to its change on the ground), and a stirring ex-
perience—one not likely to be forgotten—a unique
roll-call.
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LIST OF CRIMIEAN AND INDIAN MUTINY VETERANS
PRESENT ON THE QCCASION OF HIS MAJESTY’S
STATHI VISIT TO EDINBURGII, MAY, 1903.

General Burroughs, C.15. 93rd Regitnent.
General Sprott, Stafl, 91st Regiment,
Major-tieneral D). Briggs, Bengal Stafl.
Colonel J. . Robertson, C.13., 3lst Regiment.

Colonel Hare, 61st Reginment,

Colonel D. R, Willinmson, Coldstream Guards.

Colone) J. I, Middleton, 93rd Regiment.

Captain G. Grant, 98rd Regiment.

Cuptain Seton, 8imd Rlegient,

Cuptaint W, Blackwood, Tlst Regiment.

*Captenr Burgoyne, 93rd Regiment.

Army Chaplain Rev. Do Ganpbell; Chaplain’s Department.
Army Chaplain Rev. H. Dreunan, Chaplain’s Department,
*Major . Chalmers, Scots Fosilior (ruavds.

*( apte.n Watt, 92nd Regiment.

Lieutenant Sprott, Royal Seols Groys,

Loyal Nawy and Naval Reserve.

A8, A M Donald, Fury.

A8, A. Andarson, Leopard.

Chicf Otlicer C. Dottrill,
Jalgar.

A8, AL Mepliarn, Rodney.

Chief Ofiicer G. Williams, Const-

guard.
Colour-5wgt. 8. Condon, TL.M.A.
Dte. T. Wrigrt, R.ALLIL.

6¢0 Dragoon Guards.

. Sergt. 10, Lane,

Tre- .

1st Dragoons.
Lte. J. Corbett.
., . Clark.
Loyal Scots Greys.
Q.M.5. J. Masterson.

. Bergt. J. Sinclair,

A8, G. Camygbell, Naval Rescrve.

Lonal diorse Artillery.

Gunner 1T, Falconer.
’e P, Ctalmurs,

4¢h Dragoor. Guards.

Parrier-Major J, Whitemat.
Pe. I8, 'erris.

I

v i Hunter.
Corpl. I'. Ritchie.
Pte. J. Crawford.

., . Christie.

5 J. Drysdale.,

o AL Gray.

5, J. Hamilton,

. W. Hamilton.
» W, Huumond,
» W, Jackson.

* Unavoiduhly absent.

ar9
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6th Inniskillings.
Pte. J. Little.

8th R.I. Hussars.

Pte. W. G. J. Fulton,
W, Hunter.

9th Lancers.
Sergt. Chester.
13¢h Light Dragoons.
Pte. G. Gibson
16¢1 Lancers.

Pte. J. I3. Gentle.

Royal Artillery,
Brig.-Sergt.-Major R. Bell.

Batt.-Sergt.-Major D, M’Donald.
5 R. M’Donald,

ki 2 133

E2] iR} 3% R. White,
Sergt. J. Davidson.
W. Goodall.
,»» R. Hammond.
Bombardier W. Taylor,
8.8. T. Larmour.
Gunner Allan.
A. Brodie.
J. Burrell.
5 G. P. Chissell,

”

s G Gunn,
s 4. Hendry.
5  J. Milne.

J. Ramsden.
T. Smith.

5 G. Tear.
s  E. Bolton.
" J. Gray.

,» R, Paisley.
J. Russell.

»w J. Peters.
. W. Bullert.
. . Raoe,

. J.Conway,

Royal Engincers.

Pte. J. Impet,
»  W. Lang.
@G. Beaton.

1"

Land Transport.

Sergt. A. Hodge.

Pte. J. Grierson,
s D. Hunter.
5 J. Simpson.
»» J. Anderson.

Grenadier Guards.
Pte. D. Gordon.

Scots Fusilier Guards.

Sergt. P. Adams,
»»  Machray.
»  D. M'Beth.

Ree. J. Clark,

D. Falconer.

,» A, M’Tarlane.

o W. Smith.

s W. Wood.

s 4. Martin,

s+ D, Thomson.

v d. Wylie,

» . Bugg.

Royal Scots.

Sergt. R. Robinson.

DPte. P. M'Donald.
.. T, Price.

J. Sullivan,

- W. Cassidy.

s J. Molloy.

s~ R. Green.

s d. Lundie,

» dJ. Morley.

D. Robertson.

,» P. Nagle.

»w  W. Stephen,

» P, Rooney.

5 T. Agnew.

4th Fool.
Pte. A, Martin.
»s J. Harding,
9th Feot.
Pte. W, M’Gill.

14tk Foot.
Sergt. G&. Mure.

15t1 Foot.
Colour.~Bergt. J. Austin,



18th oot
Pte. A. Christie.

2081 Tool,
Pte. J. Cinnavan.

21t Scols Fusiliers.

Bergt, J. Clarl.
Pte. I, Black,

o d. Goffrey.

»» 4. Reynclds.

5 T Maide.

» M. Finn.

25:h Foot.

Pte. G. Mure.

2810 Foot,
Pte. T. Anthony.

3040 foel.

Pte. T. Dunlop.
» A Fhuday.

3311 Foot.
. Ketierick.

34¢h Faot.
Pte. W, Boyce,

37l Foot.

P

o
(=]

Colour-Sergt. J. Rodgers.

80th Ioct.
Pte. J. Travnor.

40t Foot.
Corpl. D, M’Leod.
118t Fool.

Sorgt. W. Humphries.
I'te. W. Cook.

sy J. Kellv.

o P Dunn,

v P IHagpan.

4%nd Foot,

Sergt.-Major J, Bteven,

Sorgt. J. Dickson.
w J. Lillied
Corpl. A. M’Robbic,

APPENDIX

; Lte. J. Bryson.

1

v W Cruickshanks,
,o . Downle,

o AL Drummond,
» L Kenwick,

s AL Hassach.

» A 3 Culloch.
»n F. M Kenzie,

» H. M'achlan.,
o AL Ml

s H. Paterson.

W . Sharkey.

o J. Weir,

., d. Watt.

»  J.Gibb.

. G Knowles.

w o W Diek.

, W, Stewaurt.

s A, Thomson.
.o Mowadt.

o B Swan.

o Lo M'Kay.

+ . Dogan,

5 RS R. Burns.
w W, Brown,

5 J. Nicholl,

»  I. Morrison.

46th Foot,
Ple. G. Nairne,

47¢h Foot.
Pro. ¥, Ras.

48th Foul,
Yte, A. M Kenzie.

49ih Irool.

Sergt. G. Dirown,
Pte. A Boak.
5 W, Hefferon,

50th Foot.
Pie. E. Kane.

556t Foot,

Sergt, Steadiman,
Pie. I M'Willinins.
»n 4. Q'Leary.

» 9. Stirling.

» J. Stanley.
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60t Rifles and Rifle Brigade.

Bergt. W. Hill,
Pto, J. Barclay,
5 J. Clark,
» 4. Robertson.
» R Yarley,
,» Young.
61st Foot.
Pte. J. Collins.
,» J. Robertson,
63rd Foof.
Pte. R. M'Nanamara.
» 3. M'Cabe.
70th Fool.
Pte. IR, Robertson.

Tlst Foot.
Colour.-Sergt. 1), Ferguson.

Paymaster-Sergt. W. Pholps,

Hergt. Beveridge.
»  H, Martin.
5 W. Nairn,
5 P, Sinatt.

Pte. W. Black.

» J. Brown.

» R. Campbell,
,, d.Danson.
. W. Downie.
. J. IMadie,

» A, Fisken,

» d. Gardiner,
,, J. Gibbons.
,» A, Hutton.

»  J. Marr.

»  R. Mills.

» A, Mackay.
w A Taylor.

,s J. Young.

.o J. Smith.

o J. M'Neill,

» . M'Intosh.
w  W. Oats,

,» J. Downie.

72nd Fool.

Sergt. J. M'Iutosh.

Corpl, J. Cagkie.

Pte. R. Cameron.
,» A, Chisholm.
»w M. Christie.

|
I
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I
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4
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i Ppe. J. Duncan,

,» P. Ford.

» A. Forrest.

5 4. 8, Gardner.
(i. Gyde.

»  J. Murray.

w W, Dullar,

J. Stewart.

J. Stewart.

J. Wellings,

5 J. Demlay.

»  A. M'Kenzie.
» W, Burton.

»  d. M'Guire.

»  J. Grant.

5 W. Ramsay.
D. Sutherland,
,, A Laing.

T4th Fool,

Pte. J. Fairfoul.
o 1L M’Alister.

T7th Fool.

Pte. 1. M Xenzie.
» Thomson.

78th Fool.

Sergt.-Major J. Tocock.
Bandmaster J. A. Bunce,
Colour-Sergt. 1. Brownlee.
Tiance-Sergt. Latrie.
Pte. 1. Ramage.

,» 1. Russell.

»  J. B. Thomeson,

» J. Foley.

T8th Foot.
Sergt.-Major 8. Currie.
Q.M.S. J. Knight.

., J. M'Kenzie.
Colour-Sergt. 8. Wells.

0 J. M’Pherson.
Sergt, R. Henderson.

;s R Ivvine,

»  H. MKay.
Lanco-Sergt, J. Anderson.
Corpl, 1. Martin.

Fiper J. Hendrie.
Pte. J. Axthur.
s J. Brown,
5 P, Cameron.
» W, Gilchrist.



Pto, P. Gray.
s T Hunter,
s I Tlustie,
» d. Trvine.
» Al herr
»  J. Melville.
w T M Donald.
s . M’Pherson.
s D. Lieid.
» M. Stewart.
w W Tel fer,
» R, Thonuon.
5 W, Stewert.
5, R. Verne-.
y . Clellazd.
. J. Stark,
4B Kidd,
»  J. Muarray.
» W, Hoge
» L. Robertson.,

B0t Foot,

. M. M’ Phorson.
»s M., Carmichael.

B8O 7 IPoot,

. D, Copeland.

90470 I"oof,

Pte. J. Gibrmey,
5 DL Greig,
» A, Livingston.
w J. M'Garry,

91t Foot,

Pte. J. M Peale,

92ad Ioot,

Colour-Sergt. J. Gilmour.
Drum-Major T, Walker,

Corpl, W, Stoddart.
T. Drawbell.

I’te W. Cruickshank.
» D. M Ewen,

5 A Boss.

» J. Rankira,

» Strathdee.

» I King.

» J. Brownloe.

w  J. Crnwford.

ATPENDIX

93rd I'oot.

' Bergt.-Major J. Motion,
Drum- AMajor J. Rattray.
Colour-Bergt, J. Hutton.
Sergt, 1), M’Hroom

|
|
|

”

A. Christie.
W. Fulton.
1*. Murphy.
G. Martin.
J. Cook,

J. Bryee,

J. Cobb.

T. Colling.
J. Crighton,
J. Diekson,
H. ])ouglus
R, Douglas,
I, Bage.

i \V}utmkm

Cor pl W. Falkner,

b3

ny

‘ Pte,

W. M’Kay.
Wright,

. Bandsman W, Webster.

T Abbot.
Baird.

1. Brash,

A. Ferguason,
W, FPraser.

1. Gillespie,
W. Gillespie,
1. Groen,

J. D, Maxwell,
J. Morris,

H. Morrison.
R. Munro,

D. M’ Donald,
J. M’Donald.
b, M’Intosh.
J. M’Intosh.
D. M'Kenuzie.
M’ Kenzie,

J. M'Dougall.
A. Rough.
W. Lussell,
. Btirling.

J. Shepherd,
J. Taylor.

J. Watson,

R. Cunningham,.
J. Dutf.

J. Morrison,
J. Monereiffe.
A. Minto,
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Pte. 8. Gunn. | 97t Foot,
»  R. Hrand. Pte. B. Wolfe.
» Gray.

» 1. Cameron. 104th Foot.
A, Keddie. Colour-Sergt. P. M'Guire.

A, Cameron. 3
" H Anderson. 8rd Bengal.

» . Pte, BB, Munn.
» J. Hutton. il .
,: G. Cﬂlnpbeu- 1 \V- \‘Vrlg]lt.
Dengal Artillery.
95th Foot,  Dte. J. Smith,
Tte. '{ . Flynn. Madras Artillery.
th B, Beverley. Pte. J. Cossar.
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Mr. Edward Arnold’s
List of New Books.

THE REMINISCENCES OF
LADY DOROTHY NEVILL

Edited by her Son, RALPH NEVILL.
demy Svo, . With Povtvait: =~ 15s. net.

There ar: very few persons living whose knowledge of English
Society is, literally, so extensive and peculiar as Lady Dorothy
Nevill's, and fewer still whose recollections of a period extending
from the day of the postchaise to that of the motor-car are as graphic
and entertaining as hers. In the course of her life she has met
almost every distinguished representative of literature, politics and
art, and about many of them she has anecdotes to tell which have
never before been made public. She has much to say of her intimate
[riends of an earlier day—Disraeli, the second Duke of Wellington,
Bernal Osborne, Lord Ellenborough, and a dozen others—while a
multitude of more modern personages pass in procession across her
light-hearted pages.

There are curious domestic details of her early life, such as the
number of Jreakfasts to which she went in her first Loondon season,
which can hardly have been more recently than 1844, or the composi-
tion and equipment of the cavalcade of retainers without which her
father, the third Earl of Orford, ¢ in his nankeen shorts and beauti-
fully embroider=d waistcoat,” thought it unseemly to travel abroad.
Lady Dorothy tas taken, and still takes, an interest in every comn-
ceivable subject, from old English furniture to the Primrose League,
which may be said to have originated at her table,

A reproduction of a recent crayan portrait by M. Cayron is given
as frontispicce.

LONDON: EDWARD ARNOLD, 41 & 43 MADDOX STREET, W.
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PERSONAIL ADVENTURES AND
ANECDOTES OF AN OLD OFFICER.

By Colonel JAMES P. ROBERTSON, C.B.
Demy 8vo, With Poritraits. 12s. 6d. net,

The phrase ‘a charmed life’ is hackneyed, but it may be used
with peculiar appropriateness to describe Colonel Robertson’s
military career. ¢ The history of my nose alone,” says the cheery
old soldier in his Preface, ‘ would fill a chapter,’ and, indeed, not
only his nose, but his whole body, seem to have spent their time in,
at all events, vrunning a risk of being seriously damaged in every
possible way. The book, in fact, is simply full of fine confused
fighting and hair-breadth escapes.

Joining the 31st Regiment in 1842, Colonel Robertson took part
in the Sutlej Campaign frora Moodkee to Sobraon, He war in the
Crimea, and throughout the Mutiny he commanded a regiment of
Iight Cavalry, doing repeatedly the most gallant service. The
incidents of Ife in Ireland and the Ionian Islands during the in-
tervals of peace are worthy of  Charles O’I1alley,’ and are described
with something of Lever's raciness of touch.

WESTERN TIBET AND THE
BRITISH BORDERLAND.

By CHARLES A, SHERRING, M.A, F.R.G.5,

Inpian Civit ServIiCE | DEFuTYy COMMISSIONER OF ALMORA.

Royal 8vo. With Ilustrations, Maps and Shketches. 21s. net.

During the last few years Tibet, wrapped through the centuries
in mystery, has been effectively ‘opened up’ to the gaze of the
Western world, and already the reader has at his disposal an
enormous mass of information on the country and its inhabitants,
But there is in Western Tibet a region which is still comparatively
little known, which is especially sacred to the Hindu and Buddhist,
and in which curious myths and still more curious manners abound ;
and it is of this portion of the British Borderland, its government, and
the religion and customs of its peoples, that Mr. Sherring writes.

The book contains a thrilling account by Dr. T. G. Longstaft,
M.B., F.R.G.S,, of an attempt to olimb Gurla Mandhata, the highest
mountain in Western Tibet, with two Swiss guides.
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ABYSSINIA OF TO-DAY.

An Hccount of the First Adission sent by the American Government
to the Ring of Kings.

By ROBERT P. SKINNER,

ComMMISSIONER TO APYSSINIA, 1903-1904 ; AMERICAN Consul-GENERAL} FELLOW OF THE
AMELLCAN (GHOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY; SoCt pDOU FRLINRIGE.

Demy 8vo. Witk numerous Illustrations and Map, 12s. 6d. net,

The object of this American Mission to the Emperor Menelik
was to negotiate & commercial treaty. The Mission was extremely
well received, and the expedition appears to have been a complete
success. The picture drawn by Mr. Skinner of the Abyssinians and
their ruler is an exceedingly agmeeable one; and his notes on this
land of grave faces, elaborate courtesy, classic tone, and Biblical
civilization, its history, politics, language, literature, religion, and
trade, are ful! of interest ; there are also some valuable hints on the
organization and squipment of a caravan.

HOUSEBOAT DAYS IN CHINA.
By ]J. O. P. BLAND,
Domy 8vo.  With sumevous Illustvations.

The author is « very prominent member of the British community
at Shanghai, and a well-known authority on China. His account of
houseboat holidays is extremely entertaining, and is illustrated with
specially-drawn sketches.

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION,

MY MEMOIRS.
'y HENRI STEPHAN DE BLOWITZ.
Crown Sve. With Fovtrait. 6s.

The remarkable interest aroused by the publication of these
unique memoirs of the late Paris Correspondeut of The Times has
suggested that an edition more easi!y within the reach of the general
public will bs welcomed.
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THE PRINCES OF ACHAJA AND THE
CHRONICLES OF MOREA.

H Study of Greece in the HidOIle Hges,
By Sir RENNELL RODD, G.C.V.0,, K.C.M.G., C.B,,

H.M. ENvoy EXTRAORDINARY AND MINISTER PLENIPOTENTIARY TO SWEDEN AND NORWAY §
AvuTHOR oF * CusToMS AND LORE o MoDperN GREECH,” ‘ FEDA, AND OTHER PorMs,” ',
“I'ne Unknowd MADONNA,' ¢ BALLADS oF THE FLEET,” ETC.

Demy 8vo,  With Hlustvations and Map.

In this important and masterly work Sir Rennell Rodd deals
with a curiously interesting and fascinating subject which has never
been treated of in English, though a few scanty notices of the
period may be found. It is gratifying to know that the British
School in Athens, which has done so much for classical archa:ology,
has of late turned its attention to the Byzantine and Frankish
remains in the Morea. Meanwhile this book will fill a great blank
in the historical knowledge of most people.

INDIVIDUAL OWNERSHIP
AND THE GROWTH OF MODERN
CIVILIZATION.,

Being a Translation of Henrr b TourviLLe’s ¢ Histoire de la
Formation Particulariste,” by MAISIE G. LOCH.,

Demy 8vo.

The articles which are here presented in the form of a volume
were contributed by the author to the French periodical La Science
Sociale over a period of six years ending in February, 1903. His
death occurred within a few days of his completing the work.
M. de Tourville, after showing that the transformation of the
communal into the particularist family took place in Scandinavia,
and was largely due to the peculiar geographical character of the
Western slope, traces the development of modern Europe from the
action of the particularist type of society upon the fabric of Roman
civilization,
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THE AFTERMATH OF WAR.

En Account of the Mepatriation of Boers and Matives in the range
River Colony.

By G. B. BEAK,
Demy 8vr.  With llustrations and Map,  12s. 6d. net.

The author, after serving nearly two and a half years in the South
African War, ‘was appointed Assistant Secretary of the Orange
River Colony Repatriation Department, and subsequently Assistant
Director of Relief under the Government. His information is thus
not only first-hand but unique.

Although both were originally based on Article X. of the Terms
of Vereeniging, the scheme of repatriation carried out in the Orange
River Colony diered entirely indetail from that adopted in the Trans-
vaal. Mr. Beak begins by pointing out the causes which led to the
policy of clearance and concentration and describing the effect of that
policy. He next deals with the arrangements made for the return
of the priscners of war and the supply of everything necessary to
enable the pecple to resume their normal avocations. He shows
how the unprecedented drought in which the difficulties of the work
culminated led to the necessity of continuing the relief organization
after the repatriation proper had been carried out, and discusses the
questions of claims, compensation, and loans.

The book is illustrated with some extremely interesting photo-
graphs,

PATROLLERS OF PALESTINE.
By the Rov. HASKETT SMITH, M.A, F.R.GS.

Eintor o7  MukrAv's HANDBOOK TO SYRIA AND PALESTING, 1902 §
AvutHor or ‘For Goo anp HuMaNitv: a Roma~er or Mount CarmEr,” * Tk DIVINE
Freivnany,” * CALVAKY anp Tuk Toms or Curest,' ETC.

Lavge crown Bvo.  With Illustvations. 1os. 6d.

The late Mr, Haskett Smith was a well-known authority on the
Holy Land. and in this book he personally condncts a typical party
of English tourists to some of the more important sites hallowed by
tradition. On tae way, much interesting information is imparted in
the course of conversation between the Sheikh (as the author calls
himself) and his * tribe,” and many apparent difficulties in the Bible
are swept away by his enlightened explanations.
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LETTERS OF

GEORGE BIRKBECK HILL,
D.C.L., LL.D., Hon. Fellow of Pembroke College, Oxford.
Arranged by his Daughter, LUCY CRUMP.

Demy 8uo. With Povivaits, 125, 6d. net.

Dr. Birkbeck Hill's ¢ Letters’ form, with a few connecting links
written by his daughter, an autobiography whose charm lies in its
intimate portrayal of a character which was, in its curious intensity,
at once learned, tender, and humorous. He wrote as he talked, and
his talk was famous for its fund of anecdote, of humour, of deep
poetic feeling, of vigorous literary criticism, and no less vigorous
political sentiment. As an Oxford undergraduate, he was one of the
founders, together with Mr." Swinburne, Prof. A. V. Dicey, and
Mr. James Bryce, of the Old Mortality Club. He was intimately
connected also with the Pre-Raphaelites. At college, at home, on
the Continent, or in America, everywhere he writes with the pen of
one who obsgrves everything, and who could fit all he saw that was
new into his vast knowledge of the past. His editions of * Boswell’s
Lohnson,' of ¢]Johnson's Letters,” and ‘The Lives of the Poets’

ave passed into classical works. But that his writings were not
exclusively Johnsonian is abundantly shown by such books as the
Letters ofy Hume, Swift, General Gordon, and Rossetti, as well as
by his ¢Life of Sir Rowland Hill,” his ®History of Harvard
University,” and various collections of essays.

LETTERS TO A GODCHILD
ON THE CATECHISM AND CONFIRMATION.
By ALICE GARDNER,

AssociATE AND LECTUKER o NEWNHAM COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE ; AUTHOR OF ‘ FRIENDS OF THE
OrLpen Timk," ' THEODURE OF STUDLIUM, ETC.

Foolscap 8vo, 2s. 6d. net.

This series of actual Letters written to an actual Godchild on the
subject of Confirmation is intended for parents and teachers who
either feel that some of the instruction to be derived from the
Catechism is obscured by archaism of style and thought, or who
desire something in the way of a supplement to the Catechism. It
is not intended to take the place of works of formal religious in-
struction.
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TRANSLATIONS INTO LATIN AND
GREEK VERSE,

By H. A. ]. MUNRO,
SomeTIM: FEL.OW OF TRINITY COLLEGE, ANL ProFissor oF LATIN 1N TuE UNIVERSITY
0¥ CAMBRIDGE,
With a Prefatory Note by J. D. DUFF,

FeELLOwW OF L'riniry CoLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE,
Medium 8vo. With a Povtvait. 6s. net.

These translations were originally printed for private circulation in
the autumn of 1884, a few months before the author’s death. They
were never published, and for years past the price asked for the
book second-hand has been high. ' It has therefore been decided,
with the consent of Munro’s representatives. to reprint the work, so
that those who are interested mn Latin Verse and in Munro may
acquire u copy at a reasonable price. A few slight changes have
been introduced from Munre’s own copy of the book, Some of the
translations were printad separately before 1884, but these were
much changed before their second appearance. Two, which were
found among Munro's papers, have been added ; one of them, from
Scott, has no;, it is believed, been printed before.

Munro's verses are not a mere cento of tags from the classics,
dovetailed together with more or less ingenuity. The severity of his
method lead: at times to a certain baldness; but at other times,
when he is inspired by his English, and writing in a favourite metre,
the result is something not easily distinguishable from an original
work of art.

NEW EDITION, ENTIRELY REWRITTEN.

PSYCHOLOGY FOR TEACHERS.

By C. LLLOYD MORGAN, LL.D,, F.RS,,

Princirar or University CoLLeGr, BrisToL
AuTror oF THE SeriNgs or Conpucr,” Hautr AN INsTINGT,” ETC.

Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d.

For this edition, Professor Lloyd Morgan has entirely rewritten,
and very considerably enlarged, his well-known work on this impor-
tant subject. He has, in fact, practically made a new book of it.
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MISREPRESENTATIVE WOMEN,
AND OTHER VERSES.
By HARRY GRAHAM,

AurHor or *RuTHLESS Ruvmes ror Hraktirss Homes, ‘ Bavians or THE BoErw WaR,
¢ MisRECPRESENTATIVE MEN,” * Fiscan BaLianps,” ‘Verse ann Worse,' ETC

Foolscap 4to.  With Ilustvations by 1DaN SAYRE (GROESBECK. §S.

Admirers of Captain Graham's ingenious and sarcastic verse will
welcome this fresh instalment, which contains, among the ¢other
verses,” a number of « Poetic Paraphrases’ and ¢ Open Letters’ to
popular authors.

THE LAND OF PLAY.
By MRS.. GRAHAM WALLAS,
Crown 8vo. With Illustvations by GuinerT JaAMES. 3s8. 6d.

The four stories which make up this delightful children’s book are
entitled ‘Luck-Child,” ¢ The Princess and the Ordinary Little Girl,
¢ Professor Green,’ and ¢ A Position of Trust.’

A SONG-GARDEN FOR CHILDREN.

A Collection of Children’s Songs

Adapted from the French and German by
HARRY GRAHAM anp ROSA NEWMARCH.

The Music Edited and Arranged by
NORMAN O’NEILL.,

Imperial 8vo.  Paper Covers. 2s. 6d. net.
Cloth ¢ilt. 4s. 6d. net.

This is a charming collection of forty-three French and German
songs for children translated and adapted by Capt. Graham and
Mrs. Newmarch. It includes nine songs arranged by J. Brahms for
the children of Robert and Clara Schumann.
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NEW FICTION.

Crown 8vo, 68, cach.
THE LADY ON
THE DRAWINGROOM FLOOR.

By M, E. COLERIDGE,

AuTtHok oF ‘Tue KinG wird Two Facks,” “'Uar Fiexy Daww,” ‘T SHADOW oN TIE WaLL,
Lrc,

OCCASION’S FORELOCK.
By VIOLETA; SIMPSON,

Asraon orF CTue Donned Conseirarors,” * Tux SOVEREIGN Powkr,” ETC.

THE BASKET OF FATE.
By SIDNEY PICKERING,

AvTtnokr or ‘virery,! CPue KEv or PARAMSE," ETC.

QUICKSILVER AND FLAME.
By ST. JOHN LUCAS,

fTue Awssury REPENTANCE.

THE MILILMASTER.
By C. HOLMES CAUTLEY.

Crown Bvo. gs.

CONCERNING PAUL AND
FIAMMETTA.

By L. ALLEN HARKER.
With a Preface by KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN.

. 'One of the most genuine “ treats ' which has come in our way for a long time
in the order o7 bocks relating to children.’-- 1Porld.
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POLITICAI. CARICATURES, 1906.
By &ir F. CARRUTHERS GOULD.

Super voyal 4to.  6s. net.

The change of Government. with the consequent variety of political
topics, very greatly enhances the attraction of this new volume of
cartoons by ¢ Sir F. C. G.,’ whose well-earned honour has heen the
subject of congratulation on all sides. If the increased acerbity of
political relations is found to be slightly reflected in these later car-
toons, the many fresh and interesting studies are no less happily
handled than those produced under the Conservative régime.

NEW AND CHEAPER EDITIONS.

e
IN A GLOUCESTERSHIRE GARDEN.
By the REV. HENRY N, ELLACOMBE, M.A,
Crown Bvo. With Photogyaviue Frontispiece.  3s. 6d.

A TREASURY OF MINOR BRITISH
POETRY.

Selected and Arranged, with Notes, by Prof. J. CHURTON
COLLINS.

Cronm 8vo. -~ 3s. 6d.

THE QUEEN’S POOR.

Lite as they find it in Town and Qountry,
By M. LOANE,

Crown Bvo. 3s8. 6d.
OPINIONS ON THE FORMER EDITION,

+ It is a book which is not only a mine of humorous stories, quaint sayings, and
all that web of anecdote and quick repartee which sweetens a life at the best
limited and austere. It is also a study in which common.sense mingles with
sympathy in a record of intimate relationship with the problems of poverty.’—
Daily News.

Sir ArtHUR Cray, Bart., says of this book : ‘I have had a good deal of ex-
perience of ‘' relief " work, and I have never yet come across a book upon the
subject of the ' poor '* which shows such true insight and such a grasp ot reality
in descr ibing the life, habits, and mental attitude of our poorer fellow-citizens. . .
The wh ole book is not only admirable from a common-sense point of view, but it is
extrem ely pleasant and interesting to read, and has the great charm of humour,’
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A HUNTING CATECHISM.

Fy COLONEIL. R. F. MEYSEY-THOMPSON,

Avrror (P ‘ REMINISCENCES oF THE Couksk, vHE CaMy, AND TuEk CHASE,' *'A Fisiung
CaTegHisM,” AND ' A SHOOTING CATECHISM.'

Foolscap 8vo. 3s. 6d. net.

This, the third of Colonel Meysey-Thompson’s invaluable hand-
books, will appeal to hunting men as strongly as the previous
volumes did to lovers of rod and gun. The information given is
absolutely practical, and is conveyed, for the most part, in the form
of Question and Answer. The arrangement is especially calculated
to facilitare easy reference.

AT THE WORKS,
A s5tudy of a Morth Countrp Town.
By LADY BELL,

AUTHOR OF ‘THE Dean or St, PATrRICK'S, *THE ARMTER,’ ETC., ETC.

Croun 8vo. 68.

In this little book Lady Bell has entered upon a new branch of
literature, It is not a novel, but a description of the industrial and
social cordition of the ironworkers of the North Country.

THREE LITTLE COOKS.

By LUCY CRUMP.

With Illustrations by Gertrupe M. BrADLEY.
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d.

‘Where, we again ask, can we find a successor to Miss Edgeworth? Till some
few months ago we should have answered this enquiry mournfully with the one
word *'Nowhere,” But the reading of Mrs. Lucy Crump’s “Three Little Cooks
must conviice the most confirmed sceptic that the spirit of Maria Edgeworth,
though in & slightly modernized and even improved form, still lives amongst us.
The aim of this charming little book would assuredly meet with Maria's warmest
approval. Its aim is to provide lessons in cookery for the young,’—Spectator.
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RECENTLY PUBLISHED.
THE
CHURCH AND COMMONWEALTH.

The Visitatfon Charges of the Right Rev. George Ridding, ..,
Fivst Mmisbop of Soutbwell.

Collected and Edited by his Wife, Lady LAURA RIDDING.
Demy Bvo, 108. 6d. net.
* The book is one which will repay study, and it cannot but exert a wholesome

influence. It may be recorr nended to all sorts and conditions of the clergy, and
deserves the attention of all thoughtful Churctsmen.'—Sheffield Daily Telegraph.

SOME DOGMAS OF RELIGION,
By JOHN ELLIS McTAGGART, Litt.D,,

LecturErR IN MoRAL ScieENCEs, TriniTy 'CoLlLEGE, CAMBRIDGR.
Demy 8vo. . 108, 6d. net.

*Mr. McTaggart’s book is full of surprises, some of them very pleasant. It is
also able, interesting, stimulating ; all the more so because it i1s the product of
two philosophical methods, and belongs to more than one century—connecting
the Deism of the one with the Idealism of the other, . . . The crowning merits
of Mr. McTaggart's style are its clean-cut explicitness, and the happy directness
and not infrequent humour of its illustrations.’—Tribunz.

SIR JOSHUA FITCH.

Hn Bccount of bis Life and Wlork.
By A. L. LILLEY, M.A.
Large cvown 8vo.  With Fortvait. 7s. 6d. net.

«Mr. Lilley is to be congratulated upon his production of a memoir which does
justice to a notable figure in Nineteenth Century English life and thought. The
book should be read by all who have any interest in educational questions, and
of these it might almost be said that their number includes almost every thought-
ful man and woman in the land,’ —Standard.
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RECENTLY; PUBLISHED.,

THROUGH INDIA WITH
THE PRINCE,

By G. F. ABBOTT,
K NIGHT C(.)MMANIIIER OF THLE HELLENI! ORDER OF THE SAVI()UR;
AUTH R oF Soncs oF MunikN GREECE,” *I'ne TarLe or a Touvx in MACEDONIA, ETC.
Dewy 8vo,  With Ilustvalions and Map. 12s. 6d. net.

Though the book is first in the field, it is extremely probable that it will turn
out to b one of the best produced as a result of the royal progress. Mr. Abbott

writes with knowledge, with point, and with humour, and he is not afraid to be
outspoken.’'—bserier.

The book has a deeper and more serious interest than that of the passing

moment, and will remain an abiding contribution to the discussion of India’s
problems."—Iuily Chronicle.

THE AENEID OF VIRGIL,

With & Translation by CHARLIZS J. BILLSON, MA,,

Coxrus Chpsrl Cottkor, Oxrorn,
2 vols.  Croww jto. - 30s, net.

' Mr. Billscn's version is at onee o credit to English scholarship and a contri-
bution to English literature. To read it is to come within measurable distance
of appreciating the greatness of Virgil. With a remarkable faithfulness to the

ariginal it coribines a spontaneity and a felicity of phrase which entitle it to rank
as poetry of n» mean order.'— Manchester Guardian,

SHAKESPEARE AND HIS DAY.

B Study of the Topical Element in Sbhakespcare and in the
Elizabethan Drama,

By J. A, DE ROTIISCHILD,

Trinery CovLnrcr, CAMBRIDGH.
Crown 8vo. 5s. net.

¢ An excellent piece of independent work, the object of which is the extracting
from a study of Shakespeare and the contemporary dramatists an ordered picture
of life in ** something of the general colours and forms ' of that time.'—Qutlook,

“This capi:al essay will stimurate interest in an engaging line of literary
research.’'-——Daily Telegvaph,
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A GUIDE TO DISEASES OF THE
NOSE AND THROAT AND THEIR
TREATMENT.

By CHARLES ARTHUR PARKER, F.R.C.S. Eoin,
Demy Bvo.  With 254 Illustvations, 18s. net.

EXTRACT FROM THE PREFACE.

¢ To acquire the necessary dexterity to examine a patient systemati-
cally so as to overlook nothing, to recognise and put in its proper
place the particular pathological condition found, and finally, but
chiefly, to treat both the patient and the local abnormality success-
fully, seem to me the three most important objects of a course of
study at a special hospital. This book, which is founded on lectures
given at the Throat Hospital with these olfjects in view, is now
published in the hope of helping those who are either attending or
have attended a short course of study at special departments or
special Hospitals for Diseases of the Throat and Nose. . . .

THE DIAGNOSIS OF NERVOUS

DISEASES.
By PURVES STEWART, M.A., M.D,, F.RC.P,

Puvsician 1o OuT-PATIENTS AT THE WeSTMINSTER HospiTal, ann Jowwr LECTURER oN
MEDICINE IN THE MenicaL ScHoor; PavsiciaNy To THE Rovat NaTionalL ORTHOPA&DIC
Hoserrar; AssiSTANT PuysiClAN To THE ITALIAN Hospitar.

Demy 8ve.  With Illustrations and Colouved Plates. 1g58. net.

This book, which is intended for the use of senior students and
practitioners, to supplement the ordinary text-books, discusses the
most modern methods of diagnosis of Diseases of the Nervous
System. The substance of the work, which is illustrated by original
diagrams and clinical photographs, nearly 200 in number, was
originally delivered in lecture form to students at the Westminster
Hospital and to certain post-graduate audiences in London and else-
where. The subject of Nervous Diseases is. approached from the
point of view of the practical physiciar, and the diagnostic facts are
illustrated, as far as possible, by clinical cases.
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THE CHEMICAL INVESTIGATION
OF GASTRIC AND INTESTINAL
DISEASES BY THE AID OF
TEST MEALS.

By VAUGHAN HARLEY, M.D, Epwv.,, M\R.C.P, F.C.S,,

Proressor oF Pathovocicat Ciesnstry, Universtry CorLecs, Lonnpow

And FRANCIS GOODRBODY, M.D. Dun., M.R.C.P,,

AssisTar T Proresson oF Parnorocical Criiemistey. UNiversity CoLLEGE, LONDON.
Diemy 8vo.  8s. 6d. net.

This book spens with a description of the method of obtaining
gastric contents, and the estimation of the capacity of the stomach.
The various Test Meals employed in diagnosis are next described.
The macroscopical examination of the gastric contents and conclu-
sions to be drawn on inspection are discussed, and a short descrip-
tion of the microscopical appearances follows. The chemical
analysis of the gasrric contents is then given, The Organic Diseases
of the Stomach are all separately described, with specimen cases of
analysis toillustrate them. The Functional Diseases of the Stomach,
which are more froquently met with in ordinary practice than the
Organic Diseases, are also very fully given. The chemical methods
employed in the investigation of Intestinal Diseases are then de-
scribed with great fulness, four types of Test Meals being given.
Among the very numerous other subjects discussed and illustrated
are: Diarrheea and Constipation, the chemical analysis relating to
each being given, Intestinal Dyspepsia and Catarrh, Colitis, In-
testinal Atrophy, Intestinal Ulceration, Intestinal Carcinoma, Sprue,
or Psilosis, and Calculi.

MIDWIFERY FOR NURSES.

By HENRY RUSSELL ANDREWS, M.D., B.Sc. Lonb.,
M.R.C.P. Lonn.,

ASSISTANT OsTE" RIC VRYSICIAN anp Licrurer 1o Purie Miowives AT Tue LONDON
HuorprraL; FxaminNer To raE CENTRAL Minwivis Boarp.

Crowm Svo.  With Ilustrations. 4s. 6d. net.

This book is intended to supply the pupil midwife with all that is
necessary to meet the requircnients of the Central Midwives Board,
and to be used as a work of reference for the certificated midwife.

It is meant not to be merely an examination book, but to be a
practical handbook for midwives.
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ALTERNATING CURRENTS.

A Text=book for Students of Engincering.
By C. G. LAMB, M.A,, B.Sc,

1CLare CoLlEGE, CAMBRIDGE,

AssoctatE MEMeeR oF TiE INsTiruTion or Erkcrrical Enciverrs; ASSOCIATE or tRE CiTv
AND GUILDS OF LONDON INSTITUTE.

Demy 8vo. With Llustvations. 10s. 6d. net.

The scope of this book is intended to be such as to cover approxi-
mately the range of reading in alternating current machinery and
apparatus considered by the author as desirable for a student of
general engineering in his last year—-as, for example, a candidate for
the Mechanical Sciences Tripos at Cambridge. In general it deals
with ¢ principles’ as distinct from ¢ p-ocesses *; the details involved
in an adequate consideration of the latter are dealt with more appro-
priately in drawing office work. The subjects considered include
the usnal questions concerned with alternate current flow, the theory
of the operation and of the testing of alternators, transformers,
induction and series motors, by direct methods and that of the
open circuit and short circuit tests; the operation of alternators in
parallel, of synchronous motors, and the usual matters included in
such a course of reading. The treatment is directed chiefly to the
acquirement by the student of clear general ideas as to methods of
operation and the practical limitations of the problems discussed.
It is hoped that the book miay take its place as a suitable introduction
to the standard works on the subject.

A MANUAL OF HYDRAULICS.
By R. BUSQUET,

ProrFEssoR A L'Fcouy IupusirignLE pe Lyow,

Translated by A. H, PEAKE, M.A,,

DEMONSTRATOR 1N MECHANISM AND Avenrn Mucnanics IN THE UNIVERSITY oF CAMBRIDGE.
Crown 8vo. With Ilustvations. 7s. 6d. net.

This work is a practical text-book of Applied Hydraulics, in which.
complete technical theories and all useful calculations for the erection
of hydraulic plant are presented. It is not a purely descriptive work
designed merely for popular use, nor is it an abstruse treatise suitable.
only for engineers versed in higher mathematics. The book is well
illustrated, and is full of Arithmeticar Examples fully worked out. In
these examples, no knowledge is assumed beyond that of simple
arithmetic and the elements of geometry.
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