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FIFTY YEARS OF PUBLIC
SERVICE.

CHAPTER I
EARLY DAYS.

A Soldier by Birth and Environment—At a Public School—Short Commons—
Welcome Tips-—Athletics—What was Taught—Outbreak of the Crimean
War—Offer of a Commission—At Sandhurst—A Visit to the Regimental
Ageuts: * Sebastopol will soon Fall ”’—At the Regimental Depdt—Practical
Joking and a Bayonet Charge—A Quaint Drill - Sergeant—A Terrifying
Colonel.

AM a soldier’s son, born in an Indian garrison (December
Oth, 1838), a soldier's grandson, with a host of relatives,
ncar and distant, and as 1 write this I gaze at family por-
traits and miniatures in uniforms of a bygone day. My
earliest associations were with soldiers : a soldier’s wife was
my nurse ; my father’s orderly carried me on his shoulders at
the immature age of three to the dame school where I learnt
my A, B, C; my favourite toys were a wooden sword and
the buttons off an old regimental coat.

Fortune cast my lines still more deeply in the same
groove. I lived as a child surrounded by military traditions.
My home was at Douglas, Isle of Man, in those days a
favourite retreat for old officers, veterans of the Peninsula,
India, and Waterloo. There was one lame major whose
limp was caused by a still unextracted French bullet; his
story sent a thrill through me whenever I heard it. He had
distinguished himself in one fierce fight by tearing the
King's colour from its staff and wrapping it round his body

B
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sooner than surrender it to his foe. I thought everyone
should lift his hat to him when he passed, but he was no
more noticed in our place than he had been by his superiors
in the past. Another gallant warrior I followed with admir-
ing eyes when I met him was an Indian General, who had
survived the massacres in the first Afghan War, and had
helped to defend Jellalabad.

Early school days helped to increase my predilection for
the profession of arms. My first master had been a lieu-
tenant in a cavalry regiment through the campaign against
Suchet in Catalonia in 1811-12. His sabre and crimson
sash hung conspicuously on the mantelpiece in his study,
and he would descant by the hour upon marches and skir-
mishes on the Lilobregat and the Ebro.

Then I went to a public school, such as it was. Gauged
by modern ideas it was a rough and ready, Spartan institu-
tion, run on bare, economical lines. There was no pam-
pering, rather the reverse; the food was of the plainest,
and altogether missed the variety and succulence of the
boarding school of the present day. Tea with bread and
butter for breakfast, the same in the evening at five, our
last meal, a dinner at 1 p.m. of plain meat and potatoes with
puddings twice a week, was the sum total of our daily rations.
No bread was given at dinner, and I remember that a special
exception was made in my favour, as, with boyish daintiness,
I loathed potatoes. The gourmands among us who could
afford it provided their own pickles, jams, and other luxuries,
which were not allowed upon the table but kept under the
seat. The craving for variety in food—the want of food in-
deed, for we often went starving—led us to much petty
pilfering in the house and abroad. We made love to the
buxom cook for slabs of stony stuff : the broken pieces of the
pudding we called “Golly,” the “Goliath,” or colossal roly-
poly of treacle, given us on Thursdays, and we scrambled
for any scraps of food about to be thrown to the pigs. We
set traps for thrushes and sparrows, we ranged the fields for
beans, turnips, potatoes (I could eat them when stolen),
which we cooked for ourselves on the study or play-room
fire. 'The secret of the hiding places for saucepans and
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frying pans was handed down as a tradition from generation
to generation—the movable plank in the floor or wainscot,
the hole cut in the wall; so, too, the culinary skill and the
most cunning recipes were passed on from boy to boy. One
was a famous concoction for making pancakes, often as
thick and tasteless as bits of blanket; another, developed
almost to a fine art, was the manufacture of toffec. One
boy was specially clever with his fingers, and we were
willing to believe that, as he put it himself, he could make
anything, from steam engines to raspberry jam, if only he
had the tools.

General short commons was emphasised by chronic
thortness of cash. Every spare farthing, and there were
few enough to spare, went in the purchase of ‘‘ tuck.”” The
weekly pocket money, the sum of sixpence being the highest
limit, did not go far; apple tarts a penny each, barley cakes
hot from the griddle, oranges and sweetstuff, were dear
luxuries, and in my nearly constant impecuniosity rare to
come by. My dear mother used sometimes to send me a
¢hilling by the driver who came from our neighbourhood,
some ten miles distant, bringing the drawing-master to the
school one day a week for work ; and in Castletown, a mile
away, courts were held once a month which my brother-in-
law, a lawyer from Douglas, regularly attended. On the
great day, the first Thursday in the month, I started precisely
at twelve, when school broke up, to run to the Court House
to win my brother-in-law’s eye. I was never disappointed
of the welcome tip which was awaiting me. My punctual
appearance was quite a joke with the whole court, and his
Honour the Deemster would smilingly wait, even if my
brother-in-law was on his legs and speaking, till the eagerly
cxpected douceur was slipped into my hand. A boy never
forgets his early benefactors, and I was glad in after years
to be of some service to this brother-in-law when he sought
and gained the appointments of Clerk or Master of the Rolls
in the Isle of Man.

My school days were passed before the pursuit of games
was developed into the great cult, long since established
amongst us, but we played cricket assiduously, and could
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produce a respectable eleven to meet that from the neigh-
bouring barracks, or made up of reading men from the
-universities, with whom our island has always been a
favourite holiday resort ; we were devoted to football accord-
ing to our own ideas, which were hardly those of ‘‘ socker *’
or ‘‘ rugger '’ now so famous in the field of sport; we were,
most of us, swift runners, long practised to evade our
masters when out of bounds, or to fly before irate farmers
on whose ficlds and crops we so often levied toll ; we arrived
at great skill in throwing stones, for our battles with the
town boys were frequent, and stones were our accustomed
weapons ; we were expert swimmers, for the sea was within
a couple of hundred yards of the college, and bathing the
universal rule at all seasons, even in the depth of winter—
and it was well that salt water was constantly on tap, for
in those days therc were no baths within doors. Gym-
nastics, as understood nowadays, had not been invented
then; there was a rickety swing, an inclined plank, and
some jumping bars, but these were little patronised, and the
favourite exercise of the more irrepressible boys was in
‘“ travelling,”’ a game played by the climbing of a tree at
one end of the stunted plantation in the college grounds,
and working through to the other end by swinging like
monkeys from branch to branch.

In the matter of education we were not exactly starved,
but much was left to chance and individual desire to
improve. Classics took the lead, and were taught by the
conventional methods, construing, the composition of Greek
and Latin prose and verse. But the well-disposed willing
youth was certain of kindly help, and for my own part I look
back with gratitude upon the knowledge I acquired. Before
I was sixteen I had read Livy and Tacitus, Xenophon,
Thucydides, some of the Greek plays also, and I have ever
preserved a fondness for them. Mathematics were rather
neglected. Even the rudiments of arithmetic were scarcely
taught, and we did little more than learn Euclid by rote,
and flounder through algebra as far as quadratic equations.
There was a so-called English side specially designed for
the preparation of candidates for the army commissions to
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meet the newly devised tests by examination, curiously im-
perfect and inadequate as they were. Modern history
received much attention, but there was no place for the
study of campaigns or any purely military sciences. French
and German, according to the rule of the time, were
extras, and little could be learnt in them in the short time
allowed. Drawing, another extra, was taught crudely by
an artist of no mean proficiency himself, who gave us his
own work to copy. He left us to do it our own way, and
there was none of that technical instruction of the modern
art school which is best imparted in youth, and never after-
wards fully taken in. Music, vocal or instrumental, had no
place whatever in the curriculum: what most boys learn
nowadays, as & matter of course, in all good schools was
missed entirely ; the chapel service, so admirably conducted
everywhere to-day, was ludicrously inefficient. Our choir
consisted of a single person, an old tailor from the village,
whom we called Jubilee Jones, and who led off the hymns
after finding the key with a tuning fork, and without any
accompaniment.

The results achieved were probably nowise inferior to
those of other public schools of that time. We could point
with pride to various academic successes. Many of our
seniors did well at the universities; for instance, Farrar,
afterwards Dean of Canterbury; Fowler, now Vice-Chan-
cellor of Oxford; Tom Brown, who wrote ‘‘ Betsy Lee,”’
took “First Class” degrees; J. M. Wilson, now Arch-
deacon of Manchester, was Senior Wrangler in his year.
Such triumphs led me to look ahead in the desire to emulate
their achievements. ‘‘ A boy’s thoughts are long, long
thoughts,”” and the longest are those that turn upon the
choice of what we shall “* be.”” I was still full of military
yearnings—our school contained many soldiers’ sons like
myself, for the charges were moderate, and commended
themselves to officers with modest means. Numbers of my
schoolfellows passed on into the service, and many have
since given their lives to their country, or risen to great
distinction. The Crimea, the Indian Mutiny, the wars
small and great in which we have been so constantly
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engaged, took their toll of them. One gallant survivor, I
may mention, is Field-Marshal Sir George White, V.C.

With all this I had no hope of entering the army. The
road was barred by want of means. Commissions without
purchase were difficult to come by in the pre-Crimean days,
and alrcady an elder brother had been launched into the
profession of arms. There were few openings then for a
lad leaving school, and my choice was strictly limited: a
stool in my lawyer brother-in-law’s office in Douglas; or, if
I could win a scholarship—and my position in school rather
warranted the hope—I might find my way to a degree at
Oxford or Cambridge and a curacy or junior mastership.
Artistic tastes since developed pointed to painting, but art
was a precarious livelihood then, unless backed by the finest
talents.

While T waited. still doubtful as to my future, the
Crimean War broke upon us. We sat one cvening at tea
in the dining-hall, and the head-master came in to tell us of
the victory of the Alma. Our cheers were still louder for
Balaclava, and Inkerman stirred us to wild enthusiasm.
Then, as fifty years later, every thought was for the war.
Classical studies were neglected; even the military his-
torians, Livy, Xenophon and Thucydides were tame reading
compared to the letters of the then new product, the war
correspondent. Iixcitement deepened into feverish anxiety
when the winter came and the most harrowing stories were
published of the sufferings of our troops upon the dreary
heights before Sebastopol. The whole countryside was
eager to send help, and, returning home for the Christmas
holidays, I tumbled upon a family party intent on knitting
mufflers and cardigans for the men at the front.

Within a few minutes of my arrival home the war came
still closer to me. I caught a meaning look on my father’s
face, as he asked my mother, “Shall I tell him?” and
a sad look on hers as she answered, “I would rather
you did not accept it.”” ‘‘It’’ was the offer of a com-
misgion at once, provided I could pass the necessary
examination. I had no doubt myself, although my
knowledge of military subjects was nil, but I was a good
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classical scholar, fair at mathematics, and knew some
French. A month later I came successfully through the
ordeal at Sandhurst.

It had been a busy month, for I had to cram all I could
hold of field fortification and logarithms, and Chepmell’s
*“ Universal History.”” Dr. Chepmell was a Military Col-
lege Professor, who himself examined us, and thought that
history, ancient and modern, meant nothing but dates. I
shall remember till I die the date of the Siege of Troy (as
given by Chepmell), the battles of Mantinea, Clontarf,
Tannenberg, and many more, although the knowledge has
been of little service to me through life. A short half hour
seemed to satisfy the examiners that I knew quite enough
to become food for powder. Only the doctor looked
askance at my boyish face, for I was only a few weeks past
sixteen, and had been suffering quite recently from illness.
They were more compassionate, however, than inquisitorial ;
indeed, there was nothing wrong with me, but I was
advised to go home and nurse my cold. They were easy-
going enough, the medical examinations, in those days. A
contemporary, whom I still meet at my club, got through
with flying colours, and although some doubts of his eye-
sight were hazarded he was passed. At the door he turned
and said, ‘‘ I think I ought to tell you that I've got a glass
eye,”’ but they did not go back upon their decision. Another
story will cap this. It is that of a candidate with rather
inferior powers of vision, who implored the man who went
in just before to tell him exactly what happened. 'The
latter reported that he was taken to the window and desired
to say what he saw in the street. It was a ’bus passing,
drawn by grey horses. When our friend’s turn came he
was asked exactly the same question and gave exactly the
same reply. “What!"” cried the doctor, “you can see that
omnibus? '’ (which was just turning the corner). “You
must have uncommon long sight! You’re all right.” .

I had not long to wait for my commission. Three days
after passing the Sandhurst ordeal, I was gazetted to the
63rd West Suffolk Regiment, now the 1st Battalion of the
Manchesters, a corps which did fine work in South Africa,
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and especially in Ladysmith. The regiment had been
sorely tried in the Crimea, and suffered very severely at
Inkerman. Worse happened to it in the winter that
followed, as will presently appear.

My first visit as a full-fledged commissioned officer was,
at my father’s bidding, to the regimental agent’s, Mr. E. S.
Codd, of Fludyer Street, on which, by the way, a part of
the offices of the Local Government Board now stand. The
locality was the favourite lounge for the recruiting sergeants,
and one of them paid me the compliment of offering me
the Queen’s shilling. My indignant answer was to draw
myself up to my full height and say that I was already (by
a few hours) an officer in the 63rd Regiment, whereat the
sergeant apologised humbly, and gave me my first military
salute, at which I walked on with the air of a conqueror. I
was again humiliated, however, on reaching the office in
Fludyer Street, for as I stood at the counter, outwardly
brave, but really overcome with shyness, dear old Mr. Codd
came to me himself, saying, ‘* And who might you be,
young 8ir?’’ Then, when I declared my name and quality,
Mr. Codd laughed aloud and, calling back to his head clerk
within, cried : *“ Alfred! Sebastopol will soon fall! Come
and look at the last reinforcement!” This was the begin-
ning of what grew from mere business into the most
affectionate relations, and I was so eager to show my
gratitude that I promised Mr. Codd he should have my
regiment—when I got one. Under the old arrangements,
the agency of a regiment was in the gift of the general who
held the ‘‘ full ”’ colonelcy. It was in this way that the
Duke of York laid the foundation of the brilliant success
of a certain great firm who he always said were erroneously
styled his bankers. ‘‘The real truth is, I am theirs; for I
always have more of their money than they of mine."’

A second visit, surreptitious and clandestine, was to the
Horse Guards. My father had promised my mother that if
it could possibly be managed I should not be gazetted to a
regiment in the Crimea. That very morning he had
announced his intention of seeking a transfer for me to one
in India or the Colonies. This did not suit my ideas at all,
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and, returning by the way of Whitehall, I ventured boldly
into the precincts of headquarters, and asked for an inter-
view with a great Staff Officer, who was a friend of my
father’s, and to whom I knew the application for transfer
would be made later. He received me with much bon-
homie, and promptly assured me that I would certainly
go to the Crimea. ‘‘ They want officers too badly to spare
even such a mite as you. You may tell your father so. But
I'm very glad you came. I like your spirit.” So did my
father, as I firmly believe, but he was a stern disciplinarian,
and would not openly approve of what I had done.

The depdt of my regiment was in Ireland, at Birr, in
Parsonstown, and thither, when equipped with uniform aund
outfit, I at once proceeded. My father accompanied me as
far as Crewe, the junction for Holyhead, where he diverged
to Liverpool, en route for the Isle of Man, and left me to
continue my journey alone. Our farewells were spoken at
the carriage window, in the hearing of my fellow passen-
gers, who rallied me with the customary chaff about the
“young bear,” and the troubles in store for me.

From Kingstown to Westland Row, then in a car across
Dublin to the Kingsbridge Station, and by the Southern and
Western line to Ballybrophy, where I was landed in the fast
fading light, a forlorn little figure, having no idea how I was
to get on to Birr, fourteen miles distant by road. Now I
happened upon the first firm friend I made in my long
pilgrimage through life, an assistant-surgeon, also bound
for Birr, by name Murphy, a handsome, rollicking Irish-
man, with a rich voice and a cheery manner, who took pity
on me, and settled at once that we should join forces and
travel on together. It was he who extracted a conveyance
out of a ruinous shebeen house that posed as the Railway
Hotel, and so hustled the ragged ostler that as we drove
away the fellow promised him a skin full of broken bones.
Murphy arranged that we should dine at Roscrea, as we
should reach Birr too late for mess, and, on driving into the
barracks, introduced me at once to a crowd of brother
officers in the billiard room, and secured me a bedroom in
the canteen.
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I was, of course, as shy and shame-faced as a girl, and
my heart was sore within me as I made this, my début
into the military world. My dear old father had fortified
me with some very precise instructions as to my procedure,
and I had already contravened some of them—one was that
I was on no account to allow myself to be parted from
my baggage, the brand new, shiny black bullock trunks
and portmantcaux that bore my name and regiment in
full, and which I had been obliged to abandon at Bally-
brophy station, for there was no room for them on the
jaunting car, with the promise, I strongly distrusted, that
they should follow me on the first opportunity. Again,
that I should lodge myself in the canteen would, I felt sure,
shock my father (and he afterwards found very serious fault
with me for going there), but everyone did it on arrival,
and the plan of providing a few bedrooms, of course quite
apart from the drinking rooms, was excellent, as the
barracks were a couple of miles from the town, and to stay
at the hotel would have been expensive.

Another paternal instruction was to call as early as
possible upon the adjutant to report myself, but I found it
unnecessary, as 1 was summoned early next day to the
orderly room, and put at once upon the mill. There were
some seventy youngsters like myself, but mostly older and
more advanced in military knowledge; they belonged to
several regiments, for Birr was the headquarters of one
of the new-fangled depoOt battalions, a system that long
survived, and never gave complete satisfaction, but which is
about to be remewed in principle under the latest army
scheme. I was too young then to see the defects of the
system, although they were very apparent, in the absence
of uniform control, in the diversities of methods and in-
terests, when each depdt was governed by a comparatively
junior regimental officer, and no direct responsibility was
imposed upon the superior field officers, who were mostly
unattached. The collection of so many youngsters under
a small, hardly-worked staff was not calculated to make
good officers of us, and I am afraid we gave a good deal of
trouble.
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We were like a lot of light-hearted schoolboys, and,
even in those pre-historic days, ‘“ragging” was not
unknown. The same reprehensible practices obtained :
“drawing " and ‘““making hay,” and packing a youngster’s
kit for him and labelling it with his home address, as
a strong hint to him to take himself off. One night
a nasty accident all but occurred; some wags were mal-
treating a man whose temper was short, and who, to
rid himself of his tormentors, charged them with bayonet
fixed, and drove them before him round the barrack square.
Part of our course of drill was in the manual and platoon
exercise, in which we were instructed in our own quarters,
and kept a musket (rifles were not then introduced) there
for the purpose. No harm was done, but the incident got
to the Colonel’s ears, and much trouble came of it. Only a
year before there had occurred the great scandal of the
“mon mi ricordo” court martial on practical joking in
Dublin, and the most stringent orders had been issued
summarily forbidding such practices. There were some
good men among us as it proved, and I met many a Birr
comrade in after life who had risen high in the service.
The most distinguished of them all was Lieutenant-General
Sir Charles Mansfield Clarke, G.C.B., now Governor of
Malta.

There was fun to be got out of the drill, irksome and
monotonous though it was, and one of the sergeants was a
joy to us from the quaintness of his ways and sayings. I
remember him once upbraiding me for looking on the
ground. ‘‘ Look up, sir!’’ he shouted. ‘' I.ook up, Mr.
Griffiths ; why do you look on the ground? Is your father
dead? Then look up to Heaven, where you may hope to
find him.”” He had a trick, very good for us no doubt,
but which a still painfully shy boy disliked extremely, of
making one stand alone in the square, a long distance from
the squad of men we were instructing in drill. This was
intended to give confidence and strengthen the word of
command, but he always began with the same remarks:
“Now, sir, speak up. They’'ve got to take the words from
you. Don’t be afraid, spit it out. You're all by yourself
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there, poor Mr. Griffiths! No one to help you, no one to
look after you! Show them what you're worth.”

The Adjutant visited the squads daily, watching the
progress made, but interfered little, and the Colonel com-
manding still less. He was an awful being, whom we
seldom if ever saw, unless specially summoned before him
to answer for our sins. It was a terrifying thing to be
brought before our Colonel. He was a man of presence,
who set his teeth, and a decidedly unamiable look came over
his stern face when he was moved to wrath. In truth, he
was very casily put out. He was not satisfied with verbal
reprimand, although it came freely enough, but when
angered he had a trick of putting out his hands and, with
a wide movement, sweeping everything off thc table
before him. On such occasions all who were near fled
forthwith from the room, and he was left to cool down
alone. Then the adjutant would send in the orderly room
clerk to pick up the pieces and restore order, while the
(‘olonel looked on smiling as though nothing had happened.
He was at heart the kindliest of men, as I had the best
reason for knowing, for years afterwards it was my fortune
to serve on his staff for a long period, with the pleasantest
recollections.  But our fear of him as boys extended to
private life, and it was rather an ordeal to dine with him,
although he had a most charming wife, and was extremely
hospitable. I remember in one of the awkward pauses of
conversation the talk turned upon archery, which had just
been established as an amusement at Birr. ‘‘ Are you an
archer? ’’ said the Colonel’s wife, pleasantly, to one of the
tongue-tied ensigns at table. ‘‘No, ma’am, I'm a Waller
of Castle Waller,”” was the reply.
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CHAPTER II.
IN THE CRIMEA.

“A Big Drunk Draft "—Summary Disposal of a Tall Hat—Embarking at
Greenhithe—My Comrades—A Drunken Captain and Chief Officer—Delayed
at Constantinople — Bulaclava — Sebastopol — State of the Regiment —
Running into Danger—Duty in the Trenches—Repelling Attacks—The
Fortunes of War—Sir James Simpson’s Failure to Rise to the Occasion—
A Council of War Extraordinary—The Russian Retreat—The Looting of
Sebastopol—An Adjutant from the Ranks.

TME in those days governcd everything, for the demands of
the Crimean Army were incessant, and drafts of men and
officers were being forwarded continually to the front long
before they could be called disciplined or instructed. I
shall never forget accompanying one of these detachments
which marched from Birr to Roscrea, where it was billeted
for the night, to proceed next day to Ballybrophy, and there
entrain. It was a queer collection, for there were no reserves
in those days, and every raw recruit who could be got was
bundled out to active service before he had been converted
into more than the semblance of a soldier. The net was
spread wide, and drew in children (like myself) and middle-
aged men; some of the latter, indeed, after they had taken
the shilling, were claimed by their wives, who came with
their children to the barrack-gate.

It was exactly what Kipling has since called a ‘‘ big
drunk draft,”” and Roscrea would not hold them. They
ran wild all over the place in all stages of intoxication, and
the pickets sent out, most of them drunk too, were perfectly
helpless in checking disorder or keeping the men to their
billets. We officers, all of us mere lads, did our best,
backed up by a few sober old non-commissioned officers,
and I have a very lively recollection of our struggles and
scuffles as we tried to drive the men to bed, and how we
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got very much the worst of it. The Mutiny Act prescribes
that “ whoso shall strike a superior officer shall suffer death
or such other punishment that by general court-martial may
be awarded.” I am afraid that very few of our draft
would have escaped capital punishment if the law had
been enforced, for the men knocked us about pretty con-
siderably.

My own turn soon came, and with five subaltern
comrades I “got the route,” as we called it in those days.
But my eager desire to get to the front was all but nipped
in the bud, summarily. The Colonel commanding our
dep6t had serious doubts whether I could face the hard-
ships of the campaign. He took counsel with the depdt
surgeon, and I believe I should have been detained had
I not behaved in an altogether childish and foolish manner
before them, so they thought it better not to daunt my
ardour. All the way out I was in dread of being stopped.
When our transport reached Malta a youngster of my
acquaintance came on board and told me with a very
long face that I had better not show myself on shore or
1 should be detained, as he had been till he grew bigger
and stronger and fitter for the field. I carried with me
a bundle of introductions from my father and his friends,
one of which was to the General commanding at Malta.
I need hardly say it was never delivered, and I had the
proud satisfaction of landing at Balaclava to contribute to
the reduction of Sebastopol at the mature age of sixteen
years and four months.

Our orders were to embark from Greenhithe. A coach
ran from Birr to Tullamore, where I took train for Dublin,
happy as a king in the heyday of youth and spirits, and
my pockets well lined with cash. The money was a
most blissful and entirely unexpected windfall to a tyro
with no knowledge of the Pay Warrant. Among the
few boons we enjoyed in those days was the special grant
of ** field allowance,”’ eighteenpence a day for six months,
issued in advance, making the (to me) colossal sum of
£13 6s. 6d. handed over by the paymaster, and intended
to cover the cost of war-kit. My outfit was new and com-
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plete, and I fear very little of the money went that way.
I spent one day in Dublin and two in London, the first
at Macken’s, the second at the old Hummums Hotel, and
I am free to confess that, save and except 30s. paid for a
sparely fitted tin canteen, the bulk of my windfall went
in riotous living. My last act, I remember, on leaving
the little station at Greenhithe, was to throw my tall hat
into the nearest green field.

There were six of us, all except myself gone over to
the majority. Stuart, the senior, had married a wife on
the very eve of embarkation, and I remember he brought
her alongside in a shore-boat, where they made their sad
farewells before us; Stephen Moore, afterwards of Barne,
Tipperary, and Member for that County ; little Archer, who
had come in from the Militia, and who always wore in
plain clothes the light blue cloth regulation trousers that
had been invented for infantry by the Prince Consort; Pye,
of the old Staffordshire family that produced a Poet
Laureate ; Ramsbottom, afterwards Isherwood, and brewer
of the famous Brenchley ales; and myself, the junior and
quite the youngest of the party. One or two other
passengers made up the party, officers like ourselves bound
for the front, notably two lieutenants of the Royal Navy,
one of whom rose later to be Admiral Sir George Tryon,
and to find his fate in the sinking of H.M.S. Victoria.

These naval officers seemed likely to play a prominent
part in the voyage, for it soon came to be seriously con-
sidered whether we should not break the charter-party and
dispossess the captain of his command. He was a very
incompetent person, and we were continually in danger
of shipwreck. The machinery was out of gear, and the
first night in the Channel the bearings became so hot that
an explosion seemed imminent. We narrowly ran ashore
off Ushant; when we were in the traffic way we were
constantly in danger of collision, which, indeed, our
Captain courted by such close steering that it was a mercy
we did not run down everything we met. Once, indeed,
in the Bosphorus, when sitting in the cabin below, I was
thrown out of my chair by a violent concussion, and rush-
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ing up on deck I found that our madcap commander had
fallen foul of another vesel, but was capering about the
deck with delight, shouting, *‘ Shaved him by an inch.”
He was drunk, of course ; he was always drunk, and so was
his chief officer, hence the intended interference with the
command and navigation of the stcamer. Nothing came
of it, however, and we won unharmed through all the
dangers and difficultiecs of the voyage. They were
numerous cnough, for ours was a trading voyage; we
carried cargo principally, passengers were a secondary
thought, and we landed at many ports of call out of the
regular run to take in and discharge merchandise. First
a long halt at Gibraltar; then we steered a northern course
to Cagliari in Sardinia, thence south to Malta, and so east-
ward through the Grecian Archipelago to the Island of
Syra, alrcady a busy, thriving place, and at last reached
Constantinople, where we stayed so long that we began to
think that we should never leave it again.

All this time we were cating our hearts out to get to
Sebastopol, and be in, at least, at the death. The siege,
from all accounts, was drawing to a close; the final assault
could not be long delayed ; yet here we lingered among the
shipping at the base, idling away our time, wasting our
opportunities while the Captain peddled and bargained
with the cosmopolitan scoundrels in this modern tower of
Babel. We had no duties to perform, we were under no
restraint, but free to wander at large, surprised and sur-
feited with the strange sights of this ancient Eastern city.
The Golden Horn is to me an abiding memory; I can
never forget how the superb beauty of its natural sur-
roundings, the vivid picturesqueness of the streets, the
bridges, the bazaars, the people, affected me. We roamed
to and fro from morning till night, exploring the city and
the suburbs and the country round; we took boat (the
historic caique) across to Scutari, and hunted, or were
hunted by, the wild dogs that infested and terrorised the
whole neighbourhood ; we loafed about Pera, so French in
aspect and in such strange contrast to the purely Oriental
Stamboul; we made excursions into the Valley of Sweet



IN THE CRIMEA. 17

Waters, and one day Moore and I got as far as Buyukderi
by boat on a visit to Sir John Michel, at that time com-
manding the Turkish contingent. I had an introduction
to him from my father, for they were old brother officers
in the Saucy Sixth, long commanded by Michel, who,
by his showy, light-hearted ways, had earned for himself
the sobriquet of ‘‘ Flash Jack."

We were received with extreme kindliness by the
General, who attached us to his staff, and we rode after
him to a great review. It was a memorable occasion to
me, for I had never seen so many men on parade—quite
20,000—and still more because I had never ridden so far,
and with such little skill. I can remember asking one of
the A.D.C.’s (it was Whitmore, who died the other day,
Sir George Whitmore, an officer greatly distinguished in
New Zealand warfare) how I should hold my reins. Another
experience was the return voyage to Constantinople about
midnight alone with the Turkish boatman, whose forbid-
ding aspect inspired such little confidence that Moore and
I agreed to kecep watch and watch through the night. It
was never quite settled which of us broke the consigne,
but it is a fact that when we were brought to we were both
sound asleep.

At last we started for the Crimea, and after a rough
crossing of the tempestuous Black Sea, entered Balaclava
Harbour on an early day in July. Ample means, systemati-
cally employed had by this time reduced the chaos
of the dread winter last past into something like order.
The narrow port was still overcrowded with shipping, but
there were wharves at which the smaller could lie and
discharge their cargoes, and there were store-houses for the
heterogeneous masses of goods, the endless variety of
munitions de guerre et de bouche ; the different departments
had their distinctive offices easily recognised, so had the
various regimental depots. We found that of the 63rd
readily enough, and after a few words with the quarter-
master in charge, we set off full of high spirits under his
direction to walk across the Fedoukhine Heights, and find
our way on foot to our camp before Sebastopol.

C
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It was a rare morning, bright sun and exhilarating air,
and a perfectly clear atmosphere, in which the whole ex-
panse of the now historic plateau, reaching from the sea to
the Tchernaya, lay unrolled like a map at our feet. A grand
panorama on which was displayed, and easily distinguished :
every item and detail of the great game in progress below,
besieged and besiegers, the beleaguered fortress and its
miles-long lines of defensive works, the innumerable tents
and huts of the assailants, the web-like ramifications of
the trenches and saps—all were plainly visible. Taking the
attacks from right to left, here was the Malakoff, next it
the Redan, then came the deep dip into the Woronzoff
Road, then our left attack, ending at the cemeteries, where
the French took up and occupied the extreme left resting
on the sea. For all it was a quiet morning, the batteries
were not ‘idle; gun answered gun; their reports, long
heralded by a small white cloud like a handful of cotton-
wool, the time-honoured puff that will never more be
scen in these days of smokeless powder. As we walked on
we came upon more tangible and more striking evidences
of the business in hand. Now it was an orderly encamp-
ment of some smart regiment, now the ragged lines of a
native transport corps, now the bugles of a French brass
band, now marching parties returning after a night spent
in the trenches, now a staff officer galloping ventre d terre,
now & handful of reckless subalterns on pleasure bent,
taking a day off to picnic in the Baider Valley, or try
their luck at the new French restaurant at Kamiesch. Tt
was indeed a novel and inspiriting walk, to me especially,
but a few months before but barely released from the
monotony of humdrum school-life.

The regiment, when I joined headquarters a month or
two later, could not be called in good order, nor did it
fully recover from the effects of that dread winter of '54
till years afterwards. It suffered more than any other in
the Crimea; not merely from the enemy’s fire, but from
an extraordinary oversight of the Colonel's, who had devised
a plan of his own for protecting it from the inclement
weather. His idea was to dig a series of deep pits, at the
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bottom of which tents were to be pitched. No provision
for drainage was made, and at the first heavy rain the
pits filled with water and were quite uninhabitable. Yet
the Colonel was so intent upon his scheme that he would not
permit the men to have access to their knapsacks and much
needed change of underclothing until they had completed
their pits. The result was that early in January the
regiment was sent down to Balaclava to recuperate, and
on the morning it marched out it mustered, all told, just
thirty souls. In the September previous it had embarked
at Dublin a thousand strong.

We were warmly welcomed by the regiment; the
duties were hard, and the arrival of six subalterns was a
great help to the roster. Some of us appeared ** in orders ”’
at once for trench duty that very night, and, novice-like,
rejoiced greatly, although going down into “the ditches,” as
they were called, had ceased to be an agreeable pastime to
most of the old stagers. It never palled on me, however—
it was too strange, too novel, too exciting to a boy of my
tender years and strictly limited experiences. I was, in
truth, quite a child; they called me *‘ the Light ("ompany
baby,”” and I more than once overheard the pitying com-
ments of French soldiers as they talked of ce petit enfant,
and commiserated his pauvre mére; but it was delight-
ful, a source of endless and absorbing joy, to be doing the
work of a full-grown man, as I thought, to give orders
and be obeyed, not without condescension, by the war-worn
veterans I was supposed to command. The sense that I
was running danger, too, rcal danger, was very thrilling,
and I continually sought to gratify it. It was a favourite
amusement with us youngsters to do daring things, to
disdain cover, to go out beyond the shelter of the trenches
and attract the enemy’s fire—feats obviously reprehensible,
for which, when caught, we were sternly reproved. The
whistle of a passing grape-shot, the sing-song of the ap-
proaching shell, the thud of a rifle-bullet, gave’us acute
emotions, but I can call to mind that when first exposed
to a really serious and damaging fire, I did not like it a bit.
It was on the occasion of laying a battery platform at the
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open end of a new entrenchment, in full view of the Crow’s
Nest battery, from which the Rooskies, having got our range
exactly, did considerable execution. I escaped myself with
a riddled jacket ; but there were several real casualties, and
I was glad enough when the order came to withdraw my
party.

A turn of duty in the trenches might be very full of
varicty. Sometimes the night passed without incidents
more cxciting than visiting of the sentries in the open,
amidst the vineyards, now in full bearing, and the bringing
back of many bunches of delicious grapes, or in fatigue
dutices, assisting the Royal Engineers, a duty which origi-
nated the then hackncyed phrase, *‘ Right face, follow the
sapper.”’ The sappers were detested, not merely as task-
masters, but because it sometimes happened they did not
bring back all the men they took away, and experiences
like that I have just told were not uncommon.  The
fatigue duties were not always easily performed, and I can
remember my despair at being sent down to the first
parallel to bring up a *‘ Gibralter Gyn,’’ an instrument with
which neither I nor my men had the slightest acquaintance.
Now and again the enemy woke us up pretty effectually;
there was a sortie every two or three nights, when the
sentrics came tumbling back and some sharp fighting
ensued, but never, in my experience, with any decisive
results. Sometimes, taken by surprise, we were driven
out of a trench, but we never failed to return and recover it
at the point of the bayonet. I remember a stampede of
the picket in the Woronzoff Road, held by a small party
in advance of our trench, and the painful consequences to
one of those who had given way. As they were stream-
ing into our trench, followed closely by the ‘‘ Rooskies,”’
and we plied our rifles at close quarters, a man of ours
had the misfortune to kill one of our own side. This unin-
tentional murderer served on for many years afterwards, and
was always known in the regiment as ‘‘ Gaffney, who shot
the —th man.” Gaffney came, I think, to count the
sobriquet a title of honour; but, so far as I can remember,
he had no great claims to be thought a good soldier.
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Sortie or no sortie, midnight always brought us a keg of
rum, and the accustomed issue of a tot of grog, which I
confess I was slow to appreciate, despite the pressing
recommendation of my elders. I preferred to wait for the
daylight brew of coffee, or the appearance of my servant
bringing down breakfast from camp. Our memories are so
largely affected by the first flavours of food that I have
always associated a Liyons or Bologna sausage with breakfast
in the trenches, where it was almost invariably a principal
feature of the meal. How many of our recollections are
thus mixed up with food! The pungent flavour of Worcester
sauce recalls my début as a soldier, and my first lunch at
mess ;- there, too, I tasted claret for the first time, and
overcame my repugnance to olives. I first learnt what
French mustard was like in a French restaurant at Pera,
and I remember where I made the discovery that hard tack,
the most ancient of ship’s biscuits, may be made palatable
by frying it with salt pork.

The strange chances that wait upon us in life, the luck
that comes to one, the misfortune and sad fate of another,
were strikingly illustrated even in those early days. Two
subalterns shared the same tent: one was promoted captain
and was privileged to occupy a tent alone. The very morn-
ing that he moved his quarters a round shot from the long
range guns the Russians used towards the end of the siege
burst through the tent and lodged where his camp bed had
been fixed but an hour or two before. Adrian Fraser, the
captain of my company, promoted to the rank after one
year’s service at the age of nineteen, accidentally shot
himself by my side by the bivouac fire on the expedition to
Kinburn, and was dead within a month. We had been
cleaning our revolvers at daylight as we lay on the straw,
and, eager to show the superiority of his weapon, he pulled
the self-acting trigger too far, and lodged a bullet in his
knee-cap. Some of the doctors were for instant amputation ;
others who hoped to save the leg prevailed ; but Fraser, after
lingering in much suffering, presently died on board the
hospital ship.

My share in the final scenes of the great siege was
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small enough. I was no more than a ‘‘super,” but I
doubled the part with that of spectator, and in the most
exciting episodes 1 had the good fortune to be on the
spot in a forward place to see the performance. I had
gone down to the trenches on the night of the 7th, the
night preceding the attack upon the Malakoff and Redan,
and our party occupied the advanced trench at the cemetery,
just where the Carcening Harbour ends, the point at which
Sir William Eyre on the 7th June forced an entrance, and
might, if properly supported, have captured the place. The
night was noisy, and we came in for much pounding, with
no very evil results.

Towards daylight we were withdrawn to the second
parallel and posted not far from its right extremity, just
above the Woronzoff Road. By this time the word had gone
round that this was the fateful morning. Indeed, we could
judge for ourselves that great events impended, for the
trenches of the right attack were cramnmed with troops.

Far away on our right the French faced the Malakoff,
but their columns were beyond our vision, and we only
knew from the sudden outburst of tremendous firing
that the game was begun. Then at last we followed
suit, and at a disadvantage, as is told in history, for our
people had to encounter not only the garrison of the Redan,
but the reinforcements of fugitive Russians crowding into
it when driven out of the Malakoff by the French. Even
to my young and inexperienced eyes it seemed that our
attack was never ‘‘ meant ’’; it was such a small handful,
so widely dispersed over an extensive front (wisely, no
doubt, to minimise the effect of the murderous fire), and
it was so little supported. But as we strained our eyes
intently, we could see the few who reached the bluff earth-
work climb over, leaving us in breathless uncertainty of
what was happening inside. The issue was not long in
doubt. Our men had made a bold bid for possession, but
were too weak to maintain their hold. One by one the
little red figures dropped back slowly, reluctantly, but still
always in retreat.

General Sir James Simpson, who was in chief command,
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in his despatch reporting the failure, wrote that, as he was
situated, he was unable to organise a fresh attack. There
can be very little doubt that he was not quite equal to the
occasion. The one objection—the only possible—would
have been the scarcity of troops, and this certainly was
not the case; as I have said, the trenches swarmed with
them. The burden of the attack had fallen on the
Second and Light Division, but the First was in hand and
the Highland division, both aligned in the rear parallel, and
the Third and Fourth divisions occupied the inner slopes
of the Woronzoff Road. It is ancient history now to
discuss the quality of Sir James Simpson and his fitness
to succeed to the Army on the death of Lord Raglan, but
I may mention here that a year or two later, when I was
on the staff of Sir William Eyre in Canada, he threw some
light on this point by describing to me the Council of War
which he, with the other divisional generals, attended on
the eve of this attack. It was essentially a debating society ;
everyone spoke and stuck to his own views, accepting no
guidance from, and indeed ignoring, the authority of the
general in chief. In the end the Council broke up with a
few parting words from the helpless and bewildered Sir
James: “Well, gentlemen, I can tell you nothing more;
you must all do the best vou can.”

Very general depression prevailed in the trenches that
afternoon, and a rank crop of ‘‘ shaves’’ grew up and were
rapidly circulated. @ The Russians intended to make a
counter attack; we might expect a gencral sortie all along
the line, and this was encouraged by the undoubted fact
that the enemy kept up a tremendous fire from all his
batteries ; there would be a combined movement from the
Tchernaya, where Liprandi still held some 20,000 men,
threatening our flank and communications. The day wore
on without justifying these gloomy rumours, and as night
fell we returned for a second time to our own quarters in the
cemetery, thus performing forty hours’ continuous duty in
the trenches. There was no slackening of the fire from
the fortress at first, and one or two of our advanced sentries
were wounded, but just before daylight it ceased absolutely
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and completely, the cessation being preluded by a tremen-
dous explosion which, as I lay on my back within the
trench, I thought must be an earthquake at lcast. It was
in effect the demolition of the first of the forts, blown up,
one after the other, by the Russians on abandoning the
place. They were in full retreat, and we could see them
going, for, in the growing light and in the absence of all
fire, we climbed up on to the top of the trench and gazed
frecly around. It was something to remember all one’s
life.  The bridge of boats across the harbour recently
constructed for this very purpose was thronged with dense,
dark masses of troops, which were continually ravaged and
rent by our shot and shell, for our guns above had been
turned on to them with fatal accuracy so soon as the evacu-
ation was realised. It was an impressive sight—horribly
impressive and greatly heightened by the dramatic dis-
appearance of the forts as they went up into the sky in
succession amidst clouds of smoke and flame, for all the
world like a grand pyrotechnic display, then crumbled
away, great masses of ruined débris sinking straight into
the seca.

But for the stringent orders immediately issued there
would, I think, have been a general stampede of our men
into the town. As it was, one or two managed to slip away,
hungering for loot, and they were soon joined by bands of
marauders drawn from the camps in the rear by the
glorious news that Sebastopol was ours. There was little
cnough to attract or repay them; the plunder was limited
to shattered mirrors, scraps of broken furniture, books
once smartly bound, now torn and stained, a few bits
of china and other ornaments, cracked and otherwise
injured, with all kinds of Russian arms—swords, rifles,
bayonets, and the like—and refuse of the battlefield.
‘““ Jack '’ was, of course, to the fore; he made a clean sweep
of all that came to his hands, and I remember the amusing
aspect of one sailor as he toiled back under the burden of
a mantlet, one of those gigantic mats of close woven rope
that were used in those days to screen the opening of an
embrasure. The French piou-piou was a diligent and
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omnivorous marauder. He preferred to pass through our
lines 'where he was less interfered with than in his own,
and I have still one or two unconsidered trifles which I
bought from French soldiers on their way back from the
town.

The end of the siege brought relief from trench duty,
but we had plenty of work to do in other ways. It
pleased the Colonel scornfully to condemn the methods of
instruction that obtained at the depdt, and to send all of
us new arrivals back to drill to begin at the very beginning
with the traditional goose step, and to pass through every
preliminary detail. He was right enough, and I am
grateful to the fastidious nicety of my superior, for I
became very thoroughly acquainted with the minor business
of soldiering, as it was then understood. - Our Adjutant,
who held us in the hollow of his hand, had been promoted
from Sergeant-Major after Inkerman, and, according to his
lights, was an excellent instructor. Yoor M ! He
has long since gone over to the majority and he died by
his own hand, in a fit of frenzy superinduced by excess.
He was & rough, hard-bitten, illiterate soldier, weak in
character, but well meaning, scarcely qualified to rise to the
position and dignity of a commissioned officer. He had
been a butcher's boy before enlistment, and showed his
origin unmistakably, especially when mounted on parade.
When he rode out to give a point or mark for a deploy-
ment it was quite plain from his seat that he still
thought he carried a basket of meat on his knee, as
when jogging on his rounds through the village. On
one occasion, when a strange cow wandered into our
bivouac at Kinburn, and was promptly shot to supply us
with much needed rations, the pioneers under the quarter-
master clumsily essayed to dress the carcase. M ,
from the height of his dignity as lieutenant and adjutant,
looked on contemptuously, but forebore to interfere. At last,
goaded beyond endurance at the sight of the mangled meat,
he cried, ‘‘ Hi, ye fules, give me the knife.”” His com-
mand of pure English was somewhat limited, and, on
another occasion, when the Queen had sent to every regi-
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ACTIVE operations almost entirely ceased with the fall of
Sebastopol, and the armies on both sides prepared to go
into winter quarters. Ieace was already in the air, and
diplomacy was at work, but these were high secrets that did
not reach us subalterns at the front. Rumour was ever rife
of a field campaign, some great impending movement
against the Mackenzie Heights above the Tchernaya, where
the Russian Army held its principal strength. Nothing
came of these reports, as everyone knows, but an expedition
was organised and despatched to Kinburn, for what reason
no one knew at the time, nor has its object ever been clearly
explained. It was, of course, a joint operation of the
English and French, the two fleets under their respective
Admirals, the British brigade commanded by General the
Hon. Almeric Spencer, the French under General Bazaine,
afterwards the famous Marshal who was with Maximilian
in Mexico, -and surrendered Metz to the Prussians. My
regiment, the 63rd, was in Spencer’s brigade, and we em-
barked with it, our ship being H.M.S. Princess Royal,
Captain Jones, R.N., better known as ‘‘ Vinegar Jones,"’
and there was another Jones, a lieutenant, on board, who
rejoiced in the sobriquet of ‘‘ Gallows Jones.’”’ - Old naval
men will remember both these officers, the first as a very
tight hand, the second as the hero of many quaint stories.
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One comes back to me that may be worth the telling.
‘“ Gallows Jones '’ was appointed to the command of a gun-
boat some years afterwards, commissioned for the China
Seas, and when the small craft started on her long and
lonely voyage Commander Jones assembled the ship’s
company and informed them that they carried no medical
officer. “' I shall have to doctor you, and I don't know much
about it, but the Admiralty have sent on board a medicine-
chest, in which there must be something good for every
kind of complaint.”’ Then he had it brought up and ordered
cvery bottle to be emptied into one great tub. “Now,
my lads,”” he said, ‘‘all the stuff is there, and there's
bound to be something in it that will suit your complaints,
and if any man goes sick he shall have a dose of the mix-
ture.” The only sequel of the story I know was that it was
a remarkably healthy voyage.

Life on board the Princess Royal was my first ex-
perience of naval discipline, and of a voyage without
the administrations of the steward, and an absolute con-
tempt for sea-sickness, perhaps its best remedy. There
was little cnough comfort for us subalterns—a few feet of
planking on the orlop deck, with one’s camp-mattress and
one small sea-bag. All the officers but the Colonel and two
majors lived there in common; but the captains were pro-
vided with cots while we slept on the deck. The games
that went on in that cockpit would no doubt be stigmatised
nowadays as ‘‘ragging,”’ and we had many favourite de-
vices for annoying our neighbours and disturbing their
night’s rest.  On one famous occasion the Marine sentry
interfered, and one wag amongst us, Gilbert Lacy, elicited
much laughter by shouting to us, ‘‘ Don’t make so much
noise, boys; the sentry wants to go to sleep.”” There were
others who were not allowed to go to slecp; in particular,
one of the captains, Magnay by name, who was always a
butt for us irreverent subalterns, and never a night passed
but we let his cot down with a run when he was in his
first slumbers. At last, goaded to desperation, he jumped
up from the tangle of his blankets and rushed to the place
under the gangway where the big drum of the ship’s band
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was always hung, and crying, ** If you won't let me sleep,
no one else shall,”” he proceeded to hammer it violently.
Big drums are not often played in the night watches on
board battle-ships, and we all got into fine trouble.

The combined fleets lay for a day or two off Odessa, and
it was generally expected that we meant to bombard the
town, a defenceless seaside city, strongly reminding me of
Brighton. We could see through our glasses the wildest
excitement on shore, a general exodus of the inhabitants
inland by all manner of conveyances. DBut they were
spared the evils, and we the disgrace, of destroying an
unarmed and helpless city. Kinburn, our rcal goal, was,
however, a fortress mounting many guns, and when we
swooped down upon it in overwhelming strength it made
some show of replying to our murderous and all-encompass-
ing fire, but its flag was soon hauled down, and the empty
and unprofitable conquest was ours. The land forces had
been disembarked before the bombardment in flat-
bottomed boats, discharged from steamers of little draught,
to which we had been transferred from the great men-of-
war. Our second transport was H.M.S. Vulcan, into
which we were packed—some 600 souls— like herrings in
a barrel. My liveliest recollection is that of passing the
night in a small cabin with five or six others who had
gathered there to smoke, in defiance of the regulations and
of my feeble protests. I was told that I must get accus-
tomed to tobacco, but it must have been that first un-
pleasant experience that made it distasteful to me till quite
late in life.

We landed in field-service order, fully equipped to
fight, armed with sword and revolver, and presumably
self-supporting, carrying great-coais and three days’ rations.
Marching through the heavy sands thus weighted was irk-
some enough to a boy of sixteen, but the worst of it was
that it made me ravenously hungry, and I devoured my
three days’ supply of food before nightfall. Some of us
might have starved but for the welcome rations provided
by the old cow we shot in camp ; and I myself shall be ever
grateful to Tryon (the ill-fated Sir George), who paid me a
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friendly visit at the bivouac, and brought with him the
remains of a joint of mutton from the wardroom table from
H.M.8. Royal Albert.

On our return to the Crimea we settled down in winter
quarters to a more or less monotonous and uneventful life.
Although peace was in the air it seemed a long way off,
and corcerned us little. Our daily life was taken up by
regimental routine, with the usual amusements that com-
mend themselves to young officers with much time on their
hands. The only real soldiering to be done was a turn of
night picket in Sebastopol, among the ruins of the siege-
worn town, where the picket house was a cellar on the
water's edge of the harbour, and within earshot of the
Russian sentries from the northern shore. The enemy
still held this northern shore in force, although it was in
no danger of attack. Now and again during the night,
just to show they were alive, a round shot was fired over
our heads, injuring no one. It was a dreary vigil, broken
only by the visits of sentries, and snatches of sleep by the
blazing wood fire, constantly fed with the débris from
the town.

Systematic efforts were made to get the army into good
order. Drills of all kinds were incessant, regimental bri-
gade, and divisional. Very close and searching inspections
were continually made by the generals commanding, and,
according to the spirit of the times, great pains were taken
with externals. Burnished buttons and well pipeclayed
belts became again the rule, regular marching, and the exact
execution of elaborate manceuvres were practised continu-
ally. We learnt little beyond the rudiments of routine work
until a new Colonel came, a fine old veteran of the Penin-
sular days, one of the famous 43rd, who had fought through
the Pyrenees with the ILight Division under Wellington,
and was strongly imbued with all the old traditions of
practical warfare. His first appearance on parade rather
moved us to laughter, for he was dressed in the latest
military fashion, and wore & tall shako, the only specimen
of the head dress to be seen in the Crimea. But he
appealed to us all as a living survivor of the glorious past,
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and I for one owe him a great debt of gratitude for turning
my thoughts towards self-improvement and study. The
latter was no easy matter, for there were few books about.
There were no schools or courses of instruction, and except
for a kindly word of advice from the chief, I had to learn
what I could by myself.

It was not easy to acquire knowledge in those days, and
in that distant field. Compared with the abundant military
literature of to-day, the dearth of books was deplorable;
there was little or nothing available but the Queen’s regu-
lations and field exercises, and, indeed, an intimate
acquaintance with these was reckoned to constitute a first-
class officer. I was better off than most of my soldier
comrades through the forethought of my soldier father,
who had included in my kit one or two of the few
authorities extant, such as Sinnott’s ‘* Military Catechism,’’
FitzClarence on ‘‘ Outpost Duty,’”” and a translation of De
Brack on the “Three Arms.” I picked up a good deal
from the “Artillerist’s Manual and British Officer's Com-
pendium,” to give its full title; the author was a cousin
of my father’s, with whom I spent a week or two when
preparing for my examination already described. I
made some progress with French also. There were French-
men all round us, although we were never very intimate
with the French officers. TLater in the winter French
soldiers were constant visitors in our camp, and came
carrying an empty bag which they took away filled
with broken biscuit, hospitably given them by our men,
who, thanks to the liberal pay allowed them, would eat
nothing but fresh bread bought from the Maltese itinerant
baker. There was great scarcity in the French camp at
that time, although I do not remember to have seen it
mentioned in any contemporary memoirs.

I had the good luck in these early days to get some
insight into tactics on a considerable scale. Among the
divisional generals was Sir William Eyre, a very old
friend of my father’'s, who took a kindly interest in
me and regularly invited me to act as galloper on his
field days. We were not worried with cut and dried
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movements ; the gencral had a fancy for covering a good
deal of ground, for accustoming his troops to the varied
features of the country, and working over broken ground.
His long marches, and his skilful handling of his division
——some 10,000 troops—was the subject of much comment
in the camp, and provided an example that might have
been more followed. All who took part in these manceuvres,
my humble self included, must have benefited by them;
they certainly enlarged my ideas and gave me thus early in
life an experience unusual with youngsters. My good old
Colonel, delighted that I should have this advantage, never
refused me leave to attend, and even went the length of
mounting me on his own charger, so that I should do proper
credit to Sir William's staff.

It was a privilege to have been brought into such close
relations with so distinguished a soldier as Eyre. Justice
has never been done to him, and his name has passed into
the oblivion that enshrouds so many insufficiently appreci-
ated military worthics. He made his name first in the
Kaffir wars, and was especially remarkable for his untiring
energy in beating up the quarters of the enemy. He
practically worked his regiment, the 73rd, now the 2nd
battalion of the famous Black Watch, to death, and he
himself laid the seeds of the heart affection that ultimately
proved fatal to him. His forwardness in action is proved
by the fact that with his division he alone succeeded, in the
ill-fated attack on the 18th June, in getting into Sebastopol
on the side of the cemetery, which he actually held until
the order to retire. He was a man of original ideas, and
I have heard him say that he strongly advocated, at the
worst time of the dread winter, a scheme by which one
half of the army should be sent down en masse to bring
up supplies, while the other half held the trenches. His
quality was so highly thought of that he was actually
appointed Commander-in-Chief in the Crimea, in succession
to Sir James Simpson. Lady Eyre assured me long after-
wards that the appointment had been despatched by Queen’s
messenger, and that he was stopped en route and overtaken
by a fresh order nominating Sir William Codrington.
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It was ever Eyre’s ambition to become a master of war,
and, like all great soldiers, he was a deep student of the
science, while he had many of the gifts for command. He
inspired confidence in his surroundings, not unmixed with
terror, for he was of imperious temper, commanding stature,
and had a very masterful manner. He had a fierce face, with
stern eyes glowering behind spectacles, but there was never
a man more generous minded, or more anxious to make the
amende if he had spoken too hotly. I had the good for-
tune to serve him as aide-de-camp in Montreal after the
war, and I shall not easily forget one occasion on which
he had given audience to a newly joined civil subordinate,
whom he said it was necessary to put in his place. The
poor creature came out of the inner office with a white face,
seized his cap, and all but ran down the street. I was
hastily commanded by the general to run after him and
ask him to dinner. The fugitive indignantly refused,
dcclaring nothing would induce him to sit at table with
such a man.

It naturally fell to me to experience sometimes the
weight of his hand. The household was once on the
point of moving to the summer residence on the lower
waters of the St. Lawrence, and, amongst other duties, I
had been charged to see that a certain brand of wine was
sent on to the country house. The general abruptly asked
me one day whether I had carried out his orders. I answered
in the negative, and was proceeding to explain when he
interrupted me with a very fierce reprimand, which I was
obliged to bear in silence. But at length he cooled down
sufficiently to ask me why I had offended. ‘‘ Because,
sir,”” I answered, quietly, ‘‘ there was none of the wine
left.”’

There were two tender influences to which the fierce
soldier was peculiarly amenable. One was that of his young
and only son, the other was music, for he was an enthusi-
astic violoncellist, and played uncommonly well, Every
morning he withdrew to his private study to practise,
and hated to be disturbed. If by any chance any special
business arose, or an important person called seeking an
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interview, the A.D.C. in waiting approached him nervously,
and hardly dared interrupt him. Sometimes his child was
with him, and then it was safe enough, but we all pre-
ferred to give him a wide berth when the fiddle bow
was at work. His boy grew up to be a gallant young
soldier, strongly imbued with the military spirit. “He was
the only son of his mother, and she was a widow.”
Arthur Eyre obtained a commission in the 90th L.I., and
was 80 well thought of that he was selected for special
service in Ashanti, where he was employed as adjutant to
Wood’s native regiment. In the Amoaful attack there was
some difficulty in getting the men to advance, and young
Eyre exposed himself fearlessly, meeting his death in the
field. There was a short pause in the advance while they
buried him, and Sir Evelyn Wood has told me that one of
the saddest ceremonies he ever performed was to read the
burial service over this gallant soldier, whose promising
career was thus prematurely closed.

I make no pretence of being especially virtuous, but 1
have to thank that Crimean campaign for two lessons that
were borne in upon me, two pregnant warnings against the
temptations of drink and play. I was brought into close
contact with the first by the shock of seeing a brother
officer suddenly succumb to delirium tremens. We had
a dissolute major, who shall be nameless, who was strongly
suspected of addiction to the bottle. One fine winter's
morning, as some of us stood in the open enjoying the
frosty air, this poor creature ran out from his tent, half
dressed, hatless, dishevelled, and with wild gestures and
a shriek of despair, rushed across to where a great snow-
drift had been swept into a corner and buried himself com-
pletely in its depths. The harrors were strong upon him.

The other warning came from the narrow escape of a
younger comrade from ruin and disgrace. In the tedium
of the long winter evenings gambling had become very
prevalent, and there were nightly gatherings for play in
many of the regimental camps. The game was loo un-
limited, and much money was lost and won. I, myself,
despite inexpericnce and tender years, had been incon-
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siderately drawn in more than once, and had lost much
more than I could afford, a poor lieutenant, with little
more than his pay, but happily not more than I could
meet, when I was suddenly brought up with a round turn,
at the opening, as it were, of an abyss at my feet. Another
subaltern of ours had played more recklessly, and found
it impossible to meet his engagements. He misappropriated
a portion of the company’s money, for he was temporarily
commanding a company, and was entrusted with consider-
able funds. The rest of the story is not mine to tell, but
it is pleasant to record, even vaguely, how a good Samaritan
in the shape of a senior officer interposed to save the
offender’s character and commission. The warning was
salutary, and I am glad to say I never forgot it.

At length, in the spring of 1856, came the announce-
ment of an armistice, as a preliminary to peace ; it was hailed
with universal satisfaction, not because we wished an end
to the war, but because the suspension of hostilities opened
up the interior country. The land beyond the Tchernaya
had been a sealed book to us hitherto. Cossack videttes
were constantly posted upon the far side of the stream, and
had been known to drop down and carry off unwary sports-
men who had ventured too far in the marshes after snipe.
Beyond stood the Mackenzie heights, that rugged and
almost inaccessible position which we had expected some
day to attack, an impassable barrier hitherto forbidding
approach. Now the interdict was removed, and we might
ride up the slopes unchallenged and unopposed.

A very general wish prevailed throughout the allied
camp to penetrate into the heart of the Crimea. Any
number of expeditions were planned, and any number of
parties started. Among the first on the road was one in
which I was included. It consisted of five, three of us in
the same regiment, and two others from a regiment in our
brigade with which we had always been fast friends. We
were happy in the possession of a two-wheeled cart, which
belonged to our quarter-master, and which we borrowed
for the trip. This cart was the conveyance for the two
soldier servants who accompanied us, and it was loaded
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with supplies for the party. We had a week’s leave and
intended to make a long round; to Bakhtchiserai the
first day, Simferopol the second, halt there a day, the
fourth day to Aloupka, fifth to Woronzoff, on the sixth
to Baidar, and on the seventh into camp. We had
little hope of finding food fit to eat, of drink there would
certainly he none. So the cart carried many tins of
preserved meats and other edibles, all from Oppenheim’s
famous store ncar Cathcart’s Hill, and two heavy cases,
onc containing four dozen champagne, the other four
dozen of porter, or beer, I am not sure which. Two bell
tents, with a sufficient supply of camp kettles and camping
appliances, made up the list.

We started gaily, soon after daylight. A good mac-
adamized road led from the camp to the main Woronzoff
Road, now thoroughly repaired and scrviceable. Near the
Traktir 13ridge we diverged, crossed the Tchernaya without
let or hindrance, and found ourselves in what, one week
before, was the enemy’s country. But the Russians we
met were friends, not foes. There had been a great deal
of fraternisation from the commencement of the armistice,
Russian officers had been welcome guests in our camp,
where they had cxhibited considerable powers of absorption,
and were generally very friendly and convivial. Now, as
we passed camp after camp, we were repeatedly pressed to
descend and refresh, but resisted nobly, having no wish to
linger on the way. I have no very lively recollections of
the country through which we passed, except that in its
general features it much resembled the corner of the Crimea
we had occupied so long. The road was excellent, and we
made such good progress that we breasted the last steep
hill that brought us into view of Bakhtchiserai while it was
still daylight. There was a wide stretch of grass a few
hundred yards off this road—it was the high road to Sim-
feropol—and this we chose for our camping ground.
Within half an hour we had made all snug, the horses were
tethered, cart unpacked, fire lighted, kettles simmering,
and tents pitched. Everyone worked with a will, and a
crowd of mild-mannered Tartar peasants, who had been
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attracted by our strange advent, and had gazed open-
mouthed at our proceedings, asked nothing better than to
lend us a hand. They helped to lift out the cases, brought
us wood and water, and finally watched us hungrily as we
opened the “fizz” bottles and did ample justice to our
evening meal.

After dinner we strolled down into the quaint old Tartar
town to explore. There was enough daylight left to realise
its curious oriental character, with its box-like shops and
nondescript bazaar. Then we entered a café, or drinking
shop, and regaled ourselves with pipes and various fluids,
and after a long rest again issued forth to wander through
the narrow tortuous streets. It was about this time that
I declined to accompany my comrades further. The day
had been tiring, and as it was getting late I said I would
find my way back to our camp alone. I had a stecp climb up
a difficult path, and as the night was now very dark I lost
myself completely, wandering once into an enclosure guarded
by sentries, who challenged me in incomprehensible Russian,
then came after me with the bayonet at the charge, the
kind of language I did not fail to understand. But I got
out of their clutches unhurt and eventually reached our
camp. The encampment was very still and silent: but for
the horses, whose forms 1 could just distinguish where they
were tethered, it might have been altogether deserted.
‘What had become of our servants? Their tent was closed,
and when I went up to it and called I got no answer; they
were evidently sound asleep, and I had no wish to disturb
them, but prepared to follow their example as speedily as
possible. Just at this moment I heard a horse’s hoofs on
the main road hard by. I mention this to show that the
camp was in a comparatively public spot, and the fact will
make what followed all the more incomprehensible. Almost
immediately afterwards the horse and its rider came up to
the encampment, and a voice in English inquired the way
to Simferopol. I pointed out the road, and & short con-
versation followed. When told my regiment the traveller
asked after a cousin in it—no other than myself. “I am
the very man,” I answered, adding, “you must be
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Edward,”” knowing that a cousin had come out recently
to the Crimea.

Strange brief meeting. ‘' Like ships that pass in the
night.”’ We shook hands, and my cousin rode out into the
darkness of the Simferopol road. From this he never
emerged again. I have never seen him since, nor can I
quite say that I saw him on that occasion.

I was now pretty well dead-beat, and most anxious to
turn in, so I made up a bed in the most approved cam-
paigning fashion, with a waterproof sheet beneath, and
my saddle and wallets as a pillow. I did not quite like
the idea of going off to sleep before my companions returned,
but closed the tent and lighted a little lamp, meaning to
set myself to read a little book I carried with me. Then
I placed my revolver ready by my bedside—I canot quite
say why—and this is all I remember, for it is needless to say
that before I had read a dozen lines of my book I was sound
asleep.

I was aroused by a whiff of cold air blowing in through
the now wide open door of my tent. I turned lazily, think-
ing the others had at last come back, but saw that I was
still alone. But on looking round—the lantern was still
alight—I became at once conscious of a great change in my
surroundings. The whole aspect of the interior of the tent
was changed—everything was in disorder, saddle-bags,
wallets, etc., everything lay tossed about here and there as
though some evil-disposed person had been ‘‘ making hay "’
in the place, as the phrase goes. In great surprise I
sprang to my feet and realised now what had occurred.
The tent had been ‘‘looted,”’ ransacked, rifled, robbed of
everything worth taking. The two heavy cases of wine
and porter, which had stood close by the tent pole, had
been lifted out bodily, and were gone. The saddle-bags
were empty, the wallets also, except for a few odds and
ends, such as socks, brushes, soap, which seemingly had
no attraction for the thieves. My companions’ revolvers,
which had been hung on the tent pole, had been stolen,
and even the medals, Crimean and Turkish, which were
on our servants’ tunics had been cut off and abstracted.
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The last was the strangest and cleverest coup, for these
tunics, being nearly new, had been taken off on arrival by
our careful men and left rolled up in our tent. Seeing them
there, as I was preparing to lie down, I had thought they
would add to my comfort, and I had used them as a pillow.
In other words, they had been actually removed from under
my head before the theft was accomplished.

This act alone bore testimony to the extreme adroitness
of the thieves. But their proceedings were altogether ad-
mirable, from their point of view. The removal of the
heavy cases must have taken some time, and it had been
accomplished without disturbing me in the least. Indeed,
I could conceive the grim amusement of the thieves as they
saw me sleeping calmly throughout the operations. Possibly
one watched me while the others worked, and had I moved
I should probably have been speedily disposed of. My
revolver, which lay under my hand, had been left where
it was.

It is impossible to describe my feelings. Indignation
and amazement predominated, not unmixed with a certain
sense of shame, which was deepened by the reproaches of
my friends, who soon afterwards arrived upon the scenc.
Their first consternation was succeeded by disgust, and I
was made the scapegoat. It was all my fault, they declared.
I had gone to sleep on sentry, most heinous military offence,
and I deserved a court-martial at the least. I could only
plead, in my defence, that I never accepted the duty of
sitting up to watch, that there was no more reason why
I should do so than they. It was quite an accident. I
had been in the tent alone, our servants were just as much
to blame, or more, for they had slept through the whole
affair. However, the milk was spilt, recrimination and
reproaches were rather late in the day—or, rather, night—
and we thought it best it to turn in and get what sleep we
could, leaving all further action till the morning.

Daylight revealed the full extent of our losses, and in
no way diminished our disgust. Everything had been
stolen, food, drink, valuables—if the horses had been left
it was only because their removal might have betrayed
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the thieves. It was reluctantly admitted by all that to
continue our expedition was out of the question, but before
deciding finally to return we paid a visit to the head of the
police at Bakhtchiserai to report the robbery and seek re-
dress, vainly hoping that we might recover some of our
property, and so be enabled to continue our journey. Our
English uniforms commanded respect, we were civilly re-
ceived, and after setting forth our grievances filled up a
number of voluminous forms. They told us no pains would
be spared, that the police would surely lay their hands on
the thieves—in the course of the next few months! Would
it be too much to ask us to call at the police office daily
until something was discovered? We made an appointment
for that day week, without the slightest intention of keep-
ing it, and, returning to our tents, packed the débris of
our possessions, saddled up, and about mid-day started for
home. It was late when we reached our encampment on
the heights, and we slunk in unobserved, a very dejected
and disappointed lot, in wretched contrast to the gay party
that had started forth about forty-eight hours before. Next
day our misadventure was common talk, and the burden
of the blame fell upon me. I still meet a veteran of those
Crimean times who remembers the story and revives
the old chafl about my sleeping when on sentry at
Bakhtchiserai.

We never heard a word from the Russian police. No
one could throw any light upon the robbery, or give us a
cluc to the identity of the thieves. No doubt they were
near relations and friends of the mild-mannered and
obliging Tartars who had assisted us in pitching our tents.

With the advent of peace, the great army collected in
the Crimea for the prosecution of hostilities was broken up.
It was only a great army relatively, but it was the largest
we had ever got together down to that date. In strength it
was not a third of the army serving in South Africa at the
close of the Boer War, but at no time even then had such
large numbers assembled in one place. At the grand review,
given in honour of the allied commanders and the Russian
General-in-Chief, and attended by Marshal Pelissier, the
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French Generalissimo, General della Marmora, the Sar-
dinian commander, and General Todleben, the illustrious
defender of Sebastopol, there were eighty guns upon the
ground, two troops of Horse Artillery, five field batteries
and the siege train, two regiments of the Land Transport,
and forty-nine battalions.
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and Othor Pastimes—Pairing for the Season—Amateur Theatricals—My Ac-
quaintance with E. A. Sothern—His 1/ébut at the Huymarket.

My regiment, the 63rd, was one of the first to embark. We
were detailed with others, the 17th, the 39th, and 62nd,
for garrison duty in Canada and Nova Scotia, and we left
the Crimea on May 1st, 1856. We were lucky in moving
thus early, for we had the first chance of disposing of our
ponies, saddles, and camp belongings, unsaleable property,
as it soon proved, destined to enrich many a native Tartar
who had simply to put out his hand.

Nearly half a century has clapsed since the day I went
on board the Cunard s.s. Andes in Balaclava Harbour, but
I still remember the occasion. I could look back upon the
year spent in Crimean service with a pleasurable sense of
work accomplished, and service a little out of the common
performed, at an age when I might still have been at
school. I was a mere tyro in the profession of arms, but,
at least, I had crossed the threshold and made the first step
forward in the career I loved. I hope I did not swagger
over much, but I thought myself a very fine fellow, and
viewed with some condescension the notable sights and
places I now visited for the second time on the voyage
down. Constantinople found me quite blasé; I thought
little of the marvellous Greek Islands, I quite looked down
upon old friends at Malta, who had stagnated there while
I was seeing “active service.”
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We thought ourselves immensely superior to the garri-
son at Malta. We were war-worn veterans, they were only
Militia. Of course, as soldiers the advantage was all on
their side. I was hardly competent to pass an opinion on
the quality of the regiment, but for all my experience was
so brief I knew enough of the business to recognise their
smartness, their fine physique, their admirable demeanour
and general efficiency. Old comrades, still surviving, who
passed through Malta and Gibraltar in those days, will bear
me out in describing these Militia regiments as the finest
they have ever seen. The time spent in the Mediterranean
was utilised to the full, and had more than sufficed to show
what may be made of Militia regiments with leisure and
zeal.

It may be interesting to refer briefly to the character
and quality of the British Infantry at this particular period.
I had an opportunity of observing at Halifax the three
types of regiments that ‘“lay together,” as the soldier calls
it, representing the various conditions that obtained at that
time. There was one fine old seasoned corps (the 76th),
composed entirely of old long-service soldiers, which had
missed the Crimean War, and had spent many years in
peaceful garrison life, being continually polished up and
perfected the while, according to time-honoured traditions
fast becoming obsolete. There was next a younger and a
livelier regiment, the 62nd, which had done its share in the
war, but, arriving late, had suffered but slightly from
casualties and hardships, and was still in excellent order.
Lastly, there was my own corps, the 63rd, which had passed
through some serious vicissitudes, which had been practically
abolished for some months following the severe treatment
already described, and which had been imperfectly restored
by the return of men from hospital, and the arrival of com-
paratively green drafts of men picked up with difficulty
when recruiting was at the lowest ebb. Promotion had
been so rapid that we had filed up with captams from
other regiments ; in the great wastage of the trying winter
we had lost many of our best non-commissioned officers,
and although there was a strong leaven of old soldiers, the
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spirit amongst them was turbulent, the result of relaxation
of discipline at the worst time.

As if to emphasise our shortcomings, we stood side by
side with the 76th, made up entirely of splendid seasoned
soldiers, well behaved in quarters, and steady at drill ; a regi-
ment of precisely the same kind as those which had started
upon the Crimean Expedition, and which had melted away
under the hardships of that mismanaged campaign. This
regiment was officered, however, by grey-haired captains
and lieutenants of sixteen years’ service, and it was generally
said of their Colonel, a decrepit old gentleman, who had been
at Walcheren, that he drilled the regiment from a gig,
and kept a cow with the forage allowed for his second
charger.

Drinking was in thosc days the curse of the British
Army, and no regiment was more tainted with it than ours.
We were, unfortunately, quartered in a barrack without an
enclosing wall ; every door led straight into the street, and
at every corner was an admiring citizen offering unlimited
drinks to our thirsty Crimean heroes. There were morn-
ings when the number of prisoners to be weighed off by the
Colonel amounted to a couple of hundred ; the crowd was
so great, the witnesses were so many, that it was impossible
to use the orderly room, so that the Colonel came out into
the barrack yard, and facing the long line of culprits, at
each end of which stood a single bayonet sentry, would tell
them off in batches, all without distinction, to so many
days’ pack drill apiece. Confinement to barracks was never
imposed, for it could not be enforced.

I might tell many stories, which would hardly be be-
lieved, of those days, of the terrible laxity of discipline, and
of the insubordinate spirit of the men. Here is one. De-
spite its drunkenness, the regiment was especially good at
drill, and particularly in one manceuvre, the advance in
deployed line. Our Colonel, who, as I have said, had
scrved in the Peninsula, often practised this, and was fond,
towards the end of the advance, of giving the word to charge.
One day, when the parade had been too greatly prolonged to
please the men, they charged at the word right across the
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drill field under the Citadel, and, completely disregarding re-
iterated orders and bugle calls to halt, ran straight home
to their barracks half a mile distant.

The General in command at Halifax at that time was
Sir Gaspard Le Marchant, a martinet of the old school,
and he gave us no peace. = 'We bitterly resented his severity
at the time, but on looking back I am satisfied that we
owed him a debt of gratitude for bringing us into better
shape. He made a point of attending the almost incessant
drills that he prescribed, one of which was particularly
trying, and would hardly be tolerated now. In those days
it was deemed the acme of smartness for a soldier to throw
up his rifle from ‘‘ the order ’’ to ‘‘ the shoulder,”” without
allowing the hand to go too far to the front. Our squads
were placed within half a foot of a stone wall, against which
they beat and cut their knuckles badly until they learnt by
experience how the trick should be done. I have seen
dozens and dozens of bleeding hands after half-an-hour's
drill. Sir Gaspard was also very hot about the bearing of
men as they marched. He had his own ideas on the sub-
ject, based on his own experience, and one day he came
up to me as I was superintending the drill (I was acting
adjutant at the time) and found very serious fault. ‘' This
won’t do,’”’ he said, taking me by the arm, and pointing
to one or two files who went slouching along; *‘that’s
not the way to walk, Mr. Griffiths. You should see the
Spanish women walk. Have you ever been in Spain?
No? Well, the women don’t walk there—they glide.
Make your men glide.”

Sir Gaspard Le Marchant was a soldier of the old
school, youngest son of the famous general who was the
pioneer of military education, and who met his death in the
glorious charge of the heavy cavalry at Salamanca. General
Le Marchant was the parent and projector of Sandhurst,
which grew out of the school first established at Great
Marlow. His eldest son was killed in the fighting in the
Pyrenees, in 1813; his second son, Denis, was the well-
known chief clerk of the House of Commons; Gaspard was
the third. After serving in Spain on the staff of Sir De
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Lacy Evans, he was selected to command the 99th regiment
when it was in particularly bad order, and brought it into the
highest state of discipline and efficiency. No doubt he took
up the task of reforming us con amore, yet he only succeeded
at the cost of incurring the strong personal dislike of the
whole regiment. He was undoubtedly a martinet, but he
had a broad mind, a strong sense of duty, and was one of the
best administrators who have ever served this country. His
Governorship of Malta is still remembered as a record
achievement, and he won golden opinions as Commander-
in-Chief of Madras.

I can recall some of the old-time types of officers, the
survivals of the long peace, and of the great war that
preceded it. One was a Waterloo veteran, now barrack-
master, of a jovial disposition, who liked to dine at mess
and pass the bottle. There was a colonel on the staff who
had served with Sir Harry Smith in Kaffraria, and had
been present at the much-discussed Battle of the Berea, on
which he had a great deal to say, and for illustration
he liked to pour a glass of claret on the table to show the
dispositions made in crossing the river. 'We had a re-
markable colonel of artillery in the garrison, noted, not for
his scientific attainments, but for performing the unprece-
dented feat of being able to lie full length on the narrow
mantelpicce of the ante-room. There was a dear old
colonel of Engineers also, most courteous and kindly of
souls, who greeted us warmly when we met: “Dear me,
God bless my soul, I'm delighted to see you. Hope your
father and mother are quite well. Dear me, God bless my
soul, I entirely forget your name!’’

This gallant old soldier, Colonel S——, was especially
connected with our regiment. Our men, with that curious
fondness for pets which characterises all soldiers, had
brought with them a Russian dog from the Crimea, a half-
wild wolf-like creature, who, for reasons best known to him-
self, had conceived an especial hatred of the Royal
Engineers. It was, indeed, asserted that he knew the
officers even in plain clothes. ‘‘ Rooskie,”” as he was
called, undoubtedly recognised the Engineer’s uniform, and
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all patterns of it. @ When any sapper appeared in the
barracks, and more particularly Colonel S——, who was
frankly afraid of the brute, Rooskie went for him savagely,
and very naturally serious complaints were lodged against
the dog. Again and again Rooskie’s removal in some
shape or form was decreed. He was repeatedly given over
and conveyed at the bottom of a waggon (light gig) to some
far-off backwood settlement, but he always found his way
back to the barracks. He was sentenced to death, but no
one could be found to hang him, and I fancy he survived
to be run over one day in the street.

Rooskie was one of the worst specimens of the barrack
dog, those strange creatures which deserve a special page in
natural history. Ours at times became an almost intolerable
pest. They are the most quarrelsome of ‘their species, and
when a fight began it was a signal for a general rush of all
the dogs from all parts of the barracks, to witness, and per-
haps take part in, the mélée. There were times when the
Colonel, goaded to madness, swore that not a dog should be
suffered to live. Next morning, when the pioneers went
round, rope in hand, to execute the dread fiat, not a dog
was to be found. No doubt their owners hid them away,
but many of us believed that the dogs knew all about it,
and disappeared of their own accord. The barrack dog
is as clever as any of his clever race. Strict rules exist
in every regiment that no dogs are to be be permitted to
enter the mess premises, and no power on earth would
prevail upon the barrack dog to cross the threshold of any
mess house.

Looking back through the long vista of years, I fail to
find many who have risen to marked distinction. Robert
Home was an Engineer subaltern of great promise, in a
measure fulfilled, but an early death cut short his career.
He was an indefatigable student, of forceful character,
imaginative in the highest degree, and a thorough master
of his profession. He made a great name for himself in
Lord Wolseley’s Ashanti campaign, and it is probable that
the advance on Coomassie would not have been easily
accomplished without him, more particularly in his feat of
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bridging the rapid Prah. Home’s one failing was a tendency
to exaggeration, of which many stories are told. He is
supposed to have claimed that he not only bridged the river,
but cut down the timber and placed the piers with his own
hand. It became necessary once to hang one of the native
camp followers, and Home, according to his own account,
built the gallows, and, failing an executioner, performed the
dread ceremony with his own hands. In later life, when
head of the Intelligence Department, he did much valuable
diplomatic work, and was greatly esteemed and trusted by
Lord Beaconsfield, whom he accompanied to Berlin for the
negotiation of the historic ‘“ Peace with Honour ” treaty.

Another officer of the garrison in Halifax at that time
was Duncan, of the Artillery, afterwards a prominent mili-
tary M.P., and the historian of the Royal Regiment. He
had the good luck to marry a fortune—one of the few prizes
in the Halifax matrimonial market—and the possession of
good private means no doubt helped him forward in the
world. He was long associated with the Egyptian Army,
and usefully employed in the formation of its artillery. A
striking instance of his determined methods may be quoted.
Being anxious to develop scientific training, he prepared
a series of lectures for Egyptian artillery officers. He wrote
them in English, for he knew no word of Arabic, and the
officers were ignorant of any language except their own. In
order to overcome this difficulty, Duncan had the lectures
translated into Arabic in Roman characters, giving the
ncarest approach to the sound of the words, after which
he learnt the lectures by heart and delivered them like a
lesson.

Although not actually connected with the garrison, the
present Liord Haliburton was at Nova Scotia with us for a
time, and had crossed the Atlantic with us in the Himalaya.
He was then a young officer in the Commissariat Depart-
ment bound for Montreal, where I was destined to see much
of him when I was serving there on Sir William Eyre’s
staff.  Haliburton, as most people know, was the son of
Judge Haliburton, the famous ‘* Sam Slick,’’ whose articles,
signed with that pseudonym, ranked high in the humorous
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literature of the early Victorian age. The sons, for there
was a brother Robert, inherited much of the wit of their
gifted father, and shone as conversationalists. Iord Hali-
burton’s advancement was well deserved. Among other high
qualities he had a genius for organisation, and when once
taken into the War Office was retained there, rising con-
tinually to higher functions until he became a pillar of the
Civil Administration. I think it was he himself who told
me the story I venture to reproduce here, even though it
may be a ‘“chestnut.” The Judge was once crossing the
Atlantic, in a ‘‘ liner,”’ and, as usual, was the life and soul
of the party on board. Someone resented this, but, un-
aware of his identity, came up to him and asked him if he
knew Judge Haliburton. ‘‘Know him? Why, I shaved
him for forty years.”” Next time, when the judge was at
table with a number of people, the questioner took a friend
aside and said, ‘‘I wonder you sit with that chap; he’s
only a barber.”

Garrison life at outstations abroad has been described
of late in terms not too complimentary to our French and
German neighbours. I can confidently assert that fifty
years ago at Halifax, a remote colonial capital, it presented
none of the unsavoury conditions revealed by Lieutenant
Bilse, of the German station, Forbach, and by a French
marine officer of Toulon. We were not paragons of
virtue, but neither were we sunk in vicious ways, and
I believe, in many respects, compared favourably with
the present generation of soldiers in peace time. In-
temperance still lingered among a few survivals of the
hard drinking days now slowly vanishing in the service
and general society; there were “big” nights at mess,
but they were never carried to excess; dignity and
decency were not outraged, and there was no regular
sitting over wine after dinner. The wine went round un-
touched, although it was cheap enough, owing to the
Regent’s allowance of £25 per company—the grant made at
the desire of George IV., who wished that “every officer in
the Army should drink his wine like a gentleman.” But

by-and-by the allowance was diverted to reduce the price of
E :
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daily messing (food), and not of wine. The one or two
topers amongst us preferred something stronger than wine,
and drank spirits secretly, or in each other’s rooms. Ihada
neighbour in quarters, an old major, who often crept home
to his room in the small hours, and I perfectly well re-
member hearing him one night, as he groped along the
passage, ejaculating fervently as his hand touched the door,
“Thank God! Safe at last!”

Impecuniosity is rather a misfortune than a crime, and
the question of ways and means—the difficulty of regulating
the budget—was seriously felt by some of us. It was not
that we were extravagantly inclined, or given to riotous
living; we were actually pinched and pressed merely to
make both ends meet. There were subs. like myself, who
fought it out as bravely as we could, meeting unavoidable ex-
penses that took every penny of our small incomes,* com-
pelled, yet willing enough, to pay heavy charges to maintain
the honour of the regiment and make a good personal
appearance. (General guest nights, with champagne flowing,
balls, dances, and regimental entertainments, imposed a
severe tax, and tailors’ bills for uniforms constantly renewed
or changed might run on, but must eventually be paid. The
provision of fur clothing as winter approached was a severe
tax : the uniform overcoat, lined and faced with astrachan,
the fur caps and gloves, and the warm woollen shoes, cost
quitc £20. Many a time have I scanned with anxious eyes
my mess account, duly exhibited daily on the mess sideboard,
carefully calculating whether I could afford a glass of beer
for luncheon, or, indeed, any luncheon at all, for it was on
the cards that I might have to be satisfied with the tradi-
tional “subaltern’s luncheon” —"a glass of water and a pull
at the waistbelt.”

Amusements were cheap, and we had plenty of spare
time to indulge in them. The burthen of duty lay lightly
upon us; it did not go beyond mere routine work, and

* My regimental pay was 6s. 6d. per diem, or £121 per annum, of
which, after deduction for mess and band subscriptions, only a little less
than £9 reached me, but I bad in addition an allowance from my father
of £36 per annum,
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except when orderly officer or on guard, at most once a
fortnight, we were free of all professional calls after mid-
day. Commanding officer’s parade, an hour’s machine-like
drill in the barrack squares, began the day at the comfort-
able hour of 10 a.m.; one’s presence might then be re-
quired at the orderly room, where the Colonel punished
the drunken rank and file, or reprimanded quieter offenders,
or it might be our part to administer justice according to
our lights as members of a court-martial. Professional in-
struction of any kind was altogether absent until much
later, when the Majors held classes in the most elementary
subjects, such as the weight equipment, the cost of messing,
and the keeping of company accounts, of which they were
generally more profoundly ignorant than their pupils. The
higher tactics were a sealed book to us; we learnt nothing
of outpost duty, reconnaissance, or of the principles of
strategy, as shown in the conduct of past campaigns by
the great masters of war.

Yet it may be urged that, if not an improving life pro-
fessionally, it was for the most part healthy and cleanly,
with little to be ashamed of from the moral side. We did
not, as I have said, fall into the vicious, disreputable ways of
foreign officers who, while they may spend more hours in
actual soldiering, waste long hours in café-haunting and on
their menus plaisirs for the want of something better to do.
We had two especial safeguards, an abiding love of games
and sport, and peculiar advantages for harmless flirtation in
the easy social relations of the place. There was no polo
fifty years ago, it had hardly got beyond its Persian birth-
place, but officers cultivated cricket, football, and the rest
as ardently as to-day. In the matter of sport, Halifax was
a Paradise in its way. Shooting and fishing might be
freely enjoyed by putting out your hand. The primeval
forests were within a short day’s ride, rivers and lakes well
stocked with trout and salmon still free and unpreserved,
and all the delights of camp life in true backwoods-man
fashion. Those who had the means made longer expe-
ditions in search of bigger game, and went out into the
mterior with Micmac Indian guides and all the parapher-
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nalia to establish a hunter’s camp, to live in the open, cook
their own food, and sleep by the blazing logs in the snow.
'They were after the great elk, locally named ‘‘moose”
and ‘“cariboo,” still plentiful in those days, which were
supposed to provide excellent sport, although the fact was
questioned. Some wags who had tried it declared that
moose hunting was very poor fun, and compared it to sit-
ting up all night with your feet in a bucket of iced water,
and shooting a cow in the morning.

The magnificent landlocked harbour of Halifax was an
unrivalled playground, summer and winter, for boating and
yachting on its placid waters, for skating over longer
stretches of ice than are to be found anywhere else in the
world. The use of boats was a necessity, moreover, for
there was the detachment on ‘“the Island " (in the middle of
the harbour) to be visited, and the musketry camp far off,
beyond * Macnabs’ ” on the South-East Passage. Some of us
—again it was a question of means—took to more ambitious
seamanship, and navigated our own yachts as master mari-
ners. after learning to take sights and work out a reckoning.
Until the snow came (rinks had not yet been invented) the
skating was indeed superb. There was a chain of lakes on
the Dartmouth side, the first to be frozen; and later, if the
winter was hard, the North-West Arm, in continuation of
the main harbour, offered a great expanse of glare ice, five-
and-twenty miles in length from the Chebuctoo Heads and
the sea. The snow, when it fell honestly and heavily, with
no alternations of thaw and slush, brought its own joys;
runners replaced wheels, the sleighs came out with their
merry bells, and smooth motion and snow picnics became
the rule. A long string of two-seated sleighs, a pleasant
téte-d-téte drive for many miles snugly ensconced in the
buffalo robes with your ‘‘ muffin '’ by your side, a halt at
some hospitable scttler’s, and an impromptu dance in his
barn, with a return journey in the crisp moonlight air,
left impressions that are still vivid.

The ‘‘ muffin’’ was a social institution of those days,
which may or may not have survived. Every young swain
by unwritten but acknowledged law was permitted to make
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his choice of a partner for the season, with whom he danced
exclusively, and whom he drove in his sleigh and skated
with hand in hand. The ‘ Blue Noses,” as the Nova Scotian
maidens were styled, were uncommonly attractive, direct
descendants of the daughters of Acadie, as winsome as
Longfellow’s Evangeline, as simple and unsophisticated and
as well behaved. Mrs. Grundy did not exist, or held her
tongue, and the young people enjoyed the game without stint
or question. One very marked result followed these free
and easy relations. The course of true love ran smooth for
once, and many marriages were made. In one regiment five
officers succumbed in as many months to the tender charms
of the constant companion. In my regiment there were
more case-hardened bachelors, although we did not entirely
escape. The story was told against me that being then
under eighteen I was overheard proposing matrimony in
a quiet corner to a charmer considerably my senior. No
stern parent came next day to ask me my intentions, but
I was chaffed unmercifully at the mess.

Another favourite amusement was that of acting in
amateur theatricals, begun in the first instance to befriend a
popular manager who had spent a season at Halifax with
very poor results. We resolved to get up a joint performance
for his benefit, and in this way I first became acquainted with
E. A. Sothern, who afterwards won such a great reputation
in London. He had been running a theatre styled
“Stewart’s Lyceum,” which was nothing more than a glori-
fied barn. Stewart—Douglas Stewart he called himself—or
Sothern, was very popular in the garrison; all of us, young
and old, soldiers of the garrison and sailors of the fleet,
worshipped Mrs. Sothern, who was then in the zenith of her
great beauty, and pined with no less fervour for the smiles
of the ingénue of the company, Miss Sara Stevens, a clever
young American actress, who subsequently came to London
and was very successful. Our play was Coleman’s “admired
comedy " of “The Heir at Law,” and I believe it was well
done. Sothern was an excellent Dr. Pangloss; Mrs.
Sothern played Cicely Homespun; Veith of my old regi-
ment, a stage struck subaltern, who knew more about the
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sock and buskin than of the manual and platoon, was
Ezekiel Homespun; Colonel, afterwards General Ingall,
made a good Lord Duberly; and this humble chronicler
was Lady Duberly, his wife. I have a shrewd suspicion that
mine was not a strong performance, but I believe I looked
the part, and at least I was fortunate in my *‘ make up,"”’
for the ladies of the company fitted me out with many
articles—long stockings, petticoats, and white wig—that
do not, as a rule, form part of a subaltern’s kit.

Sothern, or Stewart, as we knew him in those days, was
waiting patiently for his chance, which came a year or two
after, in Buckstone’s offer of an engagement at the Hay-
market. I believe that ‘* Our American Cousin '’ had been
played at Halifax, but Lord Dundreary was then only an
inferior part, and Sothern appeared as Asa Trenchard. It
is hardly remembered of him that he was an admirable all
round actor. I have seen him one night in “Camille,” the
English version of the ‘' Traviata,’”’ playing Armand Duvan
to perfection; Claude Melnotte another night; then the
Kinchin in “The Flowers of the Forest,” in an entirely
novel and most mirth-compelling fashion. He will, how-
ever, always be best remembered as Liord Dundreary.

There has been some question as to the success he
achieved when he made his début at the Haymarket. I
was present, for the Colonel of my regiment had just come
home, and, like the kindly old chief he was, had given me a
dinner at his club and taken me to the play. It was not a
briliant “‘ first night *’ gathering such as we see nowadays.
The audience was scanty, and made up mainly of critics who
were for a long time cold and indifferent. The reading of
Sam’s letter first woke them to the merit of the actor, a prac-
tically unknown man, and the applause was afterwards un-
grudging and continuous. I perfectly well remember Buck-
stone standing at the wings with outstretched hands greet-
ing Sothern warmly as he came off after his third call
before the curtain. Yet the promised success was nearly
jeopardised by the unexpected death of the Prince Consort,
all the theatres were closed for a space, and the interval
nearly killed Sothern’s nascent fame.
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CHAPTER V.
DEBUT ON THE STAFF.

To Montreal as A.D.C. to Sir William Eyre—Colleagues on the Staff—A Woman in
Disguise—Social Life st Montreal—‘* Polak ** and his Spiritualism—At Toronto
—S8ir Edmund Head—S8ix Months’ Leave—Appointed Adjutant.

THE arrival in Halifax of my father’s friend, Sir William
Eyre, who commanded the forces in British North America,
on a tour of inspection, led to a sudden great change in my
fortunes. I have referred already to his kindliness in the
Crimea, and incidentally to my having joined his personal
staff in Monireal. It began in an invitation to pay him a
visit there, and I was presently taken on as an extra A.D.C.
My duties were rather social than military; to discharge
the well-known functions, to take the end of the table and
carve, until happily the dinner ¢ la Russe became the
fashion, to keep the visiting book, and issue invitations.
Sometimes, as befitted my youth, I played with the chil-
dren, and was caught booted and spurred under the table
hiding in some silly game. But I took my turn to accom-
pany my General in his daily rides, and to sit in the
waiting-room at the Office, when it fell to my lot to become
the companion of men of much higher rank, and to hear
matters discussed that were beyond my years.

The General Staff in the command included some
distinguished soldiers with historic names. Colonel
Thackwell, the military secretary, who had been all through
the Sikh war; Colonel D’Urban was Quartermaster-Gene-
ral, son of Sir Benjamin, who was sponsor to the
great seaport of Natal. We were very fond of a fine
old Peninsular veteran, Major Macdonald, the Town Major
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of Montreal, a stalwart Highlander, who with his seventy
descendants had done his share in peopling Canada. He
had been chosen as Orderly Sergeant to attend on the Czar
in his visit to London after Waterloo, and never forgave
that monarch for looking him over as if he had been a horse,
and testing his muscles. He had been wounded repeatedly,
and inspired us youngsters with great awe when he said one
night in a lull in the conversation at the General’s table,
** I mind me weel, that this day fifty years ago I was lying
on my back wi’ a bullet in my thigh on the battlefield near
Oyarzun, in the Pyrenees.’’

There was one officer in the garrison who deserves men-
tion because of the mystery that always surrounded him—
1 should, to be quite cxact, say her—a mystery never finally
set at rest till after death. The P.M.O., or Principal
Medical Officer in the Command, was Inspector-General
Barry, who was fully proved to have been of the female sex.
The circumstances under which she entered the service I
bave never heard explained, but of course she must have
walked the hospital and regularly gained her diploma. It
was an established fact that when stationed at the Cape
(where, by the way, she had been personally known to my
parents), she had fought a duel, and there was a belief that
she had at one time passed through the married state.
Suspicions of her true sex were constantly rife, and her
appearance was always suggestive of feminity. A certain
extravagance in dress was always noticeable in her, she wore
a great silk bow on the breast of the uniform frock coat,
dandified patent leather boots, and long-fingered white kid
gloves, and always appeared in a long curly chestnut wig.

Social life was similar to that of Halifax, but on larger
lines. There were two rather sharply divided sections,
the British Colonial and the French Canadian elements,
friendly enough with each other, but not coalescing, and
speaking different languages. On one side were those
of French origin, the direct descendants of the French
settlers of generations back, their very names, Cartier, de
Montignac, Perrault, recalling the Regency; on the other
the English and Scotch emigrants, who had long made their
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home in the Colony and prospered in it. The loyalty and
firm allegiance of the French Canadians to England were
undoubted, but still their sympathies were with France,
and they looked to Paris rather than London. I was much
struck with the strong Napoleonic cult that prevailed,
especially among the youngsters of my own age; the great
Emperor’s portrait was everywhere, he was worshipped, and
his great deeds were constantly discussed.

My brother A.D.C. with whom I kept house was a certain
Captain St. Clair, better known in his own day as * Polak."”
Polak was of French Polish origin, and, of course, an
enthusiastic admirer of the great Napoleon. I learnt a good
deal from him, for he was an admirable linguist ; indeed, in
the Crimea, he was said to be the only English officer who
spoke Russian, and he was taken chiefly for that reason by
Sir William Eyre to be on his staff. Polak loved to go over
the principal Napoleonic campaigns with me, to settle prob-
lems and to show how to overcome every difficulty. I knew
my drill, and had little experience in strategy and tactics.
He was the very reverse, full of large ideas, without the
slightest knowledge of how troops should be moved. It may
well be imagined how we fought and disagreed over details.
St. Clair was a delightful companion, whimsical, full of
crotchets and strong beliefs, especially addicted to
spiritualism. One night, when we were sitting late in our
little house in Lagauchetiére Street, he frightened me con-
siderably by declaring that a dead friend was present in the
room, and in proof thereof pointed to a walking-stick which
this friend had given him, which came out of the corner and
walked across the room. I will not swear that it did not
rattle among the other sticks, but it certainly did not come
out of the corner. St. Clair was an admirable cook, and not
the least of the debt I owe him was a practical lesson in the
cooking of truffles in Madeira, or the best imitation of that
fine wine we could find in our bachelor lodging.

An experience that could not but be useful tg the forma-
tion of a boy’s character came to me in Canada, when my
chief went up to Toronto to assume the reins of government
as substitute to Sir Edmund Head, the Governor-General,
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who was going home. I was thus brought into the thick
of Canadian politics, and although they were pure Greek
to me at first, I gradually gained some knowledge of their
intricacy. We always went down after dinner to the House
of Representatives, which was in Session just round the
corner, and were civilly accommodated with seats almost on
the floor of the House. We followed many debates both in
English and French, for the members used either language
indifferently, and we were often keenly interested in the
division when it came. 'We were pulled up, I remember, by
Sir liddmund Head himself, for an unconscious outrage on the
forms of the House in appearing there night after night in
uniform, just as we left the dinner table, and it was thought
that the presence of military officers on the staff of the
Governor-General might not be taken in good part by the
free and independent House of Representatives. It was a
privilege to be brought into contact with Sir Edmund Head,
who was an admirable talker, a scholar deeply read, and a
literary man of some eminence. He had been a student all
his life, was an insatiable reader, and a never-tiring worker.
I owe to him a practice which I maintained for many years,
of learning a certain number of lines by heart every morning
as I dressed.

While at Toronto I received a knockdown blow in the
decision of the Horse Guards that my appointment as
A.D.C. would not be confirmed. The reason given was that
I had not completed the four years’ service, the necessary
qualification, and that I must return to my regiment. I
understood afterwards that the state of my regiment, of
which I have made some mention, told against me, although
I was surely a very innocent scapegoat. The General stood
my {riend, he could not but obey the fiat of authority, but
he granted me six months’ leave of absence, and I forgot
some of my disappointment in the joy of going home to
see my people, and carry out a plan I had formed under
the advice of my good friends in Canada. For the first
time in my life, thanks to staff pay, and my living in free
quarters on the personal staff, I had the command of some
spare cash, which I was resolved to spend in a lengthened
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visit to France, meaning to take up my residence with some
quiet family and thoroughly master the language. In the
end my visit dwindled down to a lengthened stay in Paris,
where I lived the life of a Bohemian, as I thought, and
consorted mainly with English friends. The result is that
I am still learning French, and shall never know it properly.

On looking back to those early staff days I cannot but be
grateful for their abrupt termination. While I had the
advantage of enlarged opportunities for observing many
things beyond those that usually come within the horizon
of a boy subaltern, I was rapidly being spoilt, and was in
great danger of becoming an insufferable young prig. My
good old father, who knew all about it, hinted this very
plainly, and said he was uncommonly glad I had stayed no
longer on the staff. I still thought a good deal of myself,
however, when I returned to my regiment at Halifax,
and found myself very properly snubbed by my chief
and comrades. A man finds his level even quicker in
a regiment than in a public school, and any airs I was
inclined to give myself were soon knocked out of me, and
I was bluntly reminded that other people were doing my
duty while I was flaunting and philandering on the staff.
I more than once got into a mess by presuming to argue
with my Captain and the Majors as to the execution of
some detail of drill. My worst offence was really an un-
conscious one. There had been some trouble in the regi-
ment about the misconduct of the men employed on coal
fatigue, and it had been ruled by the powers that a subal-
tern officer should always command the party. One day the
coal fatigue bugle sounded just outside the mess-room, and
someone, I think it was the Colonel himself, casually ex-
pressed his ignorance of the call, whereupon I explained
that he would soon recognise it if he had to go on coal
fatigue. This was considered the most consummate cheek,
and it certainly seemed like it, although I had no such
thought in my mind.

I was presently fully forgiven and fell into my right
place, for I soon after received the appointment of Adjutant,
as I hoped, permanently, but I only held it for some months
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owing to the return of my predecessor. There is, perhaps,
no finer position a young man can hold than that of regi-
mental Adjutant with a Colonel who trusts him, a body of
well disposed officers, and a strong regiment of fine physique
and good aptitudes for soldiering. Our men had, unhappily,
not mended their ways in the matter of drink, but they
had steadily improved in appearance and in drill.  They
turned out always in spick and span order on parade, and
held their heads high when passing through the barrack
gate to swagger through the town. In these days of broken
movements and widely extended loose formation, no one
commanding a parade can appreciate the intense delight
of holding 800 or 1,000 men like an instrument responding
to the exercise of a single voice and will. It may willingly
be conceded that to bring a great number to act in unison as
one man is in our days an obsolete and useless achievement in
drill, but the power to do so, and the perfect response made
to the words of command, are among the unforgettable
memories of an old soldier.
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presently prepared him to make the best use of his eyesight.
This is all ancient history to-day, and the extraordinary
claims urged in favour of these methods of instruction have
been somewhat modified. But the training was un-
doubtedly good, and was at least thoroughly believed in by
all of us. The result was the wide dissemination of the
new principles by certificated instructors, who were sent
out into the Army to convert it to the new creed.

In regard to the spirit in which the new school of
Musketry Instruction was received by some of the older
officers, I may quote a story of the once well-known Colonel
Bruce, of the Queen’s, better known as “ Hurricane Bruce,”
an eccentric person, some of whose sayings and doings are
worth preserving. When Bruce went through the course
at Hythe he mockingly expressed his satisfaction with it.
Addressing the Commandant one day, he said—*‘ General
Hay, thanks to your excellent system of preliminary drills
I am now at last, after twenty years of varied service, en-
trusted with ten copper caps which I am allowed to snap
at a bull’s-eye painted on a barrack wall.”’ Colonel Bruce
was a soldier of the old school, big, noisy, and somewhat
overbearing. A story is told of him one day that at a
Court Martial a sergeant was giving his evidence flippantly,
and without showing sufficient respect to the Court.
“Stop,” cried Bruce, who was President, “surely I know
you, sergeant? We were at school together and I remember
you perfectly. We used to play hoop and marbles and ball
together. Oh yes, I remember you.”” The sergeant, much
taken aback, faltered, “No sir, hardly, for I got no school-
ing till I joined the regiment.’”” *‘ Then,’”’” thundered Bruce,
changing his tone, “what the mischief do you mean by
being so horribly familiar? "

After leaving the Queen’s, Bruce was appointed one of
the inspecting officers of the newly organised Volunteer
Force, when it was the commendable desire of the authori-
ties to keep it in good order and pat it on the back.
Bruce’s idea of giving effect to this may be gathered from
the speech he made to the Volunteer Battalion on one of his
first inspections. ‘‘ I must tell you that when I commanded
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a Regular regiment, which I did for several years, I had
under my orders a certain number of ugly little chaps, small,
badly set up, who could never be got to march straight or
handle their arms properly. When the General came, and
I wanted to make the best show possible, I used to hide
these men away, put 'em in the cook house, or employ them
in the mess premises, if necessary send 'em to hospital.
They were a discreditable lot, bad enough to ruin the appear-
ance of any regiment, but—upon my soul they were better
than anything I've seen to-day.”

There is another inspection story, when Bruce was taken
to task by the General for permitting his druin-major to
wear & badge on his shako which was not regulation.
** You are perfectly right, sir, it is not regulation. Call the
Master Tailor! Master Tailor, remove that honourable
badge, which has been borne by the drum-major of the
2nd Queen’s for upwards of two hundred years. It is not
regulation. General, I bow to your ruling.”

We were a zealous hardworking lot at Hythe, who
attended lectures rellglously, and spent long hours on the
ranges. Our talk was all of musketry, for hcre the ancient
tradition that tabooed “shop” did not obtain, and after
dinner we adjourned in parties to someone’s quarters to study
the subject, and practise lecturing with the blackboard,
which was one of the qualifications we had to acquire. That
branch of the business was under an enthusiast, Colonel
Wilford, a veteran survivor of the famous Royal Stafl Corps
formed by Wellington in the Peninsula days.

His addresses to us, filled with fiery energy, and ex-
patiating upon the merits of musketry instruction, were a
constant joy. His fine phrases delighted us. There was
one lecture that especially amused us, beginning with the
words—‘* The Utopian may shrink from the horrors of war,
but the practical philosopher can see no prospect of its
cessation,” and a clever caricaturist amongst us drew an
adrmrable sketch of both characters, the Utopian shrink-
ing and the philosopher calmly arranging his weapons
of defence. Several lectures dealt, of course, with musketry
regulations in every detail, and there was one in particular,
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showing how a rifle should be cleaned, which gave rise to
the catch question, ‘‘ How should the water be poured into
the barrel?’’ No answer would satisfy the Colonel but the
exact words of the text. It was to be done ‘* with ’’ some-
thing—and the imperfectly informed would vainly suggest
with a teacup or with a tin pot, the only right answer being
““ with care.”’

I got successfully through the course, and obtained a
first class certificate, which was accounted the blue ribbon
of Hythe. I had some hopes, indeed, of being appointed
to the instruction staff, but unfortunately, although I had
fully mastered the theory, I failed in the practical part, and
proved an indifferent marksman. Very properly, efficiency
in this was decmed a first qualification, according to the old
dogimna so strongly emphasised in the drill book, that ‘‘a
third class shot was an encumbrance to the battalion.”” But
T was entitled to instruct, although I had no immediate
opening. Through the cross purposes of the authorities I
had lost the regimental instructorship of the regiment;
although the Colonel had selected me at headquarters and
sent me home, the Horse Guards had seen fit to forestall
him by choosing a man from the dep6t, who joined at Hythe
direct, completed the course, and was already on his way to
Nova Scotia. It was a bitter disappointment to me, but it
had the effect of strengthening my resolve to study for the
Staff College competitive examination, and I began reading
direetly I got to Belfast, where I was now ordered to proceed.

A word first as to my voyage thither. The route given
us was roundabout but cheap, and, following the common
dictum, nasty. We were a small party, ten or fifteen at
most, men of various regiments, among them a mar-
ried sergeant with his wife and children. We travelled
across country from Westernhanger (Hythe) to Reading
on the lower level, crossed with our baggage to the upper,
and so reached Bristol by nightfall, where we found
billets. Next day we embarked on a small steamer with-
out any accommodation for passengers. The men were
to remain on deck for the thirty or forty hours’ passage, also
the sergeant’s wife and her children. There was a small
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cabin allotted to me below in which I bestowed the men's
rifles. I had to lay in provisions for the whole party, and
we started with the prospect of a most uncomfortable
journey.

It was indeed far worse than our worst anticipations.
The weather was bad from the first. It was blowing
great guns when we left the river, and on reaching
the mouth of the Bristol Channel we ran straight into
a tremendous gale with a raging sea running and breaking
over us continually. The men, being without cover,
were drenched to the skin, and the sergeant’s poor wife
with her children would have been in a most miserable
plight had I not taken them down to share my cabin, in
which, indeed, I made the whole of my party take shelter.
We were encountering one of the most memorable storms
that have ever ravaged the home seas, and it is still recorded
in history by the dread tale of devastation and shipwreck,
notably the wreck of the Royal Charter, which struck off
Holyhead, and went down with every soul on board. We
battied with it bravely during the greater part of the day,
till at length the captain came to me saying that he felt
obliged to put into the nearest port, which was Swansea.
Happily we passed the Mumbles without accident. The
gale lasted a couple of days, but at last we re-embarked and
eventually reached our destination, Belfast.

I had but little hope of success in the Staff College
examination, for I had no money to spare on instruction,
and was unable, like the bulk of my competitors, to enter
myself at a crammer’s establishment, such as Lendy’s, from
which a large proportion of the Staff College graduates pro-
ceeded. But I found a brilliant young scholar at the Bel-
fast College who was willing to read mathematics with me
for a moderate price, and from him I learnt much. I may
relate here a curious occurrence, showing how fugitive
18 memory even within a few hours. I had worked hard
one night in the solution of Quadratic Equations, and was
utterly baffled by one more than usually stiff. At length I
resolved to turn in and leave it to my fresher morning brain.

The moment I laid my head on the pillow I saw the result
F
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clearly worked out to the end, and jumping out of bed I
forthwith committed it to paper. Next day I had not the
slightest recollection of the circumstance, and I was amazed
to find the written solution on my desk.

Therc were ho gartison instructors in those days to whom
I could apply for counsel and advice, and military books
were not plentiful. But I presently got away from Belfast
on a long winter’s leave to my father’s house in the Isle of
Man, where I had access to a moderately good library, and
I worked steadily on through spring and summer till the
date of the examination arrived, some time in July. It was
held in Chelsea, and there werc some forty candidates for
the fifteen vacancies, so I had not the remotest hope—
where all seemed to possess superior attainments, and were
certainly much older (I was twenty-two)—of winning a
place. In the end I came out fifth on the list, but I am
free to confess that our standard, compared to that of later
days, was not particularly high.

Since then, 1860, the Staff College has turned out some
5,000 or 6,000 graduates, and the value of the training,
as indicated by the results, has been often questioned,
especially during the late great war. An attempt was made
to strike a balance between graduates and non-graduates,
and to show that the advantage lay with the latter, but it
is not quite admitted, and certainly it has never been proved.
No good purpose would be served by instituting comparisons,
but T am sufficiently imbued with esprit de collége to be ready
to maintain that the men of my own time and thereabouts
have done uncommonly well in after life, as will be seen
from the mention of a few names. There are few survivors,
most have gone over to the majority, but I like to think
of them as good men and true who have risen to distinction
more or less marked in many lines besides military, and
who undoubtedly owed much to the Staff College. There
was first, and before all, the ill-fated Sir George Colley,
whose deserts were far greater than his reward, and who
failed chiefly from the lack of the one indispensable condition
of a successful military career, that of good luck. There
was William Elles, a man of rare mental gifts, who died all
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too soon ; and Sir Thomas Baker, also a first class staff officer
and sound tactical leader. There was Cecil East, long
the Governor of the Military College; and Wilsone Black,
who led the attack made after Isandlwana; and **Tommy "
Gonne, of the 17th Lancers ; also Sir Evelyn Wood, who is
still with us. In lines other than military such men as
Henry Hozier, Colonel Nolan, William Palliser, and Colonel
Barrington have made their mark.

The Staff College of those early days did not enjoy great
popularity. It was not appreciated by seniors, and was too
often disliked and despised by juniors because it gave claims
to advancement which were at variance with the old rules
of patronage. We had often to make headway against
prejudice. I remember for myself that when making my
bow before a great official at the Horse Guards at the end
of my College course, I was told that I had loafed there
long enough, and that it was time for me to go back to my
regiment and do a little duty. I had fondly hoped that
after criticising the campaigns of Wellington and Napoleon
I already possessed the makings of a great commander. No
doubt it was a wholesome tonic to be snubbed by one's
regimental C.O., but at the time I shared the disgust of a
comrade for whom I heard the Colonel apologise at an in-
spection parade: ‘‘ You must make allowance for him, sir,
because he has only just returned from the Staff College.”
The Generals to whom the newly-instructed Staff Officers
were attached were not always appreciative or complimen-
tary. ‘‘ We want none of that nonsense here,”’ said one,
when his Brigade-Major suggested trying the new order for
attack as practised in Prussia; and I know another who
contemptuously attached a magnifying glass to one of his
draft minutes because his short-sighted Staff Officer—a mere
student—could not decipher the writing.

One good point can never be denied to Staff College
men, the wish to improve themselves, to get out of the ruck
and qualify by study for the higher grades. Men who felt
they had something in them, who at least were ambitious
and not afraid of work, were afforded an opportunity of
showing what they were worth. In my time work and play
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were happily alternated ; we sometimes worked in our play,
sometimes played in our work. We benefited by our long
rides about the neighbourhood (Sandhurst) in acquiring a
practical knowledge of the country ; when we called at any of
the hospitable houses around, we discussed plans for putting
it into a state of defence, or calculated the number of troopers
its stables would hold. We were a light-hearted lot, being
mostly young and very sanguine about the future; we never
took life too seriously, and could joke even in the lecture-
room in presence of the gravest professors.

Some of these professors afforded us a great deal of
amusement; some were shy, some overbearing, some, I
fear, not too fond of work. There was Captain W., a pro-
fessor whose province was military law and admlmstratmn
and who was put to utter confusion one day when detailing
the method of hospital transport to India. An irreverent
student, who afterwards became the head of military educa-
tion in India, checked the lecturer by asking him to explain
whether ‘‘four dhoolies carried one coolie, or four coolies
carried one dhoolie.” The lecture abruptly terminated
that day. In mathematics we had two learned professors,
onc of whom loved to run riot with his chalk over the black-
board in the expansion of equations. I remember how
“* Benjy "’ (as we called him) was completely upset when
one of his class suggested that he had lost some of his p’s
and ¢'s. We had another way, I am constrained to admit,
of dealing with Benjy when he wearied us with his inter-
minable series of #’s and y’s. Someone would grate his
boots over the floor (there were no carpets in our lecture
room), and the signal, which meant “ We have had enough,”
quickly roused the whole class to do the same. At this
expression of disapproval, not to say mutiny, Benjy
would dash his cleaning-rag over the blackboard in
despair, erase all the figures and run out of the room.
The other (and senior) mathematical master was an ad-
mirable teacher, who always called the diagram he drew
a ‘“figewer.” He was a clergyman, and we always knew
when “Johnnie” (his familiar name) was going on a
holiday by his exchanging his white for a bright blue tie.
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Johnnie treated the advanced mathematics, and I well re-
member his measureless contempt for one student who com-
plained that he was unable to understand some knotty point
in quadratics. This confession of ignorance drove Johnnie
to say, “Then I don’t know what good you are doing
here.”

These were the civilians. We had soldier teachers also,
who might perhaps exact more reverence, but they were
much of our own rank and standing—members of the same
mess; and with one exception, their authority did not
greatly impress us. The exception was Sir Edward (then
Lieutenant-Colonel) Hamley, at that time professor of
military history—a subject which some say he mastered in
teaching, but which he mastered to some purpose, as is
proved by the valuable works he subsequently contributed
to military literature. Hamley disliked extremely being in-
terrupted ; he spoke rather fast, and when he was dealing
with foreign names, rather indistinctly, so that we could not
always follow him in our notes. On one occasion a certain
student (I often see him now at my club) was bold enough
to ask him to repeat the names of two villages in Bohemia
connected with Frederick the Great’s campaign of 1757.
Hamley paused, looked daggers at the questioner, repeated
the names rather more indistinctly than before, and
went on.

Hamley was full of grim humour, which he sometimes
vented on the essays submitted to him. His remarks at
the end of each were often marvels of incisive criticism.
He was intolerant of verbosity, and laughed at any pre-
tentious expressions. ‘“Why,” he asked once, ““should Ger-
man mountains be given French names in an English
essay?” . . . “This is mere balderdash,” he said of
another effusion by a man who has since commanded an
army in the field.

We had two other military professors—one for drawing,
the other for fortification and artillery. The first, Captain
F , will long be remembered at the College, where many
stories of him are preserved. I recall one in particular,
which may have grown by this time into a * chestnut,” but I
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will risk repeating it. It was on the occasion of a visit of
inspection made by the Prince Consort (now, alas! very
many years ago), and His Royal Highness was greatly in-
terested in the plans and sketches exhibited by the students.
‘“ How were these executed? '’ he asked—'* with what in-
strument, I mean? '’ ‘' With a prismatic Highness, your
Royal Compass,’’ promptly answered Captain F .

This professor was generally called “ His Royal Compass "
in after years. Candour compels me to say that, although
a beautiful artist in topographical drawing, he was not a
good teacher. With those who showed aptitude, or whom
he thought industrious, he would take pains. It was a
good thing to be thought well of by F——. The advan-
tage came with the allotment of marks for work done. On
one occasion, when dealing with the triangulation, which
was a part of our surveying course, I accepted as the
standard of excellence the work of two ‘‘ good boys ' who
stuck to their work and never went to croquet parties or
ran up to town. All our triangulations were compared with
this, and were marked high or low the nearer or farther
they were from the model. Ill-natured people declared
afterwards that the ‘‘ good boys '’ had copied their triangu-
lation from an old one executed by a previous class, and
that it was in due course proved to be inaccurate. This,
let us hope, was only a bonne histoire. F , good easy
man, was often the victim and plaything of the more artful
among us. There were two designing students, neither of
them first-class draughtsmen, who practised a really clever
trick upon F——, by which they often got him to execute
an inch or two of their surveys. The plan was to beg
him to visit them at work, when one of them would say,
“ I'm rather in a mess, F——, please look at my sketch.’’
F—— would agree willingly enough, his fingers itching all
the time to set to work. Then the students would begin
some new and generally spicy story, and, while F——
listened more and more amused, would put the pencil into
his unconscious hands, with the result that the sketch was
soon marvellously improved. As the first student’s story
finished number two would try the same manceuvre ; after-
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wards each would copy the other’s piece that had been added
by the master’s hand.

Speaking from my own experience, I certainly learnt
little from Captain F——. He once tried to explain to me
the uses of the vernier scale, and after half-an-hour’s talk
I was glad to go to a fellow student who had the admirable
faculty for teaching which has since made him one of the
best known of military crammers. Again, I can remember an
amusing incident connected with the triangulation above
mentioned. On this we worked in pairs, choosing our own
base-line where we pleased. I worked with a friend and
house-mate (it was in the days before the completion of the
new Staff College building), and he and I used to toil out,
painfully bearing the theodolite and heavy chain, to a point
somewhere near Wishmoor Cross, where we proceeded to
take our shots and work out the calculations. After I don’t
know how many days’ laborious work we found ourselves
still unable to ‘‘close in’’ the triangulation, and at last
appealed to F——. He kindly promised to go and visit
us at our work. I can see him now tittupping over the
heather on his fat grey pony, which one of us held while
he applied his eye to the theodolite. He looked and looked
again, then slapping his thigh with a shout of satisfaction,
cried, ““ By Jove! an index error!’’ and from that day to
this I should have remained ignorant of what it meant but
for the kindly assistance of the fellow student who taught
me the use of the vernier scale.

Our professors in foreign languages were characters in
their way. Herr D—— was a stout old German who re-
fused altogether to teach beginners. I had some idea of
taking up German as part of my course, but as I had only a
smattering of the language Herr D—— gave me no en-
couragement. He assured me that I could not ‘‘ make it
pay,”’ not so as to score marks, that is to say, at the final
examination. But I waited through one of his lectures to
watch his method of procedure. Although he would not
allow me to attempt the acquisition of German in a couple
of years, the thing was by his showing the simplest thing
in the world. He merely drew an arrow on the board, with
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the feathers at one end, the barbed point at the other, and
a fixed swivel in the centre. This, he explained, exactly
fitted the construction of the German sentence, and the
positions of the relative, antecedent and verb. When once
this difficulty was mastered, there could be no more trouble
with the German language.

I knew sometbing of the maddening intricacy of the
German declensions, and as I could not count upon much
assistance from Herr D——, I walked out of his lecture-
room into that of the Hindustani professor—a very different
stamp of man. X-—— was an enthusiastic Orientalist who
had never been in the East, if I remember aright, and had
no great colloquial facility, which was a grievance with those
who were going to India; but he was profoundly versed
in most Eastern languages, alive or dead—Sanscrit, Hindu,
Persian, Ordoo, Tamil, and Telegoo. And, ever ready to
improve himself, you could give X no greater pleasure
than to bring him some nearly undccipherable * chit’’ in
the most broken shikast character: he would seize upon
the letter, his black eyes b(*aming with joy, and puzzle
over it for hours. The pains he took with his pupils,
his patience and unwearied good nature, will never be for-
gotten by them.

I may record here a curious psychological experience of
my own. Hindustani was the first language I ever spoke ;
I was born in India, and learnt it from my ayah. I had
absolutely and entirely forgotten it, but as I continued my
studies it came back to me; I seemed to know words in-
tuitively, never forgot them, and had no trouble with pro-
nunciation. Another case of the same kind was Colley’s,
who had the same experience with German. This resusci-
tation of an almost extinct memory served me so well that
I made my Hindustani ‘‘ pay’’ extremely well at the
‘“final,”” and had much pleasure in announcing that fact
to Herr D—.

Our French professor, Cambier, was a man we all liked
and respected—a veteran soldier who had been in his fime
a chivalrous enemy, and was now become the comrade and
friend of his traditional foes. Cambier had served in the
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Grande Armée, he was a cavalry officer, and had fought
against us at Waterloo. He was an Imperialist to the very
finger tips, and we could forgive him, readily enough, his
unfailing hero-worship of his great Napoleon. To the last
he taught us “out of Napoleon,” so to speak; for him the
purest and most perfect French was to be found in the
despatches, and he took his dictation invariably from the
Emperor’s correspondence. When we sat down to work we
wrote in the heading, quite as a matter of course : “ Napoléon
a Joseph; mon frére ”  Equally well we knew how to
finish, the concluding words that the Emperor had adopted
from the style of former kings of France : " Sur ce, may God
have you in His holy keeping.” Cambier was very precise
about his punctuation—" Virgule” came like a word of
command ; and at the last, “un point; c’est tout,” was
given as if he was dismissing a parade. D’oor, dear old
(‘ambier ! he came to a full stop many long years ago.

The study of foreign languages in our time went far
beyond those for which professors were provided. It was
easier to make a smattering of them pay than the same
amount of attention could extract from the natural sciences,
and although ‘‘ Stinks,”” as we styled our learned professor
in chemistry, and “Stones,” our geological instructor, had
full classes, because they were there on the spot, most of us
tried to turn the vacations to good account by following up
languages at home and abroad. I know I learnt a good deal
of Italian from my sisters’ governess; others went further
afield, into Spain and Portugal, as far as Greece, and did well
in Spanish, Portuguese, and modern Greek. This was all
in the pursuit of ‘‘ marks.”” Competition was the order of
the day, then; to fight for a place on the list at the final
examination agitated all but a few philosophical spirits who
frankly resolved from the first to be satisfied with a *‘ pass.’’
There was a perpetual contest, a not unfriendly but ever
Jealous rivalry, under the spur of which many devices were
tried. Men would go up to town secretly, seeking private
instructors or special books, we were deeply anxious to
know if others were working ** seriously,” to know what
line or what method would be adopted for any particular




74 FIFTY YEARS OF PUBLIC BERVICE.

‘“ scheme *’ or military problem set for our solution. One
comrade was christened ‘‘the policeman” from his peri-
patetic and detective habits; he was always going round to
spy out what others were doing. It was said that in those
days we carried a ‘' competition’’ even into our walks
abroad, and that if two or three went out together for a
constitutional the pace would be gradually increased until
we were all on the run.

But it was not all competition; we had many sports
and amusements to sct off against hard reading. There was
hunting for those who could afford it; the H. H. was within
reach, and ‘‘ Garth’s '’ pretty close, while the staghounds
met sometimes at Swinley Park or Lock’s Farm, half a
dozen miles away. Later the College had its own drag,
which, I believe, gave some excellent sport. KEvery student
was allowed forage for a horse, and kept one, whether
bought, borrowed, or hired. They had lots to do, these
‘“crocks '’ of ours. In the right season there was generally
a steeplechase, with a larger field at the start than the
finish ; for I believe in my year only one jockey got over all
the obstacles and came in at a slow trot past the post.
They took us out to country houses, and if we were to dine
and sleep often carried our evening clothes in saddle-bags.
One man always rode his charger (it had been in the
Balaclava business) to the station at Farnborough, five miles
distant, with his groom on a sccond horse to lead back the
other. We did not ride our own horses in the school, there
were troopers for the purpose, but we used them in recon-
naissances across country, in one of which, by the way,
a certain officer who was no great horseman came off,
with results never seen probably before or since.  'When he
was picked up he had lost his boots, which were found still
in the stirrups of the saddle he had left so suddenly, and
this, although he had been riding in overalls strapped down.
Of course, the straps had given way.

The riding school was a terror to some. Captain
Brook, a riding master of the old school, was very free
with the whip, still freer with his tongue, and his sergeant-
major, a splendid specimen of the lancer (17th, I think),
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was very imperious, not to say forgetful of his place.
I can remember an affair with a very senior officer,
to whom, seeing something amiss with his saddlery,
he had given the order abruptly, “Turn in, No. 9.”
He was a Lieutenant-Colonel, No. 9, and he did not like it :
I can see his haughty air as he replied, “ Why, pray? " and
jogged on. As for old Brook, soured and disappointed by
many facers from adverse fortune, he was always a gentle-
man, and was accordingly forgiven much.

We had many other diversions—racquets at the Cadet
College, croquet and afternoon tea in the neighbourhood
(there was as yet no lawn tennis), and occasionally some
rather farcical cricket; ‘‘ old ' against ‘‘new,”’ in which
the fielders were often accommodated with chairs to rest on
between the ‘‘ overs.”” A Debating Society was started for
the encouragement of public speaking; one subject I re-
member, “The Good and Evil of War Correspondents,”
was argued out at length by men who have since had
practical experience on both sides: as correspondents eager
for news and as generals anxious to edit it. A politician
who has since made a name, not exactly on the right side
as many may say, first practised oratory at our Debating
Club. In those days he was commonly called *the young
Napoleon,” but he was more ambitious of military than of
political distinction. Of all our hard workers Colonel J. P.
Nolan was the most indefatigable ; he took a good place, I
remember, and afterwards was noted as a promising artillery
scientist. Now he is likely to be longer remembered as a
Home Ruler than as the inventor of a useful range finder.

Ours was a very cheery mess—a little rough and ready
at first, before our own house was built, and we were
lodged in a wing of the Cadet College. How many of
us are left who remember the old mess waiter, whom we
called “the pirate”? A stout, rather slip-shod old gentle-
man, who always answered rather proudly to his nickname,
which he owed to certain dark allusions made by him to a
far-back phase in his chequered career, when he had assisted
in making his victims ‘‘ walk the plank.’”” His victim in our
mess was a sort of page-boy, who had strongly developed the
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mysterious faculty of becoming cataleptic. I have seen
him when insensible at a séance stuck as full of pins as a
pin-cushion. Both the ‘‘ Pirate ’ and he soon disappeared
when we occupied the pleasant and spacious mess-rooms,
prettily decorated and well furnished, in the new College.
Only one dccorative article was a bone of contention—the
buffalo horns—on which our mess President had wasted a
large sum, and of which no one approved. He was a
character, that mess President. We knew him as the
‘* Alchemist,’”’ and declared that he possessed the secret of
the Philosopher’s Stone, working somewhere underground
in the dead of night at the transmutation of metals. What
is absolute fact, however, is that he could work beautifully
in gold and silver, and if you gave him a sovereign would
turn it into a ring or any kind of pretty ornament.

We kept no very late hours—many, indeed, especially
in the anxious time just preceding examinations, did not
dine, but took a late lunch, so as to be fresh in the evening,
ready to burn the midnight oil; others rose betimes to
read when most clearheaded in the early morning hours.
Lucky those who were privileged to look in at Eversley
Rectory of a Sunday evening, and find a welcome at the
supper table of Charles Kingsley. Tt was a pleasant walk
to Eversley, one of many such to other hospitable places,
and I can remember how we lost our road, a couple of us,
returning homewards very late (no imputation will be cast,
I trust), and at last came to a finger-post dimly visible in
the darkness. It was a brilliant idea for one to climb on
the back of the other, strike a match, and read the indication
upon the extended arm. Of course, we found that we had
been walking in an entirely wrong direction. I had another
difference of opinion ‘as to route with a distinguished
officer who has since become the head of the Quartermaster-
General’s Department. It took place about midnight,
among the dense pine woods above the College. We agreed
to go different roads, but I am prepared to swear that I got
in first by half an hour.

There was no more dining out, and but little real joy at
the mess as the term drew to its close, and the great ex-
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amination drew uncomfortably near. No more bear fighting
and high cockalorum, the latter, a very frequent after-mess
amusement, at which I have seen the Commandant himself,
a very distinguished officer, bearing the burthen of half a
dozen students; no more wild racing for the day’s Times
from the mess-table to the ante-room with a wild
" Hurroish ! " *“Hell for Leather ! " the moment the cloth was
drawn. No more whist, at which a few sober spirits en-
joyed themselves regularly during term time. Dale faces at
breakfast, long faces at lunch, and dismal dinners were the
rule. Each man prepared himself in his own way. Some
read to the last minute, and looked so charged with know-
ledge, so filled with facts, that they hardly dared to sit down
or move their heads; others affected a careless, jocund air,
as though the whole thing was a lark—mere child’s play;
some hunted the day before, others ran up to town, but
one and all entered the halls in all sober seriousness, and
were very much chastened and subdued before the week's
ordeal was over.

I have no very keen recollection of our “Final,” which
was, I suppose, like all examinations, full of chances and
contretemps, the latter predominating. But it was a week
of keen anxiety and great pressure. The character of the
examiners was a very serious matter to us, and the line they
took ; we grumbled greatly when the questions seemed too
hard.

There was one examiner, I believe, who gave great
offence. He had been a colleague but a year or two pre-
viously, and yet he was traitor enough to set us a paper we
thought terribly and unfairly stiff. We were, I think, much
disappointed in the great Todhunter, whose mathematical
problems were also very severe, but this professor was a
humane person, and promised when we protested to give
marks on two-thirds of his paper. He was an appreciative
examiner, too, and was so much struck by the answers sent
in by one of the students (the late Sir William Elles, who
died eight years ago at Nainee Tal) that he begged he might
be presented to him at the end of the examination.
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CHAPTER VII.
FROZEN UP.

The Trent Affair—To Halifax Again—Icebound at Sydney, Cape Breton—Recalled
to Halifax—A Journey by Sleigh—Promoted Captain—Rejoin Staff College
and Pass Out—Attached to Royal Artillery at Woolwich and to 10th Hussars
at the Curragh—Running Away with an Engine and Train—Iutemperate
Fault-finding—An Adventure with Colley.

My course of study was abruptly broken into by the
scare of the threatened war with the United States. The
forcible seizure of Messrs. Mason and Slidell, the Southern
Commissioners, when on the high seas and under the
British flag, created such a storm that rupture became
imminent, and Lord Palmerston backed his indignant pro-
test by a strong display of force. He decided to pour troops
instantly into Canada, and never was prompter or more
eflective action taken. My regiment was still at Halifax,
and when the Duke of Cambridge came down to make his
Christmas inspection of the Staff College the number of
my regiment caught his eye. ‘‘The 63rd? Isn’t it in
Nova Scotia? " he turned to ask Sir Alfred Horsford, then
D.A.G. at the Horse Guards, and I was ordered forthwith
to rejoin. A week or two later I embarked on the s.s.
Canada, of the Cunard line, and found myself one of
seventy-seven officers of various regiments and corps all
bound across the Atlantic. We struck a favourable gale
just beyond Fastnett, which we carried with us, and made a
(then) record passage of eight days. My chief recollection
of that voyage was that we ‘‘ did ourselves '’ uncommonly
well. It used to be the rule with the Cunard line to make
no charge to officers for wines, as a return for the messing
allowance of three or four shillings per head paid to the
Company, and champagne (gratis) was flowing at our table



FROZEN UP. 79

at every meal. The secret was well preserved, and when
we were taxed with extravagant tastes, we wagged our heads
and talked about field allowance to explain our being so flush
of money. But by-and-by the truth got out, with con-
sequences that must have seriously depleted the Canada’s
wine cellar. ‘

Halifax was transformed from the sleepy, dead-alive
garrison town I had left three years before. It was now
the principal base of operations, at which a large proportion
of the reinforcements for Canada were landed, to be pushed
on into Canada through New Brunswick. A competent
Quartermaster-General’s staff, many of them most dis-
tinguished officers, including Colonel Wolseley, as he was
then, had been dispatched from England to make the
arrangements, but as Lord Wolseley tells us in his “ Soldier’s
Life,” one of the slowest transports had been selected for
their conveyance across the Atlantic, and as they were
twenty-nine days on the voyage which we in the Canada had
accomplished in eight, they were sent through the United
States vid Boston, with their titles erased from their
baggage, for they might have been at any moment in an
enemy’s country. The arrangements made for forwarding
the troops were admirable. The plan followed was to take
ship and land at St. John’s, New Brunswick, and thence
travel stage by stage by the roads now deep in snow to
Riviere du Loup, on the St. Lawrence, whence there was
a railway to Quebec and Montreal. The troops were carried
by an excellent service of sleighs that plied backwards and
forwards, each bearing a small party of men a certain dis-
tance, and returning, after delivering them, for a fresh lot.
By this means—and the system worked most efficiently—a
considerable number of men, a force of some ten thousand
troops in all, overcame the difficulties that forbade approach
in mid-winter by the now icebound St. Lawrence.

Unfortunately, I cannot speak of this from personal ex-
perience, for I did not accompany my regiment on their long
and dreary sleigh ride. The crisis was at an end almost
as soon as we landed in Halifax, for the United States
Government had surrendered the Confederate envoys taken
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off the Trent, and Mr. DPresident Lincoln, throwing the
blame upon an over-officious naval captain, tendered to the
British Government many protestations of regret. The des-
patch of troops into Canada was not stayed, however, and
the regiments continued to pass on in the way described
long after I had left Halifax homeward bound. I had a
good friend in the Chief of the staff to Sir Hastings Doyle,
at that time commanding in Nova Scotia, and it was repre-
sented to the General that I, with other staff students, was
missing a valuable part of the course of instruction at the
College. Whereupon Sir Hastings took upon himself to
authorise our return, although at a later date he would prob-
ably have cabled for instructions, but at that time (1862) the
first Atlantic cable had not been laid. I was in many ways
luckier than some of my fellow students, for while I was
detained en route, they reached Kngland and were imme-
diately desired to re-cmbark, as Sir Hastings’ action was
disapproved of as hasty and premature.

1 was detained, as I have said, and by a curious chain of
circumstances. 1t had been decided to give me the command
of a small body of invalids and time-expired men who were
being sent home, and we were embarked on one of the
returning transports, the largest, indeed, of the whole fleet,
the once well-known Anchor liner Adriatic, about the
finest stcamship then crossing the Atlantic.  She had been
chartered for the conveyance of two whole battalions of
Guards, and, I believe, a battery of Artillery also. She
was of great steaming power, but had been just too late
to disembark her live freight at Riviere du Loup, and
narrowly escaped being frozen up in the St. Lawrence (but
she was destined, notwithstanding, to make very close ac-
quaintance with ice). She had come round to Nova Scotia,
had landed her passengers, and was now in Halifax Harbour
waiting to coal and go home. There were reasons why she
should not be delayed, for she was an expensive ship, her
hire having been fixed at £10,000 monthly so long as she
was employed by the Admiralty. At the same time she
burnt a great deal of coal, and coal was scarce in Halifax ;
so the senior naval officer ordered her round to Sydney, Cape
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Breton, where coal was to be found in great quantities, and
the coal mines came down almost to the water's edge. We
made a prosperous run, two hundred miles more or less,
between the evening and the morning, and on going on deck
I found that we were anchored in a fine, land-locked har-
bour, about half a mile from the shore. The sea was per-
fectly still, the temperature low, and the whole landscape
to the far horizon was covered with snow. Snow lay thick
upon the pines which stretched in almost endless monotony
all round. There were wide fields of ice floe near the
harbour mouth, and the whole aspect of the scene was
quite Arctic in its winter desolation.

Steps were taken, but, as I thought, in a rather leisurely
fashion, to lay in coal. 'The skipper paid a visit to the
mine agents, and was promised that within a day or two
lighters should be put off with a full supply. We had a
Naval Agent on board, a Commander, R.N., now a retired
Admiral, whom I have the pleasure of constantly seeing at
my club, and he has often reminded me of his great anxiety
at the slowness that characterised the coaling. He and the
skipper were no doubt at cross purposes. The Naval Agent
was intent upon saving public money, and dying to be
upstick and away ; the skipper, representing the owners, did
not object to a delay that brought in a certain £10,000 a
month without any wear and tear. The question was
settled between them by the weather. Suddenly, in the
very midst of the coaling, it turned much colder, the ice
across the mouth of the harbour closed in with great
loose hummocks, the water in between showed the smooth
glassy surface that it assumes when about to freeze hard.
The steam tug was the first to take alarm, and with its
attendant lighters made in all haste for the shore. As it
was the passage was greatly impeded, and we saw the fast
thickening ice breaking away on each side of her bows.
That evening everything that floated hitherto was caught
hard and fast, and next morning we could descend the
companion ladder at the side and step down upon glare ice,
which afforded many miles of excellent skating.

The Naval Commander was in despair, but he would not
G
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submit to be thus imprisoned without a determined effort
to break through. There was a strong discussion, almost an
altercation, but his word was law until the safety of the ship
was in question, and then the captain was naturally entitled
to have his way. He got up steam more than once and
essayed to move, but with small success, and at length he
positively refused to risk the ship’s plates against the ice.
1t may be well to complete the story of her detention. It
began, I believe, early in January, and we became more and
more tightly nipped until the end of February, when a series
of violent gales dislodged a portion of the ice, and we could
see blue water towards the mouth of the harbour, at no great
distance ahcad. The Agent was resolved to make a bold bid
for liberty, and he contracted with gangs of longshoremen
and miners to cut the ship out with hatchets and ice saws.
As the result of one day’s incessant labour, a clear channel
was formed leading to the piece of water, and steps were
taken, the fires lighted, steam got up, and ordcrs issued to go
to sea at daybrcak next morning. I remember well hearing
the captain’s voice as he turned into his cabin on the hurri-
cane deck, calling loudly, “Quartermaster, call me when
she swings head to wind.”

Everyonc was on the alert for the start, and at the first
revolution of the screw we raised a slight cheer, in which
I hardly think the captain joined, as he did not wish to
be released ; but he was up on the bridge conning the ship
as she slowly made her way down the improvised channel.
We made good progress, and all promised well till we passed
tlnough the open space and were then brought up by a
fresh ice-ficld, extending far out almost to the horizon, and
effectually barrmg all further movement. I was standing
with the captain and the Naval Agent on the bridge, and
shall never forget the disappointed look on the latter’s face
when he said “She’ll never do it, Captain B , We may
just as well go back to our berth.” The failure was so fully
evident that we turned tail forthwith, and had soon resumed
our old position, wherc the ship remained till the month
of April. For myself, I had better luck, for I was soon
recalled to Halifax overland, and made a rather eventful
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_journey, which ended in my embarking in the Cunarder
s.8. Arabia for Liverpool direct.

It was a dull, disappointing outlook when we were first
nipped in the ice of Sydney Harbour, with no hopes of re-
lease for many months to come. We lay off the little
hamlet of Sydney Heads, and there was little to see and less
to do on shore. The most striking object was a shoemaker’s
shop, with the inscription “Sir Thomas Tobin.” Whether
a knight or a baronet of Nova Scotia, the bearer of the title
could not tell us, and I believe he was self-dubbed. For
the rest, Sydney Heads was no more than a mining village
of no pretensions, but we were fortunate enough to be
within easy distance of the town of Sydney, the capital
of Cape Breton, a pretty, lively little place with plenty of
social attractions, and we soon found many kind friends, who
welcomed us to their houses and entertained us hospitably.
The days passed pleasantly enough. On board we lived on
the fat of the land. The ship had been victualled for a
large mess of Guardsmen and gunners, and the owners
anxious to treat them well, had laid in abundant supplies,
fish, flesh, and fowl were kept fresh in the ice house,
and lasted our small party, the ship’s officers, the Naval
Agent, and myself until the very end. There was an ex-
cellent cellar, and we drew upon it liberally. A favourite
after-dinner amusement (one I have never seen elsewhere)
was to hack at a potato on a steel fork with our knives in
turn, and whoso struck it off was bound to stand a fresh
bottle. The game became very exciting when the potato
had become so sliced that only the very smallest particle
remained on the fork.

The days slipped by without any exciting episodes. I
spent the morning at my books, of which, unfortunately,
I had but a limited supply, trying to make up for my in-
terrupted studies at the College. 1 devoted myself more
particularly to Hindustani, a language little in keeping
with my frozen surroundings, but I was happy in the posses-
sion of some of the standard works, the ‘“Baital-Pachisi,”
the ‘‘ Bagh-o-Bahar,”” the ‘‘ Tota-ka-hani,”” Forbes’ Gram-
mar, and a couple of dictionaries. I have referred already to
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the facility with which T acquired Hindustani, but it was no
doubt to some extent due to the opportunity for study
afforded me when icebound. Alas! any knowledge I ob-
tained of Oriental languages was never of the slightest use
to me, for although I made several attempts to transfer
my services to India I never succeeded, and when my regi-
ment was ordered there, reasons had led to my retirement,
as will presently be told. After lunch at Sydney I passed
from labour to refreshment, and felt fully entitled to enjoy
myself as best I could. The sleigh came round from the
village, and met me at the foot of the companion ladder, for
I drove straight across the beaten snow of the frozen harbour
to Sydney by the track marked out by posts of evergreen firs.
Therc was plenty of fun to be had in S8ydney, joyous parties
and picnics, to which, as in Halifax, we proceeded in our
sleighs two and two, each with his charming companion,
and the young ladies of Sydney had a full share of the
attractiveness of the Nova Scotian family.

“ Nothing is certain but the unforeseen,” and the change
came unexpectedly in a sudden order to return by road to
Halifax. The summons came at an inconvenient moment,
for just now the solan geese were in flight southwards, and
I had joined a party organised for a battue at some distance
from Sydney. We were to lie concealed behind shelters
of compacted snow, surrounded by decoy geese manu-
factured from wood. The party never came off, for the
following afternoon I took a seat in the mail sleigh bound
for a six days’ continuous drive from Sydney to Halifax,
or more exactly Windsor, a station on the short line of
railway between Halifax and Truro. It promised to be a
tedious, monotonous, and, in its way, fatiguing journey,
for we pushed on without delay, changing horses and drivers
at each stage, but getting no more sleep than could be
snatched by dozing in the buffalo robes as we glided on
and on, hour after hour, and mile after mile. The question
of creature comforts assumes great proportions in such a
journey as this, and I can still remember the repugnance
with which I learnt to view the unvarying and inevitable
meals of ham and eggs, the staple dish at the change houses.
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The pigs of those parts are raised almost entirely upon a
diet of salt dog-fish, and the flavour would be quite inefface-
able even if not revived in later years at Good Friday
dinners.

“Luck,” says the Spanish proverb, “is for those it
meets,” and I shall always remember this long journey, for
I received about halfway a piece of important news. My
ride, which had taken me the whole length of Cape Breton
Island, and brought me at length to the Gut of Canso,
which separates it from the mainland, led me to the small
town of Antigonish, at which we arrived about midday.
The first thing I saw was the placard of a local newspaper,
announcing the loss at sea of the troopship Spartan, and
the death of Captain Hand, 63rd Regiment. This meant
promotion for me to Captain, a most important step to an
impecunious officer with no means of purchasing promotion.
In those now archaic days when an officer’s advancement
depended on the length of his purse, I had no hope of rising
to the rank of Captain, and yet it meant everything to
me—an increase of pay, still a mere pittance, under £200
per annum, but enough to live on, and the strong proba-
bility, if not the certainty, that I should be given a staff
appointment when I had passed out of the College, a per-
fectly hopeless prospect so long as I remained a subaltern.
There were, of course, some lingering doubts in my mind,
first as to the accuracy of the news, which I soon settled
by telegraphing to Halifax, and secondly as to whether
the step would go in the regiment. As to the latter, 1
consoled myself by remembering that we were under
“service " conditions, and that I was entitled by unwritten
law to succeed to such a vacancy as poor Hand’s; but
although I was the senior subaltern, the first on the list, I
could not forget that the Lieutenant just below me, Graves,
had shared the risks upon the Spartan, and had a kind of
moral right to the step. He had made a desperate effort
to carry succour to his brother officer. The mishap had
occurred in the open Atlantic during the terrible gale,
in which the Spartan had shipped tremendous seas. One
had swept the decks, penetrating below, and filled the
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saloon with a great volume of water, sealing the fate of
poor Hand, his wife and infant child, who must have been
soon drowned. As soon as it could be effected, Graves
was lowered by a rope through the skylight to give help,
and he actually got hold of Hand, but the surge of
the water to and fro carried the unfortunate man out of
reach. After many vain efforts it was necessary to with-
draw Graves, whose life was in great jeopardy.

By-and-by, when the storm abated, and the ship lay
water-logged on the swell, the water from the saloon was
drained through the ports. It was then possible to go
below, and the bodies were found, but in the most horribly
mangled, shattered condition. Every bone was broken, and
poor Hand’s head had been torn completely off. After
this help came, just when the ill-fated steamer was on the
point of foundering, and Graves and the survivors of the
crew were taken off and brought to Halifax. "This was the
news I heard at Antigonish, to my great grief, for Hand
had been my captain in the old days at Belfast, and we
were very intimate friends. Mrs. Hand was still in the first
or second year of married life, a pretty, fair, girlish creature,
whose bright days were ended all too soon.

When at length 1 reached Halifax, my friend the Chief
Staft Officer again came to my help. Sir Hastings Doyle
was for sending me on without delay to rejoin my regiment,
which by this time had'been transferred to Canada, and was
now stationed in London, Ontario. I obtained leave, how-
ever, to remain in Halifax for a week or two,'in the hope
that further instructions might arrive from the Horse
Guards, and, sure enough, formal permission for my return
was received by next mail. Accordingly I made the home-
ward voyage by the next Cunard steamer, the s.s. Arabia,
and as we shaped our course north-eastwards, pointing for
the fog banks of Newfoundland, I could not but chuckle a
little to think of my good friends of the Adriatic still ice-
bound in Sydney Harbour. When I landed several weeks
had elapsed since the shipwreck of the Spartan, long enough
for the appearance of the Gazette, which, as I thought then,
was to make or mar me. The moment I got on shore I
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turned my steps to a newsagent’s, and anxiously asked for
a file of the Times, and on getting it I nervously turned
over the leaves in search of the eventful record. Hurrah!
there it was under date—"Lieutenant A. G. F. Griffiths
to be Captain, in succession to Captain C. C. Hand, drowned
at sea.” I learnt soon afterwards that when the catas-
trophe was first reported my good old father had travelled
straight to London, and sought an ‘interview with the
Military Secretary, the redoubtable General Forster, whose
name was a terror to the past generation of soldiers, of
which I am one of the few surviving. My father, who had
served with Forster, was received with great courtesy and
kindliness by him, and he assured him that I was certain of
the step. “Of course he will be promoted, it is his right,”
and to that he added some kind and encouraging expressions
that it was a pleasure to help on a young officer who had
tried to help himself, as my record showed.

I did not get back to Sandhurst till late in the spring,
and had a long leeway to make up. Our course included
the preparation of schemes of defence of ground selected
for us, the throwing up of field works, their armament
and occupation, the critical examination and description of
past campaigns, embodying the facts and opinions of the
professor of military history (Colonel Hamley), and I had
to deal with these as best I could without having heard
the lectures or advice given, and take my chance of the
“marks " I might get, but which I could not forego in view
of the grand total necessary for a “pass.” I had to
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