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Same ; his high character maintained its reputation ; his
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PREFACE.

IN an admirable article in the ¢Cornhill Magazine’
some years ago Mr Sidney Lee divided biography into
two classes—the National and the Individual. The
one, a collection of memoirs of a nation’s notable men
and women, written with the utmost conciseness for
record and reference; the other, a detailed history of
any one person.

The first may be compared to a historical picture
into which numerous portraits are crowded, the prin-
cipal figures being distinguished in the foreground by
size and prominence, but all bearing their part in the
incident, and recognisable in a greater or less degree ;
the second to a finished portrait in which, according
to the skill of the painter, besides the likeness of form
and feature, the soul also stands revealed.

While it would be too much to say that every one
sufficiently notable to be included in the first class is
also sufficiently interesting to be included in the
second, yet undoubtedly a large number are; but as
regards a great many the want of material is an in-
superable barrier to an individual biography. How
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many there are who have come upon the stage, played
their part with skill and effect, drawn down upon them
the plaudits of the audience, and made their exit, of
whom the short scene reveals nearly all that is known
about them. How gladly sometimes would we know
more, but there is nothing more to be found —an
individual biography is impossible.

Even when abundant material is available, a biog-
rapher of any experience knows the difficulties of the
task. He remembers that what the wise man said
ages ago of making many books may to-day be said
of biographies, and he hesitates before adding to the
number.

That there is a growing eagerness to know more of
the prominent persons in the nation’s history is patent
to every one. It may be due to a more general ac-
quiescence in the dictum of the poet that ‘‘ the proper
study of mankind is man,” or to a legitimate desire for
further acquaintance with those who have charmed us
by their writings or inspired us by their actions, or it
may originate merely in that *“Paul Pry” curiosity
and love of gossip which have begotten the baneful
interviewer. Whatever the cause, the fact remains.

And it is indeed very natural that when the names
of prominent people are familiar to us—either by their
works or from frequent mention of them in newspapers
and magazines—as the doers of great deeds or as dis-
tinguished in literature, science, art, or philanthropy,
&c., we should want to know more about them. We
are not content with their works. We want to know
what manner of men they were that did such deeds,
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or produced such works. An interest is excited as
to their persons. We think that if we knew their
appearance, their surroundings, their unofficial life so
to speak, we should get nearer their inner selves, be
better able to understand the spring of their action,
the secret principle or motive power that originated
the work which has made its author famous and has
perhaps touched our hearts.

The aim of the biographer of the individual is to
gratify this legitimate desire by producing in the
mind of the reader an accurate impression of the in-
dividual whose life he writes. But to succeed in this
is given to few, and the really good biographies may
almost be counted on the fingers.

Nevertheless a sketch bearing a fair resemblance to
the original should be possible when sufficient material
is available, and more particularly when that material
takes the form of unreserved correspondence and of
diaries.

But here another and a greater difficulty has to be
met. The limitations in the use of such letters and
diaries are many. While accuracy demands that the
truth be told, discrimination and judgment must pre-
vent the needless importation of anything that can
wound the feelings of people still living ; due regard
for proportion must restrain the possessor of abundant
material from overwhelming the reader with details
devoid of either general or especial interest, and from
giving him in three volumes what would be better
condensed into one. Above all must be avoided any
attempt to search skeleton cupboards of which the

b
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key may be supposed to be found in correspondence
or diaries; to attribute motives because some depth
of character has not been fathomed ; to draw conclu-
sions from accidental, fragmentary, or passing expres-
sions which are not in keeping with the general tenor
of the life; or to magnify small incidents or traits of
digposition into a prominence which is not justified
and tends to detract from the general effect produced,
if not to convey an absolutely erroneous impression.

It is, therefore, with a full sense of the difficulty
and responsibility of the work that this ‘Life of
Lieut. - General Sir Gerald Graham’ is presented
to the reader, and if some of the canons laid down
have been contravened, ignorance clearly cannot be
pleaded as an excuse, but rather that it has not
always been possible to attain the height of these
counsels of perfection.

An article on Sir Gerald Graham will appear in
due course in the Supplement of the ‘Dictionary of
National Biography,’ and his right to be numbered
amongst the country’s distinguished sons will thus
be duly acknowledged. But at best a dictionary
notice is a case of dry bones; the anatomy of the
skeleton may be perfect, but it lacks flesh and
blood : it does not live. Here, then, the individual
biography comes in. No one will say he was not
sufficiently distinguished, but some may say, * What
more is there to tell?” The material exists in the
letters which he wrote and the diaries which he
kept. With these I first became acquainted through
the kindness of Sir Gerald’s family, when, shortly
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after the General’s death, I was requested to write
a short memoir of him for the ‘Royal Engineers’
Journal,” and I have since willingly undertaken the
larger work, believing that the material was suf-
ficient to make a lifelike portrait of him, and that
the biographer alone would be to blame if he failed
in the sympathetic and discriminating use of his
material to produce, at anyrate, a fair resemblance
of the original.

A serious difficulty presented itself, in that
for some twenty years hardly any of Sir Gerald’s
letters or diaries are available. Fortunately those
years form a quiescent period of his life when he
was engaged in no great doings, but it is also a -
period when mature judgments are formed and
youthful effervescence is replaced by solid opinions ;
so that the absence of record is a distinct loss,
and to some extent spoils the proportion of the
whole.

Although but a part of the available material has
been used, and many excisions have been made, it
may still seem that much which is trivial might have
been omitted, both in the correspondence and the
diaries ; but, on the other hand, it is in many of these
trivial details that character is revealed—even in the
telling of them,—while the scenes of active warfare in
which they were written clothe many of them with
an interest which they would not otherwise possess.
Gifted with considerable faculty of imagination,
Graham depicts incidents very graphically, and has
a pleasant genial way of describing his surroundings.
Some of the opinions expressed in his early letters are
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crude and over-confident, but they have all the charm
of youthful absolutism.

My endeavour has been to let Sir Gerald speak for
himself, where it is possible, by his letters and diaries,
and to confine my share in the narrative to the provi-
sion of connecting-links where necessary, of explana-
tions of the general position of affairs in the various
phases of his service, and of such selection throughout
of the contributions of himself and of his family as
would best convey to the reader the truest represen-
tation of the man and of the atmosphere which sur-
rounded him.

To his sons, Mr Frank Gordon Graham, and the
Rev. Walter Burns Graham, of Birkenshaw, York-
shire ; to his daughter, Miss Olive Graham, and his
step - daughter, Miss Emma Blacker; to his niece,
Mrs Shenstone of Clifton, and her brothers, Mr
Reginald Graham Durrant of Marlborough College,
and the Rev. Bernard C. Durrant of Dalston, Cum-
berland, my warm acknowledgments are due for their
valuable help.

My thanks are also due to General Sir Richard
Harrison, K.C.B., C.M.G., Inspector-General of Forti-
fications; Major-General W. Salmond, C.B., Deputy
Adjutant-General, Royal Engineers; Major-General
Sir John Ardagh, K.C.IE., C.B., Director of Military
Intelligence ; and Captain E. H. Hills, R.E., Deputy
Assistant Adjutant-General, Intelligence Division, for
some kind assistance.

Rost. H. VercH.
Loxnpon, 19tk April 1901,
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LIFE

OF

LIEUT.-GENERAL SIR GERALD GRAHAM.

CHAPTER L
FAMILY, EDUCATION, AND START IN LIFE.

Few figures were more striking than that of the gallant
soldier whose letters and diaries, with a connecting
sketch of his life, we present to our readers. Of tower-
ing height (six feet four inches in his stockings) and
massive proportions, his appearance at once impressed
one with a sense of physical grandeur and power. A
handsome face, broad brow, dark hair, and those
strongly marked eyebrows contrasting with the frank,
steel-blue eyes, attracted as much attention as did his
remarkable height and build, while a thoughtful, true,
and kindly expression told of a fine spirit within.

It would seem extraordinary were there not similar
cases that such a personality, strong in every sense
of the word, who had displayed his powers in the
early years of manhood and won fame, should have
been relegated for twenty years of the best part of

A
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his life to the routine duties of his profession; for
it was not until after he was fifty years old that
opportunities were afforded him to add to the laurels
won in his youth, and to show that his ability to
serve his country in the field was in no wise dimin-
ished by lapse of time.

But his was by no means a solitary case. An even
more conspicuous instance of neglect is not far to
seek in his own corps in the person of his friend and
comrade Charlie Gordon, who, in spite of the display
of remarkable military abilities early in life, had met
with the same want of recognition on the part of the
military authorities, and, it may be said, had to be re-
discovered by foreigners, in whose service he became
known to the world as one of the greatest Englishmen
of his time.

It was an old comrade! of Crimean days, himself
risen to eminence, who, remembering the fearless
young giant of the trenches before Sebastopol sally-
ing out to bring in wounded officers and men, in-
vited Gerald Graham to fulfil his early promise by
placing him in the forefront of the Egyptian campaign
of 1882.

How that early promise was fulfilled—then and
afterwards—and yet the successful General remained
the same modest, kindly man he had been as a sub-
altern; how as a keen soldier he delighted in his
profession, and yet had a much wider circle of interest ;
and how, like the plucky, strong man that he was, in
the midst of heavy trouble he possessed his soul in
patience and bore a brave front to the world, it is the
business of these pages to tell.

On his father’s side Sir Gerald Graham belonged to
! Lieut.-General Sir Garnet (now Field-Marshal Viscount) Wq{seiey.
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a Cumberland Border family, the Grahams of Rose-
tree, a distinet branch from the Grahams of Netherby,
though both had a common origin and lived in the
north part of Cumberland. Sir Gerald’s great-grand-
father was a Cumberland “statesman” (landowner
or yeoman) who begat a family of stalwart sons all
over six feet in height, one of the younger of whom,
Joseph, born in 1756, became a doctor and a successful
man of the world. He settled at St Albans and
married Joanna Lomax (born 1765, died 1830), a
woman of a very sweet nature, pious, forbearing, and
affectionate.

Joseph Graham, who died in 1820, had two sons.
The elder, William, born in 1787, when he reached
the age of sixteen years entered the military service
of the East India Company, and attained the rank of
major. He was rather eccentric, and became oriental
both in his tastes and pursuits. He died in 1848.
The younger son, Robert Hay (the father of Sir
Gerald), born in December 1789, was educated for
the medical profession but never practised. He was
a man of considerable intellectual ability, and in his
young days handsome both in face and figure. An
exaggerated notion of his own importance gave him
a pompous manner, and he seems to have lacked those
sympathetic qualities of heart which go far to make a
happy home.

Sir Gerald’s mother was Frances, daughter of Rich-
ard Qakley (born 1763, died 1833) of Oswald Kirk,
Yorkshire, and afterwards of Pen Park, Bristol, an
upright, good man, the elder of two brothers, and
possessed of fair means. When he was twenty-
seven he married a beautiful girl of eighteen, Miss
Fanny Swayne of London (born 1772, died 1807),:
by whom he had three daughters and a son, whose -
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birth cost his mother her life. Of these children,
Frances, the eldest, was born in 1797 — the other
daughters died young. She was gifted with a
musical ear and a great love of nature, sang well,
and was fond of drawing. By her marriage with
Dr Robert Graham, afterwards of Eden Brows, Cum-
berland, she had two children — Joanna, born at
Brighton, Sussex, on 12th February 1830, and Gerald,
born at Acton, Middlesex, on 27th June 1831.

Besides their parents these children had no near
relatives living except their father’s brother in India,
and their mother’s brother whom they seldom saw.
They were consequently thrown completely upon one
another, and grew up in a bond of sympathy and
devoted attachment.

Of their early childhood there are no records, but
there is a daguerreotype of Gerald when about four-
teen years old, in which he appears as a gentle,
thoughtful, rather delicate-looking boy, seated, with
a book in his hand. He must quickly have outgrown
any delicacy, for he grew up a splendid specimen
of healthy physique, six feet four inches high, broad
shouldered, and well built. There is a story told
of him when at home for the holidays, which shows
that he was by no means merely a dreamy, book-
reading boy. He is said to have gone into a field
at Eden Brows, caught and bestrid a colt, and stuck
to its back, while the animal tore over the field
into the farmyard, and narrowly missed breaking its
rider’s leg against the gate-post, the Cumberland
farm-hands gaping with open-mouthed astonishment
at his fearless audacity.

But he was much more thoughtful than the
generality of boys of his age, and both he and his
sister read with avidity whatever came in their
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way. His sister, who was a year and a half the
elder, was also the more vehement and impulsive
of the two. Rather delicate in health, she possessed
one of those spirituel countenances which often
accompanies a precocious and sensitive mind. From
a child she was desperately devoted to the problems
of humanity. ’

Some idea may be formed of her precocity from a
letter she wrote in after-life to help one of her own
children. In it she mentions having suffered, at the
age of eleven years, deep depression from conscious-
ness of suffering in the world; having experienced,
at the age of fourteen, grave doubts and difficulties
which she expected to solve by the help of a book
on prophecy ; till when, at sixteen years old, Voltaire’s
works were put into her hands, she found nothing
new either to shock or enlighten her, although up
to that time she had read no infidel books but only
arguments against them—which, perhaps, had much
the same effect.

“So,” she wrote, “the work of destruction was
over early with me, and the eager search for truth
began early. I cannot tell you now where it led me,
how the deep joy of a new faith came to me, but,
because it rested on no solid foundation, did not abide
with me; and I tried to submit to authority and
conform to established belief. With affliction that
frail hold was torn entirely away, and I knew what
it was to be utterly desolate with but one fibre of
strength to hold by—a belief in the reality of God
such as Job had ; no comfort then but the foundation
of all comfort to come.”

Together this brother and sister shared in their
search for light, while their bright imaginations
were early fired by stories of adventure. Those
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were not the days of endless children’s books, but
together they read Humboldt and Don Quixote and
many other great works; together they dipped into
the political and social questions of the day, he—
the story goes—sometimes sitting in the middle of
a favourite railway bridge and she on the bank of
a deep cutting so that he might exercise his voice
in shouting across.

“They inherited from their mother,” writes Sir
Gerald’s niece, Mrs Shenstone, ‘“that great love of
beautiful scenery which was always a solace and
cause for uplifting of the heart throughout their
lives. This same love of nature made them exceed-
ingly sincere ; they detested all shams and affecta-
tions, loving proportionately all that was frank, free,
and true. There is something in this picture of two
young eager souls, leaning upon each other, and
listening so eagerly for the happier echoes above the
world that was not for them all sunshine, infinitely
beautiful and pathetic. ‘Yet there are green spots
even in the desert waste, my uncle wrote out of
the fulness of his heart years afterwards; and these
two found not only the inextinguishable laughter of
the world amid the shadows but the earnest purpose
also.”

Gerald went first to a school at Wimbledon and
then to one at Dresden, where he acquired among
other learning a good knowledge of German. He
looked back upon his Dresden schooldays with affec-
tion, and when he visited his old haunts after nearly
fifty years, he was quite sorry to find no one old
enough to tell him about the people he knew as
a boy. Both the school and the house he lived
in had been reconstructed, and the occupants knew
nothing of those old days. The favourite tuck-shop
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, bhad become an apothecary’s, “so that the present
generation do penance in drugs,” he writes with a
sense of retributive justice, ¢ for their fathers’ excesses
in sweets.”

From Dresden school young Gerald entered the Royal
Military Academy at Woolwich in May 1847. There
his great height and somewhat reserved and taciturn
manner made him the subject of much of the rough
bullying common in those days; but when he himself
became an “old cadet,” he was known for his invari-
able kindness to his juniors. He passed out of Wool-
wich third of his batch, the late Major-General Sir
John Clayton Cowell, K.C.B., Master of Queen Vic-
toria’s Household, being the head, and he received
a commission as second lieutenant in the Royal
Engineers on 19th June 1850.

In the autumn he joined the Royal Engineer
Establishment (as it was then called, now the School
of Military Engineering) at Chatham, and went
through the usual courses of professional instruction,
sometimes amusing himself in his spare time by boating
on the Medway. On one occasion he and a brother
officer of his own standing in the Bombay Engineers,
George Munro Duncan (who died in India in 1859),
went down to Sheerness in an open boat. Returning
after dark, they were upset in Sea Reach. Duncan
could not swim a stroke, the weather was cold, and
they were both wrapped in overcoats. Graham, how-
ever, managed to support his friend and to swim with
him to one of the man-of-war hulks fortunately lying
near. There he caught hold of a rope hanging from
the projecting boat-boom and held on until rescued
by the crew of the hulk. Considering the encumbered
state of the two young men, and the strong tides that
run in the reach, this feat was a remarkable one.



8 FAMILY, EDUCATION, AND START IN LIFE.

On completing his professional studies at Chatham
Graham was sent to do duty in the Southern Military
District, of which Portsmouth is the headquarters, and
was for some time employed at Hurst Castle on the
Solent. At this time both he and his sister had been
reading the works of Charles Kingsley, Frederick
Maurice, and Thomas Carlyle, and had conceived a
great admiration for these authors, especially Kings-
ley. The sister, who was anxious to help in the
social movement, corresponded with Kingsley on that
subject, while Gerald kept up a constant correspond-
ence with her on this and on every subject which
interested them both.

To the habit of writing letters and pouring out his
thoughts in them—a practice which has, we fear, now
almost died out, to be replaced by hasty scrawls and
telegrams—may, perhaps, be attributed some of the
reserve frequently ascribed to him, and which no doubt
he felt with all but his most intimate friends, if not
with them also sometimes. Yet with a sympathetic
spirit at the other end of his pen, the writing of a
letter meant to him the opening of his warm heart,
and to his sister he had always written when away
from her as a part of his existence. It is to her, until
she married, that the greater part of his correspondence
is addressed.



CHAPTER II
THE CRIMEAN WAR.

Or the causes which led to the Crimean war it is
unnecessary to speak here. They have been frequently
set forth, and in no work with such wealth of imagina-
tion and brilliancy of composition as in Kinglake’s
‘Invasion of the Crimea.’ Lord Clarendon’s pithy
observation, that we “drifted” into it, accurately
describes the situation, and accounts for the anomaly
of our sending ships of war and soldiers to the help of
Turkey while we were at peace with Russia. As the
drifting became more rapid and a crisis was approached,
troops were hurried out to Malta in readiness to move
forward when required.

Early in February young Graham received his
orders to join the 11th Company of the Royal Sappers
and Miners at Woolwich and hold himself in readiness
for embarkation. The company was commanded by
Captain Fairfax Charles Hassard,! and the subalterns
besides himself were George Reid Lempriere (who
retired as a captain in 1866, and died in March 1901)
and Charles Nassau Martin (now a retired major-
general).

The prospect of active service gave rise to an
outburst of boyish delight. The first intimation his

1 Afterwards Major-General and C.B., who died in October 1800.
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sister had of the receipt of good news was to see .
him careering round the room, vaulting over the
chairs in the exuberance of his spirits.

The only letter preserved of this time is one of
the 13th February 1854 to his father, written in the
hurry and excitement of a youngster’s first departure
for active service, and occupied with the. question of
outfit—holsters and saddle-bags, “ revolving” pistol,
jack - boots, and mosquito - bag. Graham embarked
with his company on the 24th February at South-
ampton for Malta in the steamship Himalaya, which
carried also some of the Rifle Brigade and a supply
of intrenching tools, &c., for field operations. Malta
was reached on the 8th March, and the Engineers
were temporarily quartered at Floriana, where they
were joined on the 27th March by the 7th Company
of Royal Sappers and Miners, under the command
of Captain Charles John Gibb,! R.E., with a further
supply of engineering matériel.

On the 30th March the two companies of Sappers
and Miners and a battalion of the Rifle Brigade, to-
gether with Sir George Brown, the general command-
ing the 1st Division, and his staff, embarked on board
the ss. Golden Fleece, and on the following morning
steamed away for Gallipoli. Soon after his arrival at
Gallipoli Graham wrote the following letter to his
sister ; the letter which he mentions having written
to her from Malta cannot be found :—

“BriTise Camp, GaLuipoLr, April 20, 1854.

“My pEAR SisTER, — The last letter I sent you *
was written just before leaving Malta in the Golden
Fleece. This one is written in my tent, squatted on
the ground @ la turque, my portmanteau serving me

! He became a colonel, and died in 1865.
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for a table for want of a better. As I gave you an
account of Malta in my last, I need not tell you
anything more about that place; besides, I know you
are longing to hear about Turkey and my journey
hither. I will copy from my diary, though I have
not kept # very well lately.

“ March 80, Thursday.— Having provided myself
with a horse and servant, embarked (together with
the 7th Company, just then arrived from Woolwich)
in the Golden Fleece bound for Gallipoli in the
Dardanelles.

“ March 31.—Weighed anchor at 5 A.M. with a
light N.E. wind. Forgot to mention that the Rifle
Brigade came with us and among them many of our
old shipmates on the Himalaya. Heavy showers of
rain during the day.

“April 1.— N.-easter continuing, threatening to
turn into a regular grégald. Found that we had got
the ¢ Times’ correspondent on board, a short, fat, hairy-
looking individual, but, on further acquaintance, he
proved a very intelligent and agreeable companion.
As he took down all our names, and afterwards sent
off a letter to the ‘Times’ in a flaming, red-printed
envelope, I suppose we shall all figure in print in
the columns of that redoubtable journal.

“April 2, Sunday. — Passed Cape Matapan this
morning about 8 o'clock. By this time blowing a
regular grdgalé. Passed between Cape Malia and
Cerigo just after divine service. To give some further
account of the ‘ Times’ correspondent : I find he is a
good-humoured, merry little fellow (rather conceited
though), has a decided Irish accent, and answers to
the name of Russell.!

“dApril 3.— Gale blowing stronger than ever.

! Sir William Howard Russell.
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About 12 o'clock the captain determined to run back -
to Vatika Bay, in the lee of Cape Malia, having been
already driven thirty miles to leeward of our course.
This we accordingly did, and lay-to about two miles
from shore, exchanging cheers with two French troop-
ships lying there for the same reason as ourselves.
The scenery of this part of the south coast of the
Morea is very beautiful. Our view was bounded by
high - peaked, snow - capped mountains of voleanic
formation, the sides of which are studded with
little villages, built in apparently almost inaccessible
positions. We could, however, see but little vegeta-
tion, and excepting a few olive groves near the
villages, the coast looked barren enough. We would
have given much to have been allowed to land there
and to run up to the top of one of those high hills.
However, as the captain was afraid of quarantine
law, we remained on board, and consoled ourselves
by making the best use of our telescopes, which
appeared to invest the most commonplace objects
with unusual interest. The houses that we could
see were of white or brown colour, with gable roofs
quite unlike those of Malta.

“April 4.—Weighed anchor at 5 .M. Wind quite
gone down; sea like a mill-pond; calm throughout
the day. Saw the remains of the Temple of Minerva
at Cape Sunium through the telescope, and witnessed
a golden sunset over the Grecian isles. Zodiacal
light visible some time after sunset.

“ April 5.—Found that the capricious weather had
changed again, and that we have another strong
grégalé to contend with. Passed by Cape Sigri,
Mitylene, about 1 p.M. Mitylene, like all the other
islands of the Archipelago that I have seen, shows
merely barren hills on its coast-line. Came off Baba
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Kalesi in Asia Minor at 3 .M., and saw the snowy
heights of the Ida Mountains.

“ Here ends my journal, and a very dry reproduc-
tion of my experiences it is, I fear. The only times
I have kept it regularly have been on board ship,
when I could always find the time if I had the
inclination.

“ April 21.—I must endeavour to finish my narra-
tive from memory, though, indeed, I have nothing more
to relate to you. . . . I am much obliged to you for
Carlyle’s pamphlet. He has certainly altered his
style considerably, though I must say I prefer his
old manner, as it served to mark his individuality
more strongly. . . . There is a great deal of sound
sense and thought in his pamphlet, which afforded
me great gratification. It seems to me that the
whole morale of the question may be stated, ac-
cording to similes of  Carlyle and the Emperor of
Russia, as defending the Sick Man’s house and
property against all thieves and robbers until it
shall have been determined what shall further be
done with them. As for the Turks, I quite agree
with a French Engineer officer, that they are mere
imbeciles. 'We fight for principles and not for
Turks.

“All this time, however, you are longing to know
something about my experience of Turks and Turkey.
I am afraid my description will disappoint you as
much as the reality disappointed me. Our entrance
into the Dardanelles was by night, so that we could
see but little of the famous passage. We kept close
to the European side, and could sometimes distinguish
a fort, or the white line of a minaret, or hear the
distant challenge of a Turkish sentinel.

“The next morning we awoke to find ourselves at
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the entrance of the Sea of Marmora, and the town
of Gallipoli before us. The high, thickly wooded hills
of Asia Minor lay on our right, looking down on the
comparatively small barren hills of the European side.
The town of Gallipoli presented nothing very peculiar
in its appearance, except the rickety look of the
wooden houses and broad sloping eaves of their red-
tiled roofs. We were two days before we got all
our stores on shore, having no other means of trans-
port than the Turkish caiques or boats, which are
very clumsy concerns. It was amusing to see, amidst
all the bustle of hoisting stores on board, the Turkish
sailors seated cross-legged in the stern, smoking their
long pipes.

“Some French officers soon came on board to pay
us a visit, and paid some tremendous compliments to
the English nation in general and to us in particular.
We, I am afraid, cut—all of us—a very poor figure
in the complimentary line.

“ Went ashore in the evening; wretched, dirty
town, swarming with French soldiers and Greeks, and
hardly any Turks to be found. Went to a coffee-
house, where I had a long pipe and a cup of coffee.
The streets are in some parts covered over with a sort
of osier-work, making them nearly dark in the day-
time. This is the only stroll I have had in Gallipoli,
as we were immediately sent off to encamp about six
miles from it. ‘

“ Here we experience all the variations of this ex-
traordinary climate, which, so far as our experience
goes, is the most variable in the world. One day, with
a light sou’-westerly wind, it is so hot and the sun’s
rays so scorching that we are glad to throw off our
coats and perhaps bathe in the sea, the Gulf of Saros
being only half-a-mile from us. The next day it
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blows an icy N.E. gale from the cold mountains of
Roumelia, and the water is frozen in our tents. The
country is perfectly barren about here, no trees and
hardly any vegetables, and in aspect like the Downs
of Sussex. We live off bread and meat, onions and
rice. Our health is, however, very good. I have
abundance of work, first digging for water, and now
throwing up lines of fortification with the assistance
of the French Engineer officers.

“We are making a continuous line of fortification
between the Gulf of Saros and the Sea of Marmora.
This will be a great depot, and form one of our bases
of operations. I can say nothing of what we are
likely to do, as we ourselves know nothing. We
expect soon to hear of the Russians at Shumla. If
they have any generals they have all the game in
their hands, as we have no artillery at present. We
Engineers look forward to fortifying Constantinople.
Give my love to our father and mother, and believe
me, your very affect. brother, G. GrRaAHAM.”

Graham’s chief employment at Gallipoli was super-
intending well-sinking at the camp of Boulair, some
six miles from the town, and the construction of the
defences between the Gulf of Saros and the Sea of
Marmora, called ‘“The Lines of Boulair,” A little
incident which occurred during his stay at Gallipoli
is narrated by his brother subaltern and friend,
Major-General C. N. Martin, as an example of his
great physical strength :—

“He was always a man of splendid courage and
enormous strength, which he used with the gentle-
ness due to his manly character. I think I can
remember that at Gallipoli one evening Graham’s
horse, a notorious fighter, got loose. =~ We found
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him in the middle of a ring of Maltese grooms and
others, who could do nothing. But seeing how
matters stood, Graham rushed in, caught the horse
by nose and forelock, and threw him.”

On the 26th May Graham sailed with his company
for Varna, and lived under canvas at the camp two
miles outside the town. Varna was the base of
operations, and being also the depot for Engineer
stores for the front, the Engineers had a busy time.
After the Russians had raised the siege of Silistria,
and had been badly beaten on the 7th July at the
battle of Giurgevo, they evacuated Wallachia and
Moldavia, and the Allies decided upon the invasion of
the Crimea. Large working parties, under the super-
intendence of the Engineers, were engaged in pre-
paring gabions and fascines and gun-platforms for
the expedition whose destination it was endeavoured
to keep a profound secret.

The following letters describe the life at Varna,
the embarkation for the Crimea, and the landing
near Old Fort, Kamishlu, Kalamita Bay :—

“VARNA, Sunday, 17th July 1854.

“ MYy DEAR SISTER,— . . . You want to know ex-
actly how I pass my time; well, you shall pass a
day with me. At half-past four o’clock my trusty
servant Jean, of whom more anon, enters my tent
with a pail of water, which he pours into my india-
rubber bath, one of the most useful things I have.
Jean, like all Frenchmen, considers it advisable to
begin the day with a cup of coffee, which he accord:
ingly sets about preparing whilst I am spongi
myself in my indiarubber tub. Of course, untik
am quite dressed I could not think of admitting a
lady into my tent. Now, however, you may enter
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and look about you. You need not be afraid of
soiling my carpet—it is of nature’s own making,
excepting where I have laid down a little bit of
oilskin tablecloth under the table. I can offer you
a very good seat on my pack-saddle put on the top
of my portmanteau.

“You cast your eyes curiously around you and
form a mental inventory of effects—viz., (1) Large
black bundle (contents unknown); (2) suspicious-
looking black bottles (do. do.); (8) basket and large
ham; (4) boots, saddle, and divers smaller bundles.
On inquiry you find that item (1) consists of my bed,
which in the daytime I wrap up in the gutta-percha
rug so as to leave a clear space in my tent. Jean
does not much admire my bed. ‘Quel triste lit!’
he generally exclaims on making it in the evening.
He is having what he calls a cantine made for me,
which consists of two boxes, which are to hold every-
thing when packed on a horse, and also make up into
a bedstead. This he is getting made for me by some
French Sapeurs—old comrades of his in Algeria, for
Jean has made an African campaign as an officer’s
servant. To continue our list: the black bottles
contain some French wine, as I do not like the
wine of the country much. I have great faith in
part of item (8), consisting of a large Westphalian
ham, which I got on board ship. I have kept it
most carefully during the last six weeks for a time
of need. . . . You have now gone the round of my
tent, beginning at the black bundle and finishing
there. You are probably surprised at the quantity
of flies that buzz about you. I cannot get them
out of my tent, but am obliged to sleep under a
mosquito-net, which I bought at Malta.

“July 18.—The description of my tent has taken me

b
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so long that my time yesterday passed in making it.
But in order to complete your survey of my establish-
ment you must step outside and see my horses. I
have three of them. The first I show you is my best
bay charger, which I bought of a French officer. He
is a half-bred Arab, and has, you see, the Arabian
head and crest. Here is my second charger, which
I bought at Malta—an unlucky purchase, as it turned
out. He too is a handsome fellow, a mettlesome
barb, but unfortunately so vicious that I must sell
him, My third is my pack-horse, a large, strong,
grey Hungarian. . . .

“T have not yet described to you the present posi-
tion of our camp, for I am no longer alone but have -
rejoined my Company. We are a little way outside
the town on the Shumla side, our camp being on
the brow of a hill that overlooks the lake. The
opposite coast of the lake is very beautiful, hilly
and wooded down to the water’s edge.

“At 5 o'clock I go down to my work either on foot
or on horseback, though generally the latter. My
work lies in the town about two miles from this,
and, as usual, consists in superintending working
parties of the Line. When I have seen the men are .
all at work I generally take a ride into the town,
which, even at that early hour, is swarming with
soldiers of the three nations, and with Greeks, Turks,
and Albanians in their different picturesque dresses.
The Turks I am always obliged to push out of the
way of my horse, as they never think of moving of
their own accord. Fresh shops are now springing .
up every day. They demand extortionate prices for
everything, but at least things are to be had. The
shopkeepers are all either Greek, French, or Maltese.
They are all very cunning and grasping, but do



NEW BOOKS. 19

not make half so much as they would if they were
satisfied with smaller profits. There is at present,
in spite of the number of shops, no competition,
and the prices of the same articles vary most ab-
surdly. Thus tea is at some places 5s. and at
others 2s. 6d. a pound. I got a pair of leathern
water-bottles the other day for 16s., the price they
were asking for one only at a shop close by, and
that the only English shop of any size. At many
places they are selling at 300 or 400 per cent profit,
and at the more moderate at 200.

“July 19.— . . . Sometimes I take my breakfast
in a French coffee-house, but generally I return to
camp about 8 o'clock and breakfast there. After
breakfast I either return to my work or else read
or write when not regularly required—as in this
instance. In any case I am there again at 2 P.M,
and stop till the working hours are over at half-past
five, when I return to dinner. I generally feel very
sleepy about 9 o'clock, when I go to bed. I read
very little, only in my leisure hours. My pocket
edition of Shakespeare is then my companion. My
choicest reading consists, of course, in the letters
you write to me. .

“I was very much pleased with F. Tennyson’s
beautiful song of ¢ The Blackbird’! The verse de-
scribing the passing cloud was especially beautiful.
But of all the composition that you have sent me,
besides your own, I have most to thank you for
that thoughtful, powerful essay of Froude on the
Book of Job. It is indeed a glorious piece of
writing, enunciating the highest and purest creed
that man’s soul can conceive. . . .

“I have to close this quickly, as the post will close

! In ‘Days and Hours,' by Frederick Tennyson. London, 1854.
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for five days. I will send you another letter if any
change should take place in my situation. We be-
lieve we are going to Sebastopol. . . . —Believe
me, &ec., G. GraHAM.”

“VARNA, 20th August 1854.

“ My DEAR SISTER,— . . . This is but a dull place
after all, and our homeward looks are our gladdest.
No man in his senses could write to the ¢ Times’ and
call this a glorious country. It is an uncivilised and
barbarous country, an inhospitable and treacherous
people. To judge of the first, a man has but to take
a morning’s ride. He will probably, if he go a little out
of the beaten track, come near the dead body of some
native, probably killed in a quarrel or perhaps dead
of cholera; no one cares much to inquire which it
was, but leaves it as he found it. If, however, he
take the high-road to Varna, as I did this morning,
he will find it still worse from a sanitary point of
view. There are several slaughter-houses in the way,
and the exposed offal, which is not buried, causes a
most noxious effluvia. In the midst of the thorough-
fare, now generally crowded, I observed the dead
carcass of a bullock, which from its appearance must
have lain there at least two months! Excuse me for
giving you all these details, but does it not reflect
disgrace on our apathetic authorities that they should
allow the high-road between the principal camp and
Varna to be in such a disgraceful state? I am speak-
ing of ourselves merely, as there are no Turks over
here. We are said to have lost about 400 men by
cholera, and a great number are still on the sick-list.
The French are said to have lost 6000, an incredible
number, even allowing for the numbers they lost in
their unfortunate Kustendjie expedition.



FIRE AT VARNA. 21

“ We also are preparing for an expedition, as I told
you in my last, and all our preparations seem to
point to Sebastopol. We know little of the place
ourselves, but I have sufficient confidence in the
prudence of our authorities, and feel convinced that
their secret information is such as to make success
probable. Of course this is a combined expedition of
the Allies, Turkey contributing perhaps 20,000 men,
besides her disposable fleet.

“I, as well as all the rest of us, shall be delighted
with this expedition, if it is really to be a decisive
stroke towards finishing the war. However, what-
ever happens, I hope we shall not stop much longer
in this detestable country, among a sulky, hostile
population, who can hardly be induced to supply our
wants. On the other side of the Danube they say
the towns are far superior, with European shops and
hotels. There is something in the atmosphere here
which, combined with the burning sun, produces great
lassitude. . . .

“No doubt before this you have heard of the fire
of Varna. I was not there at the time, but saw it
well from this side. It was a magnificent sight;
the flames at one time must have had a front of
nearly a quarter of a mile. The fire was distinctly
seen by troops 28 miles from it. I only saw the
effects of it this morning, about a week after it had
happened. The town, on entering, looked like a heap
of rubbish. The whole of the business part of the
town, the main street of shops, and the bazaar are
seen no longer,—in their place heaps of smoking
ruins.

“I am very sorry to say that Jean, the French ser-
vant I wrote to you about, and had at one time so
high an opinion of, ran away from me yesterday with
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the intention of embarking for France. He took with
him property to a considerable amount, most of which
I have, however, succeeded in recovering. I do not
know whether he got a passage or not, but if in
Varna he will soon be arrested, as I have set the
French gendarmerie on him. It is, however, mortify-
ing to be so often deceived, and servants have been
my greatest plague during the campaign.

“Yesterday the air was darkened by immense
flights of locusts. These animals are from two and a
half to three inches long, with a green body, ugly
face, and legs not unlike a grasshopper’s. They have
four wings, on the outer of which are the marks said
to resemble hieroglyphics. I send two of the outer
and one inner wing. As an admirer of Southey you
may perhaps like to see the mystic characters wherein
Thalaba, the Destroyer, read his future destiny. . . .
—Believe me, &ec., G. GrRaEAM.”

“ VARNA, 2nd Sept. 1854,
“On board the William Kennedy.

“My DEAR SisTER,—We are now fairly embarked
for the expedition, wherever it may be to, which is
to conclude our hitherto bloodless, though not quite
harmless, Eastern campaign. Even here on the spot
it is difficult to judge where may be our destination.
The magnitude of our preparations would seem to
indicate Sebastopol as the scene of our intended opera-
tions, but then the late time of year and consequent -
short period permitted us, not only for the reduction
of a place of reputed great strength but also for the

defeat of an army of occupation, seem to render the. -::

supposition improbable, and appear to suggest that
our large preparations are only a feint to deceive
Russians, and that our real object is Anapa or Odessa.
Yet it cannot be denied that the opinion prevailing
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among the majority is that we are now bound for
Sebastopol, to wind up gloriously our campaign with
one decisive blow. You must not depend much on
what ‘our own correspondents’ tell you at home.
Excepting Russell, the ‘Times’ correspondent, none
are with the army, and he has been stopping always
with the Light Division, about 18 miles from Varna,
so that he cannot know much about what is going on
at Headquarters. The correspondent of the ¢ Morning
Chronicle’ writes the greatest nonsense in the world
from Constantinople. He gravely assures you that
one-half of the Allied armies is about to embark for
Sebastopol, and that the other half is already on its
way across the Danube. This was in the ¢ Chronicle’
of the 10th August. . . .

“I am now going to have some real action, but I
suppose my imagination is slow, for I really do not
think much about it. The whole fleet of transports
is lying in the bay with the troops on board. The
English transports are all on the south side of the
bay. The water certainly seems to be our proper
element. Directly we are on it our Allies look small
beside us. Our large transports and splendid steamers
quite cut out the wretched little traders the French
have got to carry their troops. The way our troops
embarked, too, was far superior to theirs. We have
bought up some of the Austrian Company’s steamers,
which come close alongside our piers and take a whole
regiment on board at once, while the French go off
by small boatloads. I did not read Nasmyth's! letter
in the ‘Times, but I know him, and a very nice
intelligent fellow he is. Of course you heard of poor
Burke 2 of ours who was killed near Giurgevo.

! Captain C. Nasmyth, one of the defenders of Silistria.
# Lieut. James Thomas Burke, R.E,, killed in the battle of Giurgevo.
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“We are on board a sailing transport with a lot of
horses and powder. We shall, no doubt, be towed by
a steamer. . . . —Believe me, &c.,  G. GRAHAM.”

“KamisaLy, CRIMEA,
¢ 30 myles from Sebastopol, 17th Sept. 1854.

“ My pEAR SISTER,—I have got a great deal to tell
you about since I last wrote to you. I am not going
to give you any statistical details, or account of the
proceedings of the army in general, but I will give
you some little description of our landing and present
occupation of the Crimea as far as my own personal
experience goes. For any enlarged account I refer
you to the letters of my worthy friend, Mr Russell,
the ¢Times’ correspondent.

“We got off Koslov on the afternoon of the 13th
instant. On inspection through the telescope it ap-
peared a perfect Turkish town with the usual domes
and minarets. We saw about three people standing
about, whom we immediately concluded to be Russian
sentries. However, we afterwards heard that the
garrison consisted of about three Cossacks only, and
that it capitulated immediately on being summoned.
We noticed a quantity of corn lying cut in the fields,
~as well as bullocks. At three o'clock the next morn-
ing we weighed anchor and steamed off for the land-
ing-place. It was a fine morning with a slight mist
as we steamed along the coast about two miles distant.
The hills of the southern part of the Crimea were seen
faintly rising one above the other towards the south,
the high ground of Sebastopol behind. We knew
that we were about to land shortly, and we expected
not without resistance. Indeed we had always looked -
upon the landing as a most difficult enterprise, and *
that it was only by a serious cost of life that we
should gain our foothold in the Crimea. You may
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therefore imagine us, after weighing anchor—know-
ing that troops were landing, but unable to see the
land —anxiously listening for the first shots announc-
ing the expected engagement. To our astonishment
not a shot was fired, and not a Russian was to be
seen when the mist had cleared away, only some
natives were seen peaceably engaged getting in their
corn. Indeed, as one of us acutely remarked, there
being probably no newspapers in the Crimea, the
inhabitants were most likely to know nothing what-
ever about us, and therefore did not manifest any
alarm. Our Company landed about 5 o’clock in the
afternoon, when we found the beach crowded with
troops. Patrols of cavalry were reconnoitring on the
adjacent hill. Our men were greatly amused to find
that the ‘ Rooshians,’ as they indiscriminately termed
all the inhabitants, instead of peppering them, had
brought them down bullock-waggons for the convey-
ance of their tools and baggage. We had five of them,
and I was immediately despatched back to the ship to
get more intrenching tools. It was a grand sight to see
this great fleet all assembled, and to see the increasing
activity of the boats and steamers landing the troops.
We got a lift in going back to the ship, and were
towed by one of the tug steamers at the tail of a
string. On coming back it was quite dark, and the
troops already landed, who were all without tents, had
lit large watchfires. We all bivouacked in the open
air that night—officers and men. Unfortunately, it
rained heavily during the night, and we got very
wet. I had a waterproof coat under me, which I
found rather worse than nothing, as it collected all
the water, and I soon found myself lying in a perfect
pool. So much for our first night’s bivouac, and may
we never have another like it. Singularly enough,
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however, though I had a cold at the time, I was not
a bit the worse for it afterwards.

“ The next morning we marched about five miles into
the country to join our Division. The country is not
particularly pretty, being in large undulating steppes,
something like that of Boulair, and without any trees.
There was plenty of corn about and water-melons.
The latter are delicious when you are thirsty. We
found the site of our intended encampment on a hill at
the head of a lake, and about two miles from a village
from which we had already met some parties of French
soldiers coming laden with plunder. We despatched
a party to fetch wood and water, and then made some
tea, with which, and our rations of pork, beef, and
biscuit, we managed to make a very fair breakfast.

“ After breakfast two of my brother-officers started
off to forage for food in the village, and were tolerably
successful, having bought two sheep and five turkeys
for 4s. One sheep, unfortunately, ran away ; but the
other was duly killed, and his liver fried with some
pork made a capital dinner for the first day. In the
afternoon I went out with a few men to see if any-
thing was left in the village. I, however, found that
the market was in a very different condition from
what it had been in the morning. The French soldiers
had been there plundering right and left, frightening
the friendly and peacefully disposed inhabitants, so
that they had shut up their houses and were either
entirely cleared out or would at least no longer sell
anything. The French are said to be better soldiers
than ours, and may be so, but, allowing them their
superior soldiership, ours are better men. I had at
last the pleasure of seeing every Frenchman (soldieré,
that is to say—there were no officers there) turned out
of the village, though it required all the moderation of
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our officers and men to prevent a scrimmage. Under
the circumstances I could only get a lamb, five fowls,
and about fifteen water-melons, which I tasted for the
first time. :

“I told you how badly we spent the first night on
shore ; the generals of divisions were not much better
off. Sir George Brown, commanding the Light
Division, slept under a bullock-waggon containing
some Sappers’ intrenching tools, and in the morning
on awakening knocked his head against a pick-
axe.

‘“ Last night we had an alarm about 11 o’clock. I
was half asleep, but was awakened by hearing a loud
shouting. It seemed to me like a strange sort of
shouting, a fierce defiant roar, running from the
outlying pickets and advanced posts towards our
lines. Our alarms were sounded, and we were soon
standing under arms all ready. We remained under
arms for about an hour, when the Duke of Cambridge
visited us on his way round the Division, and after
ordering the men to keep their arms in readiness,
dismissed us. They had been expecting an attack at
the outposts, as the Cossacks had been setting fire
to the corn-stacks of the neighbouring village in the
early part of the evening. However, this alarm
turned out to have been caused by an aide-de-camp
having lost his way in the dark and ridden right into
a French picket, who immediately raised the shout
of ‘Cosaque!’ which our men translated ‘Russians,’
causing all the row.

“Sept. 18. — Last night we had another alarm.
About 9 o'clock I heard a musket-shot, and shortly
afterwards a faint repetition of the shouts of the
preceding night. This time, however, it was quickly
followed by the reassuring cry of ¢ All's well’ coming
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from the distant outposts, and passed from sentry to
sentry through the lines.

“T have received your letter dated the 23rd August.
Your account of your conversation with Mr Cooper? is
very interesting. What an unexpected picture you
give me of Mr Kingsley! I should certainly never
have imagined him smoking a short pipe and putting
it in his pocket with old-fashioned gallantry at the
approach of a lady, unless, indeed, he wanted to show
Mr Cooper that even with short pipes a man may
preserve his gentility. 1 shall be glad to hear
Kingsley’s opinion on the war.

“Idid not tell you that I had the misfortune to lose
another horse just before starting, and that the only
charger now left me is that vicious Maltese horse.
However, I hope to catch one soon. Yesterday a few
horses were driven into our lines, and I started after
them with an extempore lasso, but they got the start
of me and I lost them.

“This is likely to prove a glorious expedition. There
seems little doubt but that we shall drive all before us,
and that Sebastopol itself must soon yield before the
well-directed assaults of such men as ours. We have
calculated that the Russian prodigy Sebastopol shall
be ours before the first week of October is out.

“T trust that you too, my dear sister, will be happy
this winter. Your natural condition is to be happy as
your desire is only to do good. . . . —Believe me, &c.,

“@G. GRAHAM.”
“ KaMISHLU, CRIMEA,
31 males from SEBASTOPOL, 18tA Sept. 1854.

“My DEAR FATHER,—At last behold us actually
landed in the Crimea with an army of nearly 60,000
men about to advance upon the seat of the Russian

1 Thomas Cooper, the Chartist.
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power in the Black Sea, which is within three days’
march of us!

“ After cruising about since the 4th, with many
delays as yet unexplained, we arrived off Koslov
or Eupatoria on the afternoon of the 13th instant.
We hear that the town immediately capitulated on
our summons, but none of our troops were left there,
two of our steamers remaining behind in possession.
On the 14th we arrived off this place at 8 A.M. On
the map I find our landing-place called Kamishlu or
‘fetid lake’ I am, however, happy to be able to
inform you that the lake is not fetid, or at least
our nasal organs have not detected it. Our troops
began landing immediately with amazing -celerity.
The Light Division is said to have been all landed
in half an hour! This amazing despatch was owing
to the number of small tugs and boats that we are
provided with. The French were not all up with us,
but one division landed about four miles farther on.
Not the slightest opposition was offered to our land-
ing. The landing-place was well chosen —a pebbly
beach where the boats could get close in, with a
lake behind, so that no large body of troops could
be concentrated at any one point to oppose us.
There was certainly a cliff on the right, or south
side, which flanked the beach, but which was again
outflanked by the ships. Our Company of sappers
did not land till 5 p.M. Most of our troops had
landed by the time we got on shore. The tug
steamers (those we bought of Lloyd’s Austrian Com-
pany) and Scutari steamers were amazingly useful.
I saw one, the Brenda, disembark more than two
regiments at a time, one on board and the other in
tow. Part of our cavalry, together with some
French Spahis, or Algerian Horse, were sent out
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to reconnoitre on the high ground. There were a
few Cossacks about, but they quickly disappeared.
- It is said that Sir George Brown, the general com-
manding the Light Division, having separated himself
a little from his Staff, was nearly cut off by some
Cossacks and had to gallop for it.

“So far one great feat had been easily accomplished,
and our landing in the Crimea was effected. The
first step taken, the rest seemed comparatively easy,
for we could not suppose the enemy to be in any
great strength as he could not oppose our landing.
But the old proverb, ‘C’est le premier pas que
colite,] was not to be so easily cheated of its sig-
nificancy on this occasion. During the night it
rained heavily, and as we had landed no tents we
all got most unpleasantly wet. The next morning
we joined our Division, which is about 5 miles in
the country. To-morrow we expect to march to
attack some Russian camps on the Alma river, about
18 miles from this, on the way to Sebastopol. We
have doomed Sebastopol to fall in the beginning of
next month. . . . —Believe me, &c.,

“G. GraHAM.”
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CHAPTER IIL
LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA.

GrAHAM'S letters to his sister or to his father are
very regular. In this chapter they describe the
battles of Alma and Inkerman, and the siege oper-
ations until he was shifted from the Left Attack
to the Right, and in the next chapter carry us
down to the end of the year 1855.

* “ CRIMEA, ALMA RIVER, 218z Sept. 1854.

“ My DEAR SISTER,—Before you receive this you
will, I dare say, have received intelligence that we
have fought and gained a battle. Although the
‘Times’' correspondent is writing at my side, yet
I have no doubt his letter, for which he has been
obliged to borrow pen, ink, and paper, will be printed
before this comes to hand. To begin, I can tell
you that I am unhurt, not having been under fire
at all. However, I saw the whole action perfectly
well, and will endeavour to give you a general idea
of it, leaving our friend at my elbow (who is asking
a lot of questions while writing his electric despatch)
to give all statistical information. We left Kamishlu
- on the 19th, our position being in the centre. It
was a splendid sight to see the army in movement,
the flashing of the bayonets, the tramp of the
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artillery, and the magnificent extent of the troops;
and then the strange contrast of the native bullock-
waggons, the teams of two hundred camels, and
shrieks of the drivers, all combined to give the
idea of a vast power rolling onward. The first day
the French kept on our right in advance. One of
our objects was to maintain a communication with
the fleet, which was kept by the French. We were
thus obliged to keep always about three miles from the
coast, the fleet keeping up with us. The first day we
marched about nine miles through beautiful, sweet-
scented meadowland and then encamped. I and a
_brother-officer brought a couple of tents about the
size of a dog-kennel with us, in each of which two
of us put up. We have besides two bell - tents
for the sick and wounded, being thus much better
off than the Line, who have nothing of the sort.
“In the afternoon a smart cannonading commenced
on our left flank.! It was, however, only a game
of long-bowls, and the Russians retired. This was
probably intended by the Russians as a reconnais-
sance for the following day, and they retreated to
a strong position on the southern heights of the
Alma river. Yesterday we continued our advance,
knowing well the position of the enemy. As soon
as our lines advanced to the brow of the hill over-
looking the Alma valley a Russian battery fired one
gun at our left flank. I immediately asked a brother
officer near me to tell me the time, having left my
own watch with Captain Hassard at Varna, the main-
spring being broken. It was 25 minutes to 2 P.M.,
so that I have settled that point for sceptica;l; :
historians. The Russians appeared in strong force
on the edge of the hill with numerous cavalry, an
1 The Affair of the Bulganak.
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arm in which we and the French are terribly
deficient. As soon as the cannonading on both sides
had fairly commenced it was difficult to see what was
going on, a dense smoke hanging between us and
the enemy. The Russians moved down a column,
menacing our left flank, supported by their artillery.
However, now the French made a counter-movement
on their left flank, and commenced storming the
heights in gallant style. We could see their fire as
they advanced up the hill, each trying to be fore-
most. At the same time our Light Division advanced
to carry a Dbattery, but was checked until the
Guards advanced to their support. By this time the
French had carried the heights and turned the
Russian position. The bloodiest part of the work,
however, was reserved for the British—the storming
of the heavy Russian batteries which had first
opened fire on us.

“By this time the Russians were in full retreat,
but their object being to save their guns, they
covered their retreat by a heavy fire of musketry
from the battery. Our Light Division (I am not
sure what regiments, so I won't guess) advanced
bravely to the assault, but was checked by the
tremendous fire of the Russians, who, to do them
justice, on this occasion fought well. They retired,
but only for a short distance, hardly out of pistol-
range, and then formed as steadily as if on parade.
For nearly ten minutes they remained fully exposed
to this fearful fire, and here it was that so many
of our gallant fellows fell. Other troops advancing
to their support, the battery was carried, the
Russians retreating in tolerable order, leaving one
gun in the battery. In the mean time the enemy
had thrown back their left wing so as to face the

fal
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French on the heights, holding them in check until
the French Artillery came up. We could see the
Russian columns drawn up in dense black lines.
A battery of ours was playing on them, and we
could see, when a shot plunged amongst them, the
sudden rush aside and the wide gap immediately
filled up again. The French Artillery now came up,
and the Russians relinquished the combat on the
left wing. Had the French been strong enough,
and had we possessed sufficient cavalry, it is the
opinion of many that we might have pursued and
utterly routed the Russian army. However, they
have now retreated behind the Katscha river, and
to-morrow or the day after (for I do not think we
shall move to-day) we shall probably have such
another battle to fight. I have not the slightest
doubt as to the results: the Russians are all very
well at long ranges, but they can never stand the
charge of our troops or of the French. For our
own part, I do not think we have much to boast of.
Although within range in the centre, and a clear
space between us and the enemy, we were never
under fire. I was all the time busy with my tele-
scope trying to make out all that was going on.
A spent shot came near us, which we felt rather
proud of. A few bullets, too, whizzed harmlessly
past us. I went up rather inquisitively to examine
what I thought a large round-shot, but found it to be
an unexploded shell, upon which I prudently retired.

“ After the Russians had been driven from their
position we (11th Company) crossed the river and
repaired a bridge which they had endeavoured to.
destroy.

“I will not attempt to describe to you the fearful
sight I witnessed on going over the field of battle.
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The ground about that fatal battery was literally
covered with the bodies of our men and of the
enemy lying side by side. But the sight of the
dead, fearful as it was, was not so horrible as the
groans of the wounded. I am willing to believe that
our surgeons did their best, but still some poor
fellows, unseen or unsought, passed their night in
sleepless groans on the field of battle. . . .

“By the way, the fleet assisted us by shelling
the Russian left, but they were too far off to do
much.—Believe me, &ec., G. GraHAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 19th October 1854.

“My DEAR FATHER,—I must still date this from
before Sebastopol, for I am sorry to say that we are
not yet in it. I have just seen a ¢ Times’ of Oct. 2,
containing a telegraphic despatch announcing the
battle of Alma and a column headed ‘Fall of Sebas-
topol,” in large print. How disappointed you all must
be when mail after mail comes in and you find that
our splendid victory has had no equivalent result, and
that the fall of Sebastopol, which you fixed at five
days after the battle, has not been accomplished in
thirty. What the ¢ Times’ says is true, that we have
to contend with an enemy with whom the most daring
measures would be the most successful. If, instead of
lying at Balaklava and slowly landing our siege-train
and allowing the Russians to throw up powerful bat-
teries for defence on this side of the town, we had
followed up the defeated and panic-stricken enemy,
there is little doubt but that the sanguine announce-
ment in your papers would have been fulfilled. As it
is, we have with infinite labour opened our batteries
within a mile of the place, and are now playing at
long-bowls with the Russians without much apparent
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injury on either side. = 'We opened fire the day before
yesterday, the French shutting up after a few rounds,
owing to an unlucky explosion of one of their maga-
zines, afterwards followed by an explosion of some
powder-barrels.

“The fleet assisted in cannonading the forts the first
day, but yesterday we had to sustain the whole of
their fire ourselves, and that with a very short supply
of ammunition, owing to the defective arrangements of
the Artillery. The Russian defences on this side consist
almost entirely of earthworks, thrown up for the most
part under our eyes, and which might have been
checked at once by bringing up a few heavy guns or
rockets. We take the right of the attack and the
French the left, our own attack being again sub-
divided into right and left, I being in the left. The
work on us Engineers is, of course, very heavy. Some
of us are up in the trenches two or even three nights
running.

“I have not had time to see the French works, but
our own consist of one long line of trench-work in
each attack, the batteries being in the trench. We
have 38 guns on our side in four batteries, and in the
whole English attack there are, at present, 66 guns,
including some naval ones. It was entirely our (R.E.)
work laying out the batteries, as well as building them.
All our object is to silence the Russian guns prepara-
tory to storming the place, no breaching batteries
being required against mere earth-works; and be-
sides these the enemy has a mere wall lined with sand-
bag loopholes for musketry-fire. I have had always
the same battery to work whenever on duty—No. 2,
which I therefore call my battery. It is for ten guns,
with oblique embrasures, and counterbatters a Russian
battery of equal force, which is placed just in front
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of a large barrack, so that all our shot that are
too high go into the barrack, which looks rather
dilapidated by this time.

“I was in the trenches all yesterday under the
heaviest fire. Two men were killed at my battery
by the cross-fire from a heavy Russian battery, which
we had depended on the French to silence, as they can
enfilade it from their side. However, yesterday the
French did not fire a shot, and, as I have said be-
fore, could fire very little, being so badly supplied with
ammunition. My battery is manned by sailors, who
work capitally, whether fighting their guns or throw-
ing up intrenchments. I have tried both soldiers
and sailors, and I consider 100 sailors as a working
party worth at least 150 soldiers of the Line. The
reason of this is not only the willing spirit of the men
but the fact that their officers exert themselves and
direct their men, which is more than I can say for the
officers of the Line, who do not appear to be at all
aware of the importance of speedily completing the
work, and instead of energetically encouraging their
men, generally (particularly if at night) retire to some
sheltered place and go to sleep. As the whole of
the working parties—field officers and all—are under
the direction of the Engineer officer, I always make a
point of turning out these sleepy gentlemen (when I
can find them) with a polite request that they will
make their men work a little better. They are obliged
to attend to this, knowing that a report from me would
bring down on them severe censure from the com-
mander-in-chief.

“The night work in the trenches is very hard and
harassing. From six in the evening till four in the
morning the Engineer officer in the trenches must be
constantly on his feet, directing and encouraging the
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men to work. He must, if possible, act up to his
motto of Ubique, and be everywhere at once. Not
only that, but when working under fire he must always
expose himself at least as much as any of the men, so
as to stimulate them to work in spite of the fire. I
was on duty the night before opening our fire with
orders to have my battery completed before 5 o’clock
in the morning. My battery was somewhat behind
the others on account of unusual difficulties that I met
with, and I had to use every effort to get it finished
in time. However, by dint of running from one part
of the battery to another, working myself when the
men would not—which, by the way, I found an un-
failing expedient—I got the work done, and at 5 a.M.
on the 17th instant I had the pleasure of reporting the
battery finished, with all its embrasures revetted and
masked by empty gabions, behind which the guns
stood looking menacingly towards the Russian battery.
It was now broad daylight, and I was glad enough to
leave the battery before the cannonading commenced,
particularly as the road leading to it is unprotected
from the Russian fire.

“It soon became evident that the Russians had per-
ceived that our batteries were armed, as they opened a
much heavier fire on us than usual, we not replying
with a single shot, our orders being to wait for the
signal from the French. In the meantime I reached
our camp, which is a mile and a half from the works.
I was, of course, very tired and hungry, but this was
no time for sleeping. Our batteries were now armed
and ready, and that bullying Russian fire, to which
we had been exposed through so many weary days
and nights, was about to be replied to with a roar as
loud as its own.

“One part of my wants, however, I was obliged to
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attend to. I could not resist breakfast. You will
smile to know that I am considered to have the best
appetite of all the mess. I certainly never remember
eating so much at any other period of my life, and I
believe it is entirely owing to my good living that I
keep up my health and strength so well. Out of the
ten of us here who do duty in the trenches two are
laid up by the fatigue and one by the jaundice, so that
the duty falls rather heavily on the efficient officers.
I missed seeing the opening of our fire. It began
without the French, who said they must wait till the
sun got up. '

“When I arrived on the ground commanding a view
of the action, I found our guns working away at a
tremendous rate, the sailors’ batteries especially dis-
tinguishing themselves by the energy of their fire.
It was a beautiful bright sunny morning, but little
could be seen, except at intervals, for the dense smoke
that lay before the town. Amid the crash of the
artillery and whizzing roar of the enemy’s balls, as
they came rushing through the air, was distinctly
heard the repeated sharp bang of the Lancaster guns,
whose balls made a noise like a railway whistle.
After about an hour’s firing we appeared to have
silenced the tower on the enemy’s left, but his power-
ful earth-batteries appeared very little injured. The
French now opened, firing slowly, very differently
from our own rattling cannonading.

‘“Suddenly a column of dense black smoke rose high
up in the French lines, followed by a deep, crashing
report, heard distinctly above all our fierce cannon-
ading. A sickening feeling came over us. The
French had evidently had a magazine—and that
one of the larger size—blown up. This heavy mis-
fortune paralysed the efforts of our allies for the
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remainder of that day. It is said that 47 men and
a whole battery were put hors de combat by that
terrible explosion. It was caused by a shell falling
on the top of their magazine, which was not suffici-
ently protected. A shell fell on one of ours yesterday
without any injury, as we make our magazines bomb-
proof. In the course of the day we partially revenged
our allies’ misfortune by blowing up one of the
enemy’s magazines, the sight of which we welcomed
with a loud cheer.

“October 20, Evening.—Last night I was on duty
in the trenches, to-night I sleep in my bed. Our
duty now is to repair at night the damages inflicted
in the daytime. All last night we did not fire a shot,
nor did the Russians. On both sides, I suppose, prep-
arations were being made for the morrow. This
morning the Russian batteries looked rather ruinous,
whereas ours were as fresh as on the first day. It
is, however, evident that our enemy, if not very
enterprising, is one of great resources and dogged
determination. They have erected a new battery.
To me this business appears much too long; after
four days’ firing we have accomplished very little.
The bayonet should have decided it at first, and
must decide it at last.

“A storming party with ladders has been ready
every day since the firing commenced, and two
Engineer officers (appointed in daily rotation) are
always ready to lead the 1st and 3rd Divisions to
the attack. We have lost our Colonel by an attack
of apoplexy. That makes the fourth field officer
of Engineers who has been knocked up— Colonel
Vicars! on his way out; Colonel Victor2 as soon

1 Major-General Edward Vicars, died in 1864.
3 Major-General James Conway Victor, died in 1864.
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as at Gallipoli; General Tylden!® died from cholera ;
,and this last, Colonel Alexander2 The fact is, they
are all too old to sustain the activity required from
a Commanding Engineer in the field. . . . —Believe
me, &c., G. GraHAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 23rd Oct. 1854.

“My DEAR SISTER,— . .. Your letters both arrived
by the same mail, and I got them late in the evening.
When I read them over a second time I was in a very
different scene from the peaceful ones you described
so well. I was in one of our batteries, in full action,
amid the deafening crash of our own guns and the
more dangerous but less startling rushing roar of the
enemy’s shot, which passed over us thick and furious.

“There is no doubt about it, excitement apart, war
is the most disagreeable employment in the world.
Disagreeable is, however, no term for the thing
itself, but merely for the duties required from us
and others. I should rather characterise war as a
hideous and unnatural absurdity, an immense
mistake. This you may think stating a mere truism,
but you must also allow it, in my case, to be a
tolerably practical conclusion, being drawn from
personal observation. This is, after all, a pretty
general opinion, and though, no doubt, forty years
hence old fogies will talk of the glorious campaign
in the Crimea as the pleasantest period of their
life, yet, I think, if you canvassed opinion now you
would find few, if any, who would wish the war to
continue, could it be concluded at once with credit
to ourselves.

! Brigadier-General Sir William Burton Tylden, K.C.B,, seized with
ch;)lel:a after the battle of the Alma and died the same day.
Lieut.-Colonel Charles Carson Alexander.
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“Of all war operations perhaps a siege is the most
tedious, and this has as yet proved no exceptlon,
contrary to your newspaper reports, which annoyed
and amused us at once with the ludicrous details
of the fall of Sebastopol. Although in many respects,
which I will not enumerate, a striking exception to
most former sieges, this one affords no varied interest
to the Engineer. There has been a great deal of the
pedantry of the old school in our operations. How-
ever, I shall not criticise our proceedings to you, so
let them be judged of by the event.

“Our work since the opening of our batteries is
chiefly repairing the damages done in the daytime.
The enemy does the same thing, as we have some
foolish orders not to fire after dark. The Russians
are glad enough to rest too, though we generally
manage to set a part of the town on fire before
leaving off. To-night there is rather a larger fire
than usual, a strong sirocco blowing, and the French
are shelling the unfortunate inhabitants. Oh! war
is a horrible thing, and that I have often thought
when out in one of those beautiful starlight nights.
To see those countless worlds shining above us in
supreme indifference to our wretched little conten-
tions and ludicrously horrible way of settling them,
seemed, if the idea could be impressed strongly
enough, to settle the whole war at once by reducing
it to an absolute nonentity. If by some means
intelligence were to reach us that a war had broken
out between a very minute fraction of the inhabit-
ants of one of the stars in the Milky Way, I doubt
if, as citizens of the universe, we should consider
the matter of any universal importance. My reflec-
tions on this subject would, however, be suddenly
interrupted. A bright flash would be seen like
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distant summer sheet -lightning. ‘A shot!’ calls
the man on the look-out. The working party
crouches down, and all is silent for three or four
seconds, when the report is heard simultaneously
with the rushing, roaring sound of the shot or shell
as it flies over our heads, or knocks one of them
off, dashing on with indifference in either case. A
shell thrown from a mortar is a beautiful sight at
night as it rises high in the air, its fuse glowing
brightly like a star ; then, describing a beautiful curve,
it falls and fulfils its murderous errand by exploding,
if correct, a few feet above the ground. A live shell
is not a pleasant thing to be near. One of them
burst within 20 feet of me yesterday but without
hurting any one.

“Oct. 27.— . . . The siege is progressing slowly
and unsatisfactorily. That we shall ultimately take
the town I have not the slightest doubt, but it is
the way of taking it that I am alluding to.

“QOct. 28.—1 must finish this letter, as usual, in a
hurry, as a messenger is about to take it to Bala-
klava. This time I must therefore leave all the
public news to be furnished to you by the papers—
that rash and fatal cavalry charge, which, however,
was avenged though not repaired by the repulse of
the Russians the day following. It is said that we
shall hut here. . . . —Believe me, &c.,

“@G. GraHAM.”

“ Before BEBASTOPOL, 18t Nov. 1854.

“MyY DEAR SISTER,— . . . You will be glad to hear
that M. still keeps up his health. Ome reason for
that is he eats so much, though it is doubted by some
whether I do not eat as much as he does. He is very
cheerful, and sings ‘Partant pour la Syrie’ every

gc
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morning on awaking, which I hear very distinctly,
being in the same tent with him. My servant Pierre
has turned out very well. He is rather lazy and
negligent, but is, on the whole, a good honest fellow.
He is, indeed, rather a character in his way, and
seems persistently happy when under fire. A round-
shot passing near Pierre’s head one morning sent him
into fits of laughter. He really seemed to regard it
as a most excellent joke, a practical joke. T also took
another servant the day we left Varna, an English
lad, but such a stupid helpless lout that he is
not presentable, so we will dismiss him without
further notice. ~After all, my Maltese horse turned
out the best. He is rather weaker than formerly,
but apparently pretty well cured of his viciousness.
He was of great use to me during the march. My
last letter to you may have seemed rather desponding,
but that would be giving you a false impression.
I was rather annoyed and grieved at that time by
two circumstances which I did not mention. One
reason was, that I did not exactly see which way we
were going, being without much confidence in our
leaders ; and another reason was, that an acquaint-
ance of mine (a very slight one—an Artillery officer)
had had his head knocked off by a cannon-ball when
looking over the parapet to observe the effects of
his fire on the enemy’s battery. Not that I, by any
means, retract my expressed opinion on war and its
horrors. Even M., who was most discontented with
his pacific position of spectator at the battle of Alma,
chafing like a chained hound at the sight of a hare,
or, to use his own simile, feeling as if in bed at a
ball—even he declares he considers war a disgusting
and unnatural employment. Yet, to me personally,
the excitement and hardships are not disagreeable,
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and I can bear the fatigue better than the average.
Besides, you must know there has been a change in
the administration lately. Our late Colonel, a well-
meaning, active man, but somewhat incompetent for
general command, has shared the fate of his pre-
decessors. He was carried off suddenly by a fit of
apoplexy, probably somewhat induced by over-
excitement. His place is now filled by my old com-
mander, Captain J. W. Gordon.! By this time my
brother-officers here have begun to recognise Gordon’s
merits, his high sense of justice, firmness, and prac-
tical good sense. Indeed, many of them now go
further than I do, and wish to ascribe to him the
possession of great talents and natural abilities.
This I deny, at least to any extent, and thus may
now appear to be rather among the detractors than
the eulogisers of Gordon’s character. In Gordon I
consider we have just such a commander as we now
want. I only wish the French Engineers had such
another instead of their pedantic old chef Bizdt, who
is determined to enter Sebastopol according to the
rules of Vauban, and on no other conditions.
—Believe me, &c., G. GraHAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 7Tth Nov. 1854.

“My pEAR SISTER,—Since I last wrote to you we
have been engaged in another battle, and one as fatal
as the battle of Alma. We need now no longer be
told to remember the 5th November, for it is a day
to be marked red in our annals. As I was not an
eye-witness of any but a small part of the engage-

! Major-General Sir John William Gordon, K.C.B., Inspector-General
of Fortifications, who died in 1870. In the Crimea he was nicknamed by
the men “Old Fireworks,” on account of his coolness under fire, and the
unconcerned manner in which he exposed himself to it. :
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ment, you must not expect any entire account of it -
from me.

“At 6 o'clock in the morning of the 5th, I, on awak-
ing from a sound sleep (having been the greater part
of the night previous in the trenches), thought I could
distinguish a distant fire of musketry amid the noise
of the usual cannonading. I awoke M., and we agreed
to ride out together to see what was going on. We
found that our right had again been attacked, and
the enemy, in large force, were in possession of a hill
(Inkerman), an important position, which our com-
manders, with culpable negligence, have neglected to
fortify. 'We had evidently been surprised; indeed,
one or two of our outlying pickets were killed to a
man, and our outposts driven in. However, now the
battle was raging along nearly a mile of our right
front ; the nearest available troops had been hurried
out, and were bravely holding ground against the
overwhelming force of the enemy, at that time nearly
ten to one, who were advancing in dense columns
with wild, wolfish yells. At the same time a loud
cannonading on the south side announced another
attack on Balaklava, so that we appeared to be men-
aced on all sides, and to be called upon to defend
ourselves with our utmost strength. A couple of
9-prs. whizzing near us warned us to enter no closer
into that atmosphere of destruction, and accordingly
we cantered over to the Balaklava side. Here we
found that the demonstration of the enemy was a
mere feint to draw off our troops from the real point of
attack. However, I cannot now give you any further
account of the battle; I may perhaps in my next.
As usual, everything was carried by the valour of
our troops, who, though disorganised, lacking orders,
and frequently in want of ammunition, yet fought
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against superior numbers as Britons only can fight.
This battle was especially fatal to our general officers.
Eight out of thirteen were struck. Sir George Cath-
cart was killed, a loss not easily to be replaced.

“ The Russians have earned our respect by the cour-
age they displayed that day. Their artillery have
astonished us by the way in which they carried their
heavy guns over apparently impossible ground. In
the retreat they actually lifted an 18-pr. gun off its
disabled carriage, though under a heavy fire, and
carried it off the field, a daring and wonderful feat
in the face of a victorious enemy. Our loss was
great, nearly as great as at Alma; theirs, I think,
much greater ; yet they retired in good order, covered
by their guns. Three times their guns faced us in
their retreat and replied to our deadly volleys. Our
troops were fighting from 6 a.M. until 3.30 .M. The
French joined us at 10 A.M. . . . —Believe me, &c.,

“G. GRAHAM.”
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CHAPTER 1IV.

LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA—continued.

‘ Before SEBASTOPOL, 10tA Nov. 1854,

“My DEAR SISTER,—Since my last letter of the
7th I have shifted my quarters from the Left
Attack to the Right. I was sorry to have to
change, as, considering the circumstances, I was
very comfortable in my last quarters with M. for
my tent-fellow. We had also a comfortable mess,
five of us together, and (as I was not caterer) I
was relieved from all the trouble attendant on pro-
viding dinner. Now, however, as I have come
amongst a set of fellows who have already formed
their little messes, provided with stores, &c., none of
whom I know particularly well, of course I have to
set up a little establishment of my own and dine
in solitary grandeur in my tent. By the way, we
have all got tents now. We got them shortly after
our arrival at Balaklava. I am now in a bell-tent,
my little one being abandoned to my servants.

“I believe it is now nearly certain that we shall
pass the winter here. At least I know that one of
my brother-officers has been to examine the timber
about the coast of Circassia, no doubt with a view
to use it for hutting. Now, whatever you at home
may imagine of the country, I can assure you it is
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the very last place any of us would wish to pass
the winter in. It was all very well passing through
it on the march, admiring the scenery and the fruit,
with all the excitement of the thing; but now it is
very different. The excitement has vanished and
the fruit too, and the scenery no one thinks about :
besides, it looks very different in wet weather to
what it does in dry sunny weather such as we have
generally had till within the last two days. For
the last two days it has been pouring in frequent
and heavy showers of rain day and night, which is
very trying to the troops, whose turn of duty
obliges them to lie out in the open air. Indeed,
we are afraid the wet season has set in, as in this
part of the Crimea there is generally more rain than
snow in the winter. Tents are very poor protection
against rain. Everything gets wet, and I am awak-
ened in the night by finding the rain sprinkling over
my face. I believe, however, the heavy rains do
not commence before the month of January, by which
time I hope we shall all be in huts. But the prin-
cipal privation which we all feel is the want of any
other society than our own, and the impossibility of
filling up our leisure hours with any agreeable
occupation. It was for this reason that we all
looked forward with longing when in Turkey to
some civilised winter - quarters, a hope which will
be disappointed by wintering in the Crimea. With
regard to the productiveness of the country, you
must know that we do not in the least benefit
by it, surrounded as we are by a Russian army,
and we depend on the ships for bringing us supplies
of provisions.

“ November 11.—Last night I was out on duty and
had fully my share of the wet and discomfort. The

D
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soil, being clay, is very unpleasant for walking in
wet weather. It was quite hard work yesterday
evening to get to the place where we are throwing
up a redoubt. About three miles of slippery, sticky
mud, nearly as deep as, or deeper than, the height
of my instep. I had a party of 200 Turks to work,
and an armed party of 250 men of the Line, as
this was a very advanced post,—indeed it was on
the field of the Inkerman battle of the 5th, about
which I suppose your newspapers are now full. It
was a dark wet night, and blowing a strong cold
wind. An enterprising enemy would probably have
sent out a force to endeavour to cut us off, as we
had no support, and it was just the night for an
attack. We could see the Russian camp-fires on the
other side of the Inkerman valley and opposite
Balaklava. But the Russians had had a severe
lesson on the 5th, so they left us in peace, not
even shelling us, as we had expected. I should
think they must suffer in this weather, having no
tents. I am afraid our poor fellows will soon.
“QOur men in this weather have not sufficient
energy. I saw them last night lying down in their
soaking blankets on the wet mud instead of walking
about. I kept myself warm by walking about con-
tinually, with an osier basket over my head by way
of an umbrella, poking up the lazy Turks, who never
miss an opportunity of being idle. I made their
officers do the same thing whenever I could make
them out, for it is very difficult to distinguish a Turk-
ish officer from his men. Indeed, on one occasion
I was pommelling a Turk, who seemed incorrigibly
lazy, for some time before I found out that he was
a yiiz-bashs, or captain. The Turks on all these oc-
casions are very good-natured, and inclined to take
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things in good part. Still, one can hardly bring
oneself to regard them as rational beings, but rather
as a sort of beast of burden whom it is necessary
to drive to work. This, of course, in a great part
arises from our ignorance of their language, for I
confess I have not learnt (and hardly wish to learn)
any Turkish. In an attempt at a conversation with
one of their officers he explained to me that he
was afraid some of his men would be ill after the
night's work on my complaining of their laziness.
The bulk of our conversation, however, was that
we agreed the weather was ‘no bono,’ a phrase
which appears to have been bond fide adopted in
the language since our arrival.

“As I have before mentioned, this ground was one
of the points of attack on the 5th. I am now merely
doing what should have been done at first in fortifying
it. There were still many sad traces of the battle
near the site of our work. Some bodies of the Russian
soldiers yet unburied were passed on our march, and
several wounded horses that had been abandoned
were limping about. Some that had been very
valuable and were now trying to feed themselves on
the scanty herbage, and some in almost the last
stages of weakness and starvation. A pitiable sight !
Poor creatures, they should be shot, but unfortunately
their present position is too much exposed to the
enemy’s fire for any one to go out for the purpose of
putting an end to their miseries. I have heard some
one remark (and I partly agree) that it is more
touching to see a horse wounded than a man, though
to you this must seem absurd.

“ However, to resume, I got in this morning very
tired and with hardly a dry stitch on me. Everything
in my tent, too, was damp except my bed, thanks to
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my waterproof cover. As I had nothing to do to-day
I lay in bed till about half-past one p.M. Rain nearly
all day. It is now evening, and I shall go to bed
again directly, as I feel damp and chilly.

“In looking over your old letters, I met with that
sermon of Kingsley’s on Pestilence and its Causes,
which I read over again. You know I admire it very
much, and liked it even better the second reading.
Still I think that if all the theological part of it were
left out it would then read not unlike Combe’s ¢ Con-
stitution of Man, Moral and Physical,’ &ec., &c., only
in more energetic and quainter style.

“I rather miss now those long and choice extracts
you used to send me, but in your last letter (of the
19th) you mention that you are going to send me some
poetry in your next. Reading has always been my
resource, and I begin to feel sadly the want of books.
Shakespeare was my consoler at Varna, but was un-
fortunately left there. I can safely trust you to
choose me something to my taste, and if you do not
pay the carriage, I think it will be pretty sure to
arrive safely. Beyond reading over your letters and
talking with any chance visitor, I have very little to
do in this weather. Writing to any extent is not
agreeable, as it involves sitting at a table and with
my feet on a muddy floor.

“I have formed a friendship with a little dog that
my man Pierre has adopted. He was found after the
battle of Alma lying disconsolately in the cloak of a
dead Russian officer. He has, however, now got over
his grief, and begs very nicely and answers to the name
of ‘Alma.’! . . . —Believe me, &c., G. GRaAHAM.”

1 “ Alma” was given by Graham to the 11th Company of Royal Engin-
eers to which he belonged, and was for some years a familiar sight on the
parade-ground at Brompton Barracks, Chatham.
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“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 2182 Nov. 1854.

“My DEAR FATHER,—

“ Nov. 22.—I am sorry I have so few 1tems of news
to tell you, and that few of so little brilliancy. The
most important fact is that we are to winter here.
Another, that most of us have long known, and that
you in England must now be beginning to become
aware of, despite enthusiastic ‘correspondents,’ is
that Lord Raglan is not the man you took him for,
—neither a great tactician nor a good general. St
Arnaud adroitly presented his only good point when
he praised Lord Raglan’s personal indifference to
danger. However, whether or not he has shown
the ‘courage of an ancient hero, he has certainly
not displayed the resources of a modern general.
Indeed, T am afraid it is the fact of his being so
ancient that stands in his way; at least, until we
have a more vigorous and resolute general I am
afraid we shall not take Sebastopol.

“ We have committed a great error in attempting to
besiege Sebastopol in form on this side. We should
have taken it on this side by assault, or, if resolved
to besiege it in form, have attacked it on the other
side. On this side we have to attack a large extent
of front, which puts us in a very disadvantageous
position relatively to ordinary sieges. Our fire is no
longer convergent, but rather divergent, and we can
enfilade very little. Besides, the nature of the
ground and the enemy’s position are such that we
cannot advance our works except on the left, where
the French are. There is another curious feature in
this siege, that it is an attack on earth-works—in fact,
a battle between earth batteries, in which each side
tries to silence the other, for there is no such thin
as breaching an earth-work, nor indeed is there any
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occasion for it. Now, as the besieged have all the
resources of a large arsenal and of their ships to arm
their batteries, and far greater facility in the way
of communication than we have, you may conceive
that this siege (conducted as it has hitherto been) will
not be finished in a hurry. We have been so long
about it that we have now another army on us which
would perhaps not have recognised the victors of
Alma in the hesitating dawdlers before Sebastopol,
had it not been for the bloody battle of Inkerman.
. . You have heard of that terrible gale we had,
as fatal to us as a battle. We shall have a rough
time of it.—Believe me, &c., G. GraHAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 23rd Nov. 1854.

“My pEAR SIsTER,—I have received your two
letters of the 28th Oct. and 1st Nov. . . . Your
account of Mr Maurice’s lecture on the College for
Working Men is very interesting. The Ragged
School enterprise is certainly rather a bold one for
you, in your present state of health. Indeed, I
should think teaching, particularly such elementary
instruction, the most trying and exhausting of all
" occupations. Unless, therefore, you really feel some
sustaining enthusiasm for the work, I would earnestly
recommend you not to attempt it.

“I am afraid this will be a very rough dull winter.
You have had the account of that terrible gale we
had the other day. Among the many losses on that
tempestuous day was one we felt more deeply than
others, as being nearer to us, the loss of a brother
officer, Captain William Mason Inglis, R.E., who was
drowned when the steamer Prince went down. As
yet our loss has been four—a general, colonel, captain,
and subaltern. My own experience of the gale was
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the common one of nearly all who had tents. Some
of the tents were blown off the ground and the in-
mates scattered about, with their property in admir-
able confusion. My tent was not blown away, as I had
taken the precaution of having my tent pickets driven
well into the ground as soon as the gale commenced.
However, it did not save me, for my tent-pole broke
and brought the tent down on me whilst I was in bed.
I scrambled into my clothes and ran out, and found
that my fate was common to all. Finding it impos-
sible to set up my tent again, and that it was rather
unpleasant outside in the biting cold wind and driving
snow and hail, I returned to my fallen tent and
managed to creep under my bedstead, which, being
composed of pickets driven in the ground, could not
be blown away. Here I made a plain breakfast off
biscuit and ham. In the afternoon I discovered a
tent of a brother officer, which, being in a more
sheltered position, had not been blown down. He
gave me a bit of salt pork, off which I dined. I was
the only officer on duty that night in the trenches.

“ Nov. 26. — Since I last wrote, an unfortunate
accident has occurred, which I feel very deeply,
though I trust it will not turn out to be so serious.
as I at first feared. The day before yesterday (while
inspecting some work in front of the trenches) poor M.
was shot by one of the Russian outlying riflemen.
The ball entered his stomach and lodged somewhere
in his groin. The same ball passed through another
officer’s clothes without hurting him. I went over
yesterday (a terribly wet day) to see M., or at least
hear how he was. On arriving there, however, I found
that it was thought better I should not see him, as it
would only excite and disturb him. Whilst there the
doctors came to search for, and if possible extract, the
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ball, which they had not been able to find the night/
before. This time they found, but could not succeed
in extracting, the ball. I am told he bears the pair!"
like a true soldier. Indeed, in every respect, M. is

a very high, chivalrous spirit. He is, in fact, uncon:
sciously, quite a beaw idédal of chivalry, at once the
bravest and the gentlest. You will, of course, think
that my sorrow at his misfortune makes me overrate
his virtues, but I will give you a few instances. He
would court danger for the glory of it. On the day
of the battle of Inkerman I lost sight of him, and
afterwards found that he had gone farther than I had
into the field, and had his horse shot under him. He
also was the officer of ours who sketched the chief
part of our position, and, disguised as a rifleman, went
out with the advanced skirmishers in order to see
as much of the ground in front as possible, being a
first-rate sketcher. For his extreme courtesy and
gentleness ask his equals, or better still his inferiors,
to whom I never yet heard him address a harsh,
unkind word. However, 1 hope and believe that I
am not writing his epitaph. The news to-day is that
he is getting on very well. It is, however, a sad
and awful thing to see one’s friends struck down so
suddenly. There is no previous warning, no sickness
and slow decay ; but the man you speak with in the
morning may in the evening be a corpse or a writh-
ing cripple, a mere mutilated remnant of what he was
a few hours before. No natural calamities can be
more fearful than these of human creation.

“When I returned yesterday from my visit to poor
M. it was raining a deluge. The clay soil here does
not absorb much rain, so that it runs off the surface
and pours down the ravines intersecting our position,
in each of which I found a roaring torrent. I was
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on foot, having sent James to Balaklava with my
pony, and you may imagine my condition on getting
here. I found no dinner beyond cold pork, but
Pierre, seeing me so wet, inquired, ¢ Voulez-vous que
je vous fasse un punch?’ To my surprise he shortly
afterwards brought me a brimmer of hot rum punch,
manufactured with sugar and lemons, &c., which I
found very acceptable. My former pretentious
servant, Jean, had always but one reply when I
asked him for anything he was not acquainted with,
‘Que voulez-vous que je fasse? je ne suis pas
cusinter moi!’ which he would repeat with an air
of indignant surprise.

“The reason that I hurried back through the rain
yesterday was that I expected to be on duty that
night, but fortunately my invaluable Turks did not
come, the weather being so bad, and my turn of
duty has been passed over. Oh! those Turks.
Imagine having 300 Turks, whom you are to make
work on some regular system. But you cannot
imagine it, not knowing what Turks are. The best
definition I have seen of a ‘regular Turk’ is that
given by the ‘Roving Englishman’ in Dickens’s
‘ Household Words’: ‘A strange, weary, broken-
down, cranky, rickety, crotchety old person, whose
beginning, end, and whole history may be summed
up in two Words—plpes and peace !’

“Now then, if you can, imagine having 300 of
these same strange, weary, broken-down, &e., &c.,
old creatures to set to work on a dark night, they
all the while longing for ‘ pipes and peace.’ Suppose
that I want them to be extended on a straight line
about 3 feet apart, and explain this to their bin-bashs,
or colonel, through the medium of an interpreter (who
leaves me as soon as they are started). My 300 have



58 LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA,

dwindled down to 260, 30 being missed on the road
(for they straggle most terribly), and 10 or more
being ill, lying on their stomachs groaning. Besides
this, as often as they have the opportunity (which in
a pitch-dark night is not infrequently), some of them
will skulk away from work and lie down among the
bushes. But to return to setting them to work.
“To begin, they must be placed in couples, as a
Turk cannot work with a pickaxe and shovel like
our men, but carries either a shovel or a pickaxe;
and as both cannot work together, half of them are
necessarily always idle, though generally the whole
- are. However, suppose them at last all placed in
a straight line, at the proper distances apart: I
leave them for a few minutes to look at another part
of the work ; on my return I find, to my horror, that,
with an utter indifference for my straight line, they
have collected themselves into different circular
groups, or rather herds, I should say, and on my ap-
proach make a show of picking up the earth. My
interpreter is probably gone away. I rally together
the few Sappers I have, and drive each of these
strange, weary old people into his place again, to find
them all wrong again shortly afterwards, You may
imagine how wearisome and unsatisfactory this is.
They are not even picturesque-looking, as you may
perhaps suppose; in short, there is nothing inter-
esting about them. In their long ugly cloaks with
cowls they look to me more like helpless old women
than soldiers. Twice a-week or ten days the working
parties are allowed pay, if they work to the satis-
faction of the Engineer officer. I cannot in conscience
recommend these Turks for pay, though I generally
allow the poor devils a fraction of it, but stop the pay
of all the officers and non-commissioned officers entirely.
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“About 9 p.m.—A heavy firing is going on now,
probably a sortie, as I hear amid the roar of the
cannonading the sharp cracks of the musketry. It
is either on our Left Attack or on the French side.
I rather dread a sortie on us. It takes about ten
minutes to turn our poor tired fellows out of their
blankets, and by that time the Russians might be in
on them. The cannonading and musketry have
ceased, having lasted only about five minutes, evi-
dently nothing of importance.

“ November 27.—To-day I have been shifted back
again to the Left Attack, and am on duty to-night.
I have seen poor M. His wound is considered to be
progressing favourably, but he seems very weak, poor
fellow. That, however, is principally owing to the
treatment he is now undergoing, having been bled,
and taking very little food, to keep down the fever.

“T received yours of the 9th this morning. Do not
let anything I have written discourage you in your
project of instructing the Ragged School. I shall
take a great interest in it. I admire the poetry you
sent me very much, but must read it again. . . . —
Believe me, &c., G. GrRaHAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 10th Dec. 1864.

“My DEAR SISTER, — You must think me very
neglectful not to have written to you by the last
two mails. The last I missed by an unforeseen
accident. I lost my way in a dense fog on the
very evening that I intended to have written. This
is a very easy country to lose one’s way in, all the
features being so very similar. I was going over
some ground that I was imperfectly acquainted with,
knowing only my direction, which I lost by turning
round to show some one else the way. I found my
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way over to the Right Attack, where I slept on
the ground in my cloak, and very cold it was.

“I have received yours of the 12th and 18th. I
am sorry to hear that our mother suffers from weak-
ness and headaches. I will write to her again soon.
So your school business is not to come off so soon
as you had expected. I am rather glad of it, as I
think that in your present state of health the
exertion would be too much for you. Teaching is a
very noble occupation, particularly when the pupils are
the children of the very poor, who would otherwise
grow up in ignorance. To instruct such children, or
indeed any, must require a great deal of self-sacrifice.

“Dec. 11.—1 like the idea of the ¢ Patriotic Band’
very much. A corps of gentleman volunteers would,
indeed, be irresistible. English ‘blood’ would carry
all before it, and, despite your republican opinions
and large sympathies, you must acknowledge that
there is virtue in ‘blood’ (or, perhaps better ex-
pressed, in ‘breeding’) which is not to be found
in the mass. I may say this as a spectator, not
having been personally engaged. Our men are the
best fighting troops in the world, will follow their
officers through the heaviest fire, to certain destruc-
tion if necessary ; but supposing the officers do not
lead or direct, then the men are helpless. As on
the officers lies all the responsibility, so they require
not only physical but moral courage and presence
of mind, whereas for the men the possession of mere
animal courage is sufficient.

“I am glad to be able to inform you that M.’s
wound is getting on very well. Still, poor fellow,
he suffers, but chieﬂy from the ennui and pain of
constantly lying in one position, which is especlally
trying to one of his active habits.
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“Since I have seen wounded men it has often struck
me as wonderful to see their composed countenances
(though quite conscious) when suffering from wounds
the most fearful that can be imagined. The first
wounded man I saw was at the action on the day
before the Alma. It was a dragoon whose foot had
been cut off at the ankle by a round-shot. The bare
bleeding stump and the mutilated member, contracted
and bloodless, just hanging on, a horrible sight, but
I do not believe the man felt more pain than from a
severe bruise. Since that I have seen many fearful
wounds—too many. At Inkerman, Lieutenant W. G:
Dashwood of the 50th had his arm, leg, and ribs
crushed by a round-shot. He was carried to the
rear perfectly conscious, talking rationally and feeling
little pain. Three arteries had been severed, and the
case was hopeless. However, some junior surgeon,
actuated by what I consider to have been the mis-
taken kindness of wishing to prolong his life, tied
up the arteries, after which the poor fellow suffered
great pain, and died within an hour.

“Dec. 13.—Twelve days only to Christmas day. As
my messmate (who is a capital cook) says, we must
begin to think of making our mince-pies. I have
no fault to find with my living at present. With
our salt pork we make pea-soup, and then we have
got raisins and flour for plum-puddings. The only
difficulty is to find fat, as everything is so dreadfully
lean about here. However, with the help of salt
butter and a little spice and lemon-peel we make
capital puddings. An ingenious sapper, too, contrives
some pancakes with flour and butter. Then potatoes
and onions form our standard vegetables, which are
capable of an immense variety of preparation. As
for clothing, some time ago I cut off a small piece
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of my blanket and had it made into a pair of warm
gloves. Then I have bought some flannel on board
ship and a sailor’s shirt and greatcoat, so that I
have got plenty to keep myself warm with. . . .
“I have not yet told you how much I admire the
¢ Working Men’s College.” It seems to be a wise,
solid commencement, and to have been gravely and
deliberately undertaken by grave, thoughtful men. . . .
“I am glad that at home you are beginning to be
aware that we require more reinforcements. The
men here are worked off their legs, and are badly
fed owing to the want of transport—the 4th Division
especially are half-starved. I have had a working
party at night who have assured me that they have
had nothing but a quarter of a pound of biscuit all
day! In our way, too, we have sometimes a great
deal of work to do. The other night I was the
only Engineer officer on duty, and as the field
officer did not know the ground, I had to place the
sentries all round our advanced works, besides break-
ing ground in two different places with the working
party. Placing sentries in advance is by no means
pleasant work, when besides the enemy’s fire you
are fired at by your own men, as on this occasion.
We had sent a sergeant to pass the word along the
line that we were posting sentries in front, so that
they might not mistake us for the enemy. However,
at one part of the trenches they had not understood
it, and seeing a party advancing towards them, whom
they supposed to be the enemy, fired a volley at them
as in duty bound. Fortunately no one was touched. .
There were eight of us at 80 yards from the trenches.
This was no child’s play, for the bullets whistled
pretty close to us, and we knew the deadly effect
of the Minié bullet; so we shouted, Friends:;
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English ; cease firing,’ replied to by ¢All right.
We complimented them on their watchfulness, and
recommended them to make better shots next time.

“The other day when I was in the trenches the
Russians sent out a flag of truce to the Right Attack
(which the papers call ¢ Gordon’s Battery’). An
officer on a white horse rode out, followed by two
riding on black horses, the foremost of whom bore
a large white flag. On our side one of the men,
probably an Irishman, got up on the top of the
parapet waving a dirty blanket, and two officers of
the Rifles went out to meet the flag of truce. After
a short conference, of which we do not yet know
the purport, the parties on both sides retired, and
the firing was resumed on the Right Attack. On
the Left it had not been interrupted. At present,
however, we are hardly firing at all. In about ten
days we hope, simultaneously with the French, to
recommence our fire with heavier guns, which will
be the second epoch of the siege. . .

“The night before last we had an alarm. The
Russians made a sortie on us and on the French
simultaneously. On our side they did nothing, but
they took three mortars (small ones, called Coehorn’s)
from the French and made an :officer prisoner. We
“all turned out, and were under arms for about
half an hour. The Russians generally have a row
with the French every night. It is a beautiful
sight to see the fierce cannonading that sometimes
takes place between them. The other night, when
down there, I saw the Russians open a tremendous
vertical fire on the French lines. It was a fine,
starry, moonless night, and I was just admiring the
- quiet repose of everything (my working party among
the rest, who were half or whole asleep), when flash
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on flash was seen from the Russian batteries, and
the burning shells, rising high in the air, described
their greater or lesser curves, according to their in-
tended ranges. We could not perhaps hear the re-
port till the shell had described more than half its
journey. Besides these—and at one time I counted
four Russian shells in the air at once—there were the
howitzer shells skimming swiftly along the ground,
and the round-shot, which we could not see. This
heavy fire the Russians generally keep up for about
ten minutes. The French are slow in replying, and
then they only answer with a few mortar-shells, not
wishing to let the Russians know where their guns
are placed. On this occasion I saw two shells nearly
meet in the air. They had been fired, as if by mutual
consent, at the same time, so that each proceeded
towards the other’s starting-point, describing almost
exactly the same curve. I watched them both in
their upward path, moving slower as they neared
the summit, as if they had made an appointment to
fight a duel in the upper regions of the air, to be
secure from disturbance, and were both rather re-
luctant to keep it. At the apex of the curve the
hostile shells seemed to pause an instant, and if it
be true that the air is peopled with genii, I think
the spirit between the two must have had no pleasant
time of it, so close were they together. I could not
help wishing, for the sake of both parties concerned,
that they would just burst where they were and have
done with it. It is a pity that the relative merits
of our gunnery cannot be determined by some such
arrangement, and a contest among the projectiles in
mid-air would form a very interesting and exciting
theme for ‘our own correspondent’ to dilate upon,
giving all casualties, the number of shells broken,
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round-shot damaged, &c. But all this time we have
left the two shells high up in the air, facing one
another like Don Quixote and the Biscayan at the
end of the first volume. These two formidable bel-
ligerents unfortunately did not seem at all disposed
to ‘waste their sweetness on the desert air,” though
if I were to anthropomorphise them, I should not put
any such poetical sentiment in their mouths. I
should not conceive them as anything benevolent or
poetical, but rather as cool, calculating demons, who
could keep their temper until wanted, when they
would burst out in fire and fury. Accordingly I
could fancy each hissing to himself with his flaming
breath, ‘Now, if I stop any longer up here I shall
be too late to kill some of those fellows down below,
which I devoutly hope to accomplish with my last
breath and dying effort.” So each passed on*his
downward path, and two flashes and reports told that
each had done his terrible duty, though with what
result I do not know. . . .

“Dec. 15.—My messmate is keeping me waiting for
my breakfast, and I am very hungry, as I was up
all last night in the trenches. Unfortunately, last
night the raining recommenced, and it is now pour-
ing down on my miserable tent and dripping heavily
inside, on the windward side. A night and a day
like this will cost us a great many men, poor fellows !
Most of them are not fit for this work, even in fine
weather. That you may not imagine I suffer the
same amount of hardship as they do, I will point
out to you the difference between my condition and
that of a private of the Line. To begin, I am much
better fed, being of course able to purchase luxuries
which a private could not afford to do. Next, even
when equally exposed to the wet and cold, I can

I
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always put on dry clothes on returning to my tent,
where 1 have a dry bed, raised off the ground, my
bedding being kept dry by a waterproof sheet, where-
as the poor soldier has nothing but his greatcoat and
blanket, which he carries with him. What I have
said of myself applies pretty well to all the officers,
now that they have got their baggage.

“ My last sheet contained a long and perhaps not
very interesting story of two shells, so that probably
you have heard enough about shells: however, I
cannot help telling you the last famous exploit of
a shell, which took place whilst I was in the trenches.
A gun, a large 68-pr., was loaded and run up ready
for action. In comes a Russian shell, right into the
very muzzle of the 68-pr., explodes there, firing the
charge and bursting the muzzle of the gun without
injuring any one, though several sailors were close by.
There is certainly no denying that the Russians are
excellent gunners.

“Dec. 17.—This letter must go off in a quarter of
an hour. I am now hourly expecting a letter from
you, as a mail has just arrived. Last night I was
again in the trenches. It did not rain, but the ground
was very wet and slippery, so much so that I tumbled
down once and got covered with mud. The night
before when I was there the field - officer tumbled
down four times when visiting his guards. Certainly
it is very nasty, unpleasant work. However, they
only fired two shells and a few round-shot at us
during the whole night. I have been so near to the
Russian works that on still calm nights I have heard
voices and coughing in the Russian lines. I am sorry
to say that there is too much coughing in our lines,
though, to my own surprise, I have hitherto escaped
without a cold or sore throat. The Russians must
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have wonderful constitutions. I have myself seen
some of their wounded of Inkerman that had only
been found and brought in twelve days after the
battle, having been without shelter during the whole
of that fearful gale, living on a small store of bread-
crumbs soaked in oil. However, we understand the
enemy suffer a great deal. Often we catch the deep
tone of their cathedral bell tolling for the burial of
their dead. They are, as you know, a very musical
nation. I think I never told you that on the night of
their first sortie (a long time ago) we had previously
heard them in the distance singing the beautiful tune
of ‘God Save the Emperor.’

“I expect we shall reopen our fire sometime about
Christmas day. We have discovered that our first
armament was not heavy enough, which I believe
was Lord Raglan's fault. Lord Raglan never shows
himself to the men, never attempts to cheer and en-
courage them in their present hardships and miseries.
He is consequently unpopular; the men have no con-
fidence in him, in fact know nothing of him beyond
that his name is Raglan, and Lord Raglan is com-
mander-in-chief. . . . —Believe me, &c.,

“G. GraEAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 22nd Dec. 1854.

“MyY DEAR FATHER,—I received yours dated the
22nd Nov. by last mail I am glad to be able in
part to relieve your kind anxiety on my behalf, for T -
keep my health and strength unimpaired, although
the siege still continues with its attendant daily
and nightly labours. Indeed I think you need not
fear much for me in that respect, as hard work and
exposure have never disagreed with me—witness my
boating at Chatham and Portsmouth.
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“ Besides which I believe that I am tolerably
acclimatised—at least, it is certain that our recruits,
our reinforcements, suffer in a far larger proportion
than the old campaigners. Indeed the percentage
we lose of our reinforcements is something fearful,
being in many cases above a third. The French say
the same of their new troops. The cause of our
great loss, however, is the shameful treatment our
last-joined men are generally subjected to. They are
usually after landing kept waiting at Balaklava with-
out orders or rations, and marched off about evening
to pitch their tents and settle down in the dark
as well as they may. One regiment passed the
first night, after leaving their hot ship, without any
tents at all, exposed to the rain. They are then
actually hurried down to the trenches, and some-
times kept there an undue length of time, possibly
on the supposition that they have brought out a
ready stock of health, which may be largely drawn
on for the public benefit. Well, but you may ask,
What is the cause of all this mismanagement? Why,
this is not a solitary case, but appears to be general
in all the departments. The above instance is in
the Quartermaster-General’s Department. Then there
is the Commissariat Department. The men have
sometimes nothing to eat for four-and-twenty hours,
and then, perhaps, merely some biscuit. That is cer-
tainly an extreme case, but I know it to have hap-
pened. Then there is the Siege-Train Department.
Our guns are not supplied with ammunition, our
powder is often bad, our fuses for shells scandalously
bad. Then, to take in the highest case, there is
the General himself. He lives in a comfortable
house, never showing himself to the troops, never
visiting the siege-works—in fact, for aught we know,
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not interesting himself about the siege in any way
whatever.

“ Now, whatever other reasons there may be for
the inefficiency of the various departments of the
army (including the Medical Department and the
staff), here, at least, we have, or seem to have, the
general solution of the question, and it is my
humble opinion that it is Lord Raglan himself who
is the great incubus, the impersonation of vis nertia
of the British army. It has been remarked before
that our generals are now about double the age they
were in the Peninsular war. With every possible
veneration for age, one cannot help concluding that
to place a man with little or no experience (for the
feeble recollections of forty years ago under different
circumstances cannot be of much avail), at a time
of life when the inventive faculties are seldom bright,
in the immensely responsible position Lord Raglan
now holds, was a great and fatal mistake. Even
in the Peninsula, as Military Secretary, Lord Raglan
had no experience befitting the present emergencies.

“It was strange that Admiral Dundas should com-
mand the fleet while Lord Raglan commanded the
army. What an unhappy combination that two such
mild and phlegmatic old gentlemen should meet
together in such a tremendous position. However,
fortunately for the service, Admiral Dundas is super-
seded. That his former colleague may soon share his
fate is the fervent wish of the army generally. We
are now trying to repair our errors, and are getting
up heavier guns. The French, too, have, or say
they have, 136 guns in position all masked. The
Russians in the mean time have not been idle, and
their works are now truly formidable. It will be a
tremendous contest, but take Sebastopol we must. . . .
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“Christmas Day.—My letter was too late for the
post, so that I will add a little more to it. . . . I
have some potted roast-beef and plum-pudding for
dinner, and with a couple of other fellows shall, no
doubt, be tolerably merry. But this can hardly be
called a merry Christmas for the poor fellows out
here. The mortality is something fearful to think
of. The number put hors de combat every day by
wounds, sickness, or death is nearly 200. Suppose
a battle of Alma fought every ten days, and (with-
out sickness) we should lose no more than we do
now. I have been informed on authority that 200
is also the average number of men lost daily since
our landing in the Crimea, including of course the
battles of Alma, Balaklava, and Inkerman, and now
we are by sickness alone brought up to that average.
Our reinforcements, therefore, do not keep up even
our original strength. How we shall winter it here
I hardly know, as we have, as yet, had little or no
frost. I am surprised that the press does not yet
appear to have lost confidence in Lord Raglan,
notwithstanding the pointed remarks made in the
excellent letters of the ‘Times’ correspondent.—
Believe me, &c., G. GraHAM.”
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CHAPTER V.
_ LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA—continued.

In January 1855 Graham heard from his sister of
her engagement to the Rev. Reginald Durrant, son
of George Durrant of South Elmham Hall in Suffolk.

The Durrants were an East Country family. George
Durrant married Esther Payne, daughter of John
Norman of Suffold, another old Suffolk family, and
had a family of five children. Of these Reginald
and Jane were the two youngest. Jane was married
to the Rev. Valentine Samuel Barry Blacker, rector
of East and West Rudham in Norfolk, and Reginald,
who at the time of his engagement was about twenty-
seven years of age, was Mr Blacker’s curate.

The news was quite unexpected, which Graham at-
tributes to his obtuseness, and tells his sister that he
was nearly as much surprised as if she had written
that some young lady intended to marry him. But
there is no sign of grudging, and although hence-
forth the undivided affection of his sister must cease
and another take his place, he writes his most hearty
congratulations, glad that she has found a man worthy
of her esteem, ready to receive him into his own heart
at her valuation, being convinced of his fine nature
by his appreciation of the much-loved sister, to whom
he writes, “Your happiness is mine.” His father
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opposed the match without apparently any stronger
reason than that, in his opinion, his daughter might
have done better, and Gerald very strongly supported
his sister’s wishes. Omitting private references to
this matter, the letter Graham wrote to his sister
is given below :—

“ Camp before SEBASTOPOL, 218t Jan. 1855.

“ My DEAR SISTER,— . .. To turn from your happy
* prospects to the dismal ones of the army out here.
Those attacks in the ‘Times’ on Lord Raglan are
very welcome out here. They have a marked in-
fluence on the Field-Marshal, who rides about much
more frequently ever since the first article appeared
in the ‘Times’ of Dec. 23. All sorts of absurd
anecdotes are told in the camp about Lord Raglan.
Among others he is said to have asked a soldier
what sort of a dinner he made on Christmas day.
‘Not a very good one, your honour,” replied the
man; ‘I bhad a charcoal pudding and a cheer in
the trenches at night!’ Rather a good story is
told serving to show how Lord Raglan’s invisibility
is thought of in the army. Somebody is said to
have asked one of his Staff how Malta had agreed
with his lordship. ‘Malta? Lord Raglan has not
been at Malta.” ‘Well, then, Scutari?’ *Scutari?
Why, his lordship has not left this at all.” ‘Indeed!
Why, we all thought his lordship had been away
for the last six weeks.’

“You know my distrust of Lord Raglan’s general-
ship is of old date, ever since the battle of Alma,
when he displayed none of the qualities of a good
general beyond a phlegmatic indifference to danger.
After the affair of Balaklava again he lost caste in the
eyes of many by his want of decision. At first, the
day after the action, he gave orders for immediately
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evacuating Balaklava and then counter-ordered them.
At Inkerman, too, he did nothing. But his faults of
commission are as nothing compared with his faults
of omission. However, I need not enumerate them,
for they will be soon, or are perhaps already, laid
bare by the pen of an able and unsparing critic.
Lord Raglan’s sunshine of popularity will soon pass
away, if it has not already, and he may hear the
coming storm in the distant thunder- peals of the
‘Times.” The Jove of the press as yet hurls his
thunderbolts rather wildly. It is ridiculous to state
that the Commissariat is the only department that
has not broken down, and then mention in another
part of the paper that the men are on half rations
or are starved. 1 think, and I am not alone, that
it is the Commissariat which causes all our miseries.
Had that department been properly provided with
means of transport, our horses and men would not
be killing themselves in bringing up their own rations.
We Engineers foresee that we shall not escape the
lash. But we do not wince. We rather invite in-
quiry. The notoriously slow and apathetic Ordnance
authorities at home have done nothing for us. They
have sent out Sir John Burgoyne, a nice, mild,
quiet old gentleman, who was intended to be a sort
of professional adviser to Lord Raglan. I suppose
they have quiet chats about the Peninsular war
together. But we have had no man of rank sent
out to replace General Tylden and Colonel Alexander
who could take a place in Lord Raglan’s councils,
and thus give some material weight and importance
to the opinions of the Engineers. Nor have we been
properly supplied with Engineer stores, owing to the
deficiency in transport. . . . —Believe me, &c.
“G. GraHAM.”
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“ Before SEBASTOPOL, Jan. 29, 1855.

“ My pEAR SisTER,—I am glad to be able to say
that matters are beginning to mend here. Though
none of those plum-puddings and other nice things
that make our mouths water when reading the papers
have arrived, yet we have received warm clothing,
boots, regimentals, &c. There are lots of things at
Balaklava if we could only get them up.

“The cause of the disorganisation of the army is
correctly stated as being simply that Lord Raglan
has undertaken more work than he can perform.
This, however, is but a secondary cause, resulting
from the primary one, which is either ignored by
or unknown to the public press, that our commander-
in-chief has been entirely outwitted by our shrewd
allies the French.

“On the march we had the exposed flank with all
its active duties and heavy responsibilities, but then
it was the post of honour, and we were proud of it.
But here it was very different. Lord Raglan again
gave up the sea side to the French, taking for us an
equal extent of frontage, with more difficult ground
and an unprotected right flank. This lasted until
the 5th November, on which day our eyes began to
be opened. Lord Raglan has been blamed for not hav-
ing occupied the heights of Inkerman before that day.
But we had not the men to do it and carry on the
duties in the trenches. Only a picket could be spared
where a division should have been placed. Lord
Raglan is to be blamed for not having insisted that
the French should aid us on our right flank. For all
this while the French army had more than doubled
itself (our transports had brought many of their
troops), whilst we had diminished more than a third.
It was only in our direst need at Inkerman that the



LORD RAGLAN, 75

French sent a division over to assist us, which was
afterwards left there, and since that time we have
occupied the Inkerman heights. This tardy assist-
ance was welcome, but we want more of it. We
are too weak now to work our trenches, and have
still two divisions, the first and second, out at Inker-
man. The French have promised to relieve these
two divisions, but continue to defer doing so. This
much may be gathered from Lord Raglan himself,
who was heard to say when visiting one of the
camps the other day, ‘ The men will not be worked
so much when the French have taken over Inker-
man from us, and then in a lower tone to one of
his Staff, ‘It is very difficult to have any control
over troops one does not command.’ By the way,
his lordship comes round the camps much more fre-
quently since those stinging articles in the ‘Times.’
Three days ago he actually paid a visit to the
trenches for the first time. I was there on duty
at the time. He came accompanied by Sir John
Burgoyne, who had been down before. I have seen
Lord Raglan before. He is a kind-looking old man.
He asked several of the private soldiers how they
did, played with one of their dogs, and told anecdotes
of the Peninsula, evidently desirous to please. Several
shaves have been got up about the Russian riflemen
having tried to shoot his lordship when he went to
the front, but none of them are true. I was with
him all the time and not a shot was fired at us,
though I thought Lord Raglan exposed himself rather
imprudently. . . .

“I do not think much of those lines by Tennyson
you last sent me,—indeed I am surprised he could
write anything as badly as that ‘Charge of the
Light Brigade.” I think his ¢ Amphion’ proves that
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he has no talent for the humorous, and I hope for
the sake of his reputation that ‘ Amphion’ will re-
main the only one of that description by Tennyson.
I admire his ‘Two Voices’ very much. — Believe
me, &c., G. GRAHAM.”

% Before SEBASTOPOL, bth Feb. 1855,

“My DEAR SISTER,— Yesterday I walked into Bala-
klava, my riding horse, the Maltese barb, being dead.
It was a fine frosty morning, and I reached Balaklava
sooner than my servant James, whom I had sent with
my pack-horse to carry back whatever I might pur-
chase. Arrived there, I went to see M., whom I found
in a nice little white cottage. He was, of course,
in bed, in a large clean room with a fire. Iam glad
to say that he was infinitely better than when I saw
him last out here. His fever has now left him, he has
recovered his spirits ; indeed he sings now occasionally,
being essentially a singing bird. Of course, like all
men after a fever, he eats for two, and is getting so
much stronger that he can move slightly in his bed
without assistance—an immense relief to one who
has been lying motionless on his back for two months.
However, it will be a long time before he will be able
to get up, and yet longer before he will be as he was,
poor fellow. As soon as he can bear it, they will send
him to England, or rather Paris, where his mother is.

“After my visit to M., I went to our Quarter-
master’s office and found the two long-expected parcels
had at last arrived, both together. I put them both
on my pony, then went on board ship, had luncheon,
and bought a ham, whilst my companion bought a
cheese. We put all this on the pony (a sturdy little
Cossack) together with some potatoes, and finally
walked back to camp. . . .
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“You may imagine how eagerly I opened your boxes.
Books first, of course. What a mine of mental wealth !
I had just been reading some trumpery novels bought
on board ship, so I was fully disposed to appreciate
your judicious selection. The book I read first was
‘Phaeton,” by Kingsley. I nearly finished it that
evening, all but a page or two, which I read this
morning. I like it extremely. Kingsley must be a
terrible fellow to argue with. I am now getting into
the ¢ History of the Jews,” being disposed for something
solid. I had previously read ‘Night and Morning,’
which I thought very wearisome indeed. It is just
like ¢ Ernest Maltravers,” but not equal to it. There is
the misanthropical Byronic hero, putting himself into
dramatic attitudes and uttering tragical remarks.
Then there is Bulwer’s wearisome metaphysics, strained
allegories, and peculiar ethics constantly appearing at
the beginning, middle, and end of the chapters, which
made me yawn terribly. Of all things, though, he
fails most deplorably in his attempts at the humorous,
when he generally sinks into coarse vulgarity. I tried
¢ Paul Clifford,” which I have never read before, but I
stopped short at the second chapter. It is really too
wretched. . . . —Your affect. brother,

“G. GrRaAHAM.”

“ Camp before SEBASTOPOL, 17th Feb. 1855.

“ MY DEAR SISTER,— . . . You will have heard that
Cowell ! has arrived as Aide-de-camp to General Jones,
a lucky fellow to be on the Staff. He called on me in
his usual hearty way, was delighted to see me and to
be here himself I am going to dine with him at
headquarters some day, as he has promised me a
good dinner, which is rather an inducement in these

1 Major-General Sir John Cowell, K.C.B., died in 1894.
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times. To-day when I was on duty in the trenches
he came down, and I showed him the advanced trench.
He did not much relish the rifle-bullets that were
whistling about, but Cowell does not profess to be
a fire-eater—that is to say (to give a general defini-
tion, according to Kingsley's dialectics), he does not
like danger for the sake of its excitement.
“Thinking of Kingsley leads me to make a review
of the books you have sent me. Altogether I think
your choice does great credit to your judgment and
knowledge of the kind of reading I like, and, as
unprofessional works, I could not have chosen them
better myself, if so well Of Ruskin’s I have read
all you sent me—viz., the lectures, ‘ Stones of Venice,’
and ‘ Fraser’s’ two articles on him and on the latter
work. I think his writings extremely interesting and
striking, and, as ¢ Fraser’ says, ‘very suggestive.” His
task appears to me, however, a hopeless one — to
call up the ghost of a dead spirit; to revive Gothic
architecture and the childlike faith of the middle
ages. For there remains one notable fact promi-
nently mentioned by Ruskin—the almost entire loss
of artistic feeling and perception among the mass
of the people. How this is to be restored remains
a problem for us moderns. However that may be
solved, Ruskin may claim a high position as a
reformer in art, and his poetic eloquence will make
his works read eagerly wherever beautiful thoughts
and feelings clothed in beautiful language are admired.
I remember that Victor Hugo in his beautiful romance
of ‘Notre Dame’ devotes a long chapter to the causes
of the decline of architecture. His theory is that
architecture, as it existed among the ancients and
in the middle ages, was a form or vehicle of expres-
sion of the people’s thoughts, so that architecture
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was a sort of writing on the soil.  Printing super-
seded architecture, affording greater facility for the
permanent communication of ideas. Of course after
reading Ruskin this theory seems superficial and
shallow, though Victor Hugo works it out with con-
siderable ingenuity and learning.

“Now on Mr Maurice I can hardly yet give an
opinion. I have read his essays and hjs letter to
Dr Jelf, as well as the article in ‘Fraser’ you
recommended to me; but I will wait before I tell
you what I think of him. . .

“The railway is actually commenced and going on
very well. I do not think it will be finished before
the end of March, but we believe that our hard-
ships are over. The men have got their warm
clothing, and the weather is now dry and mild, so
that the roads are good. I continue to live in a
tent, not being able to bring up timber for a hut;
but my horses are hutted, and so are most of the
men of the two companies here. I do not mean to
trouble myself about a hut now, as I believe the
severest part of the winter to be past. You will
scarcely believe that none of the much - talked - of
‘Crimean Fund’ ships have arrived. A ship has
arrived with some stores for officers, of which I get
a small share, and a ship, chartered by Lord Blantyre,
has also come. . . . —Believe me, &c., G. GRAHAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 18t March 1855.

“MY DEAR FATHER,— ... You will have heard of
the unexpected check the French have received in
their Inkerman attack by the erection of a new Russian
battery. We are making energetic preparations for
our attack, and are going to emulate the . Russian
feat by constructing a battery in two nights in our
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advanced parallel. The rumour now is that we are to
reopen fire in ten days.

“Possibly Lord Raglan fears his recall, and wishes
to soften popular resentment at home by some display
of energy, though late and probably unavailing. For
the conviction gains ground among us that we can do
nothing decisive until we occupy the heights on the
northern side. This, we have understood, was to be
done in the spring by the army at Eupatoria, with the
aid of our reinforced besieging armies. . . . —Believe
me, &c., G. GraHAM.”

“ Before SEBAsTOPOL, 9th March 1855.

“MY DEAR SISTER,— . .. Our father has taken
quite an erroneous view of my state of mind when he
imagines that I take a despondent view of the state
of affairs about me. I do not know how he got hold
of that idea, for one may see the evils of our position
without despairing of the remedy. I think the best
speech I have read was Mr Layard’s,! and he was quite
right when he said that what we want is a man and
not a commission. I have very little hopes of the
efficacy of the measures of this Ministry. I think,
as Mr Layard threatened, that the country will have
to take the business in its own hand, as it soon will
become disgusted with the factious and unpatriotic
conduct of Parliament. One thing Layard was mis-
taken in is that our troops are, as he supposes, at all
indebted to the French for food and clothing. He is
right when he warns the Ministers against allowing
the Jealpus pride of the nation to be aroused by
exposing our weakness to the eyes of the world, and,
above all, to the French, who, as he boldly says
though friends in guise may be enemies in heart. .

1 Sir Austen Henry Layard, G.C.B.
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“You complain that I have not been more communi-
cative about the benefits I have experienced from that
nice warm clothing you sent me. However, though I
have not mentioned much about it, yet I can assure
you I have found the use of your kind present. For
instance, shortly after its arrival I had to turn out at
half-past four A.M. to go to the trenches with a raw
north-easterly wind blowing, drifting the snow in a
fine dust, which was so ‘insinuating’ (as Mr Bird
would have called it) that it had collected in a small
heap inside the door of my tent. Accordingly I put
on several of your flannels, the suit of leathers, the
leggings, and then, with the wrapper tied round my
face (for it was too cold to face it otherwise), I sallied
forth, not caring a jot for the weather, which merely
inconvenienced me by freezing my eyelashes to my
face whenever I shut my eyes, so as to make it difficult
to open them again. You may imagine the comfort I
experienced from the fur cap and gloves. When I
got down to the trenches I was as white as a Polar
bear, but my inner man was as warm as if sitting in a
warm room. The watch, too, is of great service to
me, as I now know when to begin and when to leave
off work. As for the brandy, it was capital. I have
drunk one bottle and am keeping the other as a treat.
En attendant, I have got some bottles of wine and
brandy from the Sir George Pollock. We have been
very liberally provided with clothing by Government.
I have received a rabbit-skin coat (rather a flimsy but
still convenient article), two pairs of long boots, a fur
cap (not so good as the one R. D. sent me), a pair of
gloves (too small for me), and flannels, very inferior to
those you sent me. Besides these, a set of very good
waterproofs. The men have received the excellent
sheepskin coats of the country, far superior in wear

F
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and warmth to the light cat-skin and rabbit-skin
jackets that we have got, but not so pleasant to walk
in. I chose (as you will consider characteristically) a
white rabbit-skin jacket. In warm weather (and we
have had some very warm days lately) I turn the fur
outwards and make a summer coat out of my rabbit-
skin. In the trenches, however, I find this incon-
venient, the sun shining on my white coat making
me too prominent a mark for the Russian riflemen, one
of whom evidently aimed at bringing down the white
rabbit. Accordingly I thought it the best policy to
turn my coat, as others have done before me. My
friend the Russ, not seeing me any more, will probably
have boasted that he had succeeded 1n shooting one of
the largest rabbits yet seen in the country. Several
suspicious individuals consider it a significant fact that
so many cat-skins should come out simultaneously with
the potted meats.

“March 10.—You would be terribly behind hand
in news if you depended on me. That General
Forey! is accused of treason, and that the Emperor
of Russia is dead, will be as old and uninteresting
to you as, by this time, it has become to us. Never-
theless, if the latter news be really true and not a
mere stock-jobbing speculation, like the report of
the taking of Sebastopol, we do not see how it
can fail to have a most powerful influence on the
prospects of peace. The opinion in the camp may
be stated thus: Of the two sons of Nicholas, the .
elder and heir - apparent, Alexander, is of a par-:i
ticularly, peaceful disposition; the second son, Co.
stantine, of a particularly warlike disposition.
the first ascend the throne peacefully, it is con-
sidered that he will make peace on easy terms, or
! Elie Frédéric Forey, afterwards Marshal of France, who died in 1872. -
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any terms. If, on the other hand, Constantine
should dispute his brother’s accession to the throne, .
then a civil war would ensue, which would equally
necessitate making peace with us. If again, how-
ever, Alexander should, like his uncle Constantine,
peacefully resign his title to the throne, then his
warlike brother might continue the war ad libitum
until he gets well licked, when he will think it
time to give in. I, for one, think that Russia’s
position in the war is now at its best, and that
she will lose ground tremendously in the next
campaign.

“If the Czar really be dead, he will have died just
in time to save his reputation among his adherents
of being a great and wise monarch.

“I doubt very much whether Louis Napoleon will
make peace now, before he has dazzled his people
with some more brilliant exploits than we have as
yet performed. Before I had written as far as this
I-went out on the report that we were about to
open fire on a new battery that the Russians were
throwing up. Since that last failure to carry the
new Russian battery the French have made no
further attempt, and the Russians have thus been
allowed to extend their front and to intrench
themselves principally on their left flank. We only
fired with one gun and mortar from our Right
Attack, without any effect. ~Whilst on a height
overlooking the firing, with my telescope at my
eye, I had an amusing scene with some French
soldiers who had never seen a telescope, or at least
never looked through one before. They came up to
me with the easy way of French soldiers, and one
of them asked me to let him have a look. I handed
- the glass to him, and after he had looked through
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it in silence for some time he handed it to a comrade,
who, however, soon said that he could see nothing
at all, which statement the first corroborated with
his experience. Seeing that my glass was beginning
to be looked upon as an imposition, I took it, and,
after adjusting its focus, handed it back again.
After a time, ‘ Sacr-r-ré!’ exclaimed the delighted
Frenchman; ‘why, I see the batteries only a
stone’s-throw from me,’ and threw a stone to in-
dicate the spot. The next accordingly directed the
glass on that particular spot, and was very much
disappointed at seeing nothing! From one of the
French soldiers I learnt privately that it was ex-
pressly prohibited to talk about General Forey,
who, he said, was still iIn command of the 5th
Division. General Pelissier, he said, had already
arrived, but was not to supersede Canrobert. . . .
“Sir J. Burgoyne! has just been here and has taken
all doubts off our minds about the death of the
Czar, and of Alexander’s peaceable accession. Sir
John hopes, however, that we shall have taken
Sebastopol before we have peace, and so do we.
Sir John thinks the French will disgrace them-
selves if they allow the Russians to continue in
possession of their new works. He is going to
England himself. Sir John is a good old gentle-
man, and a good Engineer, but it is a pity he was
sent out here. . . . —Believe me, G. GrRaEAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 20th March 1855.

“My DEAR SISTER,— . . . I got up very late this
morning—at noon, having returned to camp at six after i

! Field-Marshal 8ir John Fox Burgoyne, Bart., G.C.B., Colonel Com-
mandant of the Royal Engineers, Constable of the Tower of London, who
died in 1871.
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a very fatiguing night’s work in the advanced trench.
I suppose you will have heard, or read, that we are
now building batteries farther in advance, so as to be
able to open fire with more successful effect. The men
are very sick of work, and do very little. Besides, in
the advanced trench, where we are not 200 yards
from the Russian sentries, there are continual alarms,
and the men are always rushing to their arms instead
of continuing their work. These alarms always turn
out to be groundless, and the Russians leave us very
quiet, not even firing on us now, though from the
Right Attack we still fire on one of their working
parties who are erecting a new work on the Mamelon,
near the Malakhoff tower. The French yesterday
evening opened a heavy fire on the Russian lines.
The Russians made a sortie, but replied with very few
shells. The shave is that Osten-Sacken! is waiting
the issue of the peace conference before he continues
his fire. I think it more probable that he is short of
dmmunition. It will be an astonishing figure when we
come to know the number of rounds that have been
expended in this siege. The Russians have quite
paved the ground about our trenches. They have
established themselves on the Inkerman side in spite
of the French. There are constant skirmishes between
them and the French about some rifle-pits in front of
the French lines, and the French, I am sorry to say,
always seem to be beaten. They are losing their
reputation amongst us as fighting troops. . . . —
Believe me, &c., G. GrAEAM.”

«¢ Before SEBASTOPOL, 23rd March 1855.

“My DEAR SISTER,—Last night the Russians made
a formidable sortie on our lines, both on our Right and
! The Russian General Dimitri, Count Osten-Sacken, who died in 1864. '
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Left Attacks. This, I think, tends to confirm my
opinion that it was not from any pacific intentions
that the Russians have fired so little on us of late. I
was not on duty myself last night, so that I can
only give you the account as I have it from those
who were.

“Of the two officers of the Engineers who were on
duty, the one who returned (for the other, I am sorry
to say, is missing) says that the first thing he knew of
the assault was hearing a most diabolical yell, im-
mediately after which the Russians appeared on the
parapet. It is most extraordinary that the sentries
in front gave no alarm. It certainly was remarkable
that no one should have seen the Russians approach,
but then the night is said to have been black as a
wolf’s mouth. When the Russians entered, the scene
is described as being one of most admirable confusion.
The attack was so sudden that the working parties had
hardly time to seize their arms before the enemy were
on them. They entered at an uncompleted battery,
the traverses of which puzzled them considerably.
Our men fought behind the traverses, each man, I
believe, firing at every one in front of him. They
could only aim at the flashes. As soon, however, as
our men could be got together in a body, they charged
the Russians with the bayonet and cleared them out.
Captain Montagu! of ours was missing after the
skirmish was over. He had been last seen leading on
his working party to the attack, waving his cap, for
he was unarmed. As his body has not been found it
was presumed that he had been taken prisoner. It is,
however, now rumoured that he is lying wounded in *
one of the caves in front of our lines, which cannot be

! General Horace W, Montagu, C.B., Colonel Commandant of the Royal
Engineers,
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approached in the daytime. It will therefore not be
ascertained before this evening, by which time this
letter will have been posted.

“On the Right Attack the sortie was made in
greater force. I must first tell you our advanced
trench has lately been extended to the right to meet
a parallel made by the French, whose left flank thus
meets our right. When we first made this trench
the cover was so bad that in the daytime we could
not keep any men in it. This was the cause that in
the dusk of the evening, before we had got our night
guards in, the Russians came and carried away 80 of
our gabions, a feat they were very proud of, as they
seldom get anything pleasant out of us. Ever
since that, Major J. W. Gordon has been uneasy, and
has been in the trenches nearly every night, moving
about with a body of men on the point that he
thought menaced. Last night when the attack was
made the Engineer officers were the only ones who
were found available. The field-officer, Colonel Kelly,?
appears to have been made prisoner, but how or where
no one seems as yet to know. The Engineer officers
_are allowed by all to have saved the trenches.
Lieut.-Colonel Tylden? of ours gathered together his
working party and saved the field-guns and mortars
from being carried off, but got a tremendous lick
on the head with a stone, as the Russians appear to
have been short of ammunition. As for Gordon, he
led his men most gallantly. He was unarmed, but,
not caring for that, set to work throwing stones most
vigorously. It was in the act of throwing a stone

1 General Sir Richard Denis Kelly, K.C.B., Colonel of the Royal Irish

Regiment.
% Colonel Richard Tylden, C.B., R.E., died of wounds received at the
storming of the Redan on the 18th June 1855.
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that a musket-ball struck his right arm in the wrist
and on the shoulder. He tried to throw more stones,
but found that he could not. However, he observed
it was only a scratch. Nevertheless, he is reported
as severely wounded, though we are all glad to learn
no bones are broken. Lord Raglan has been to him
to thank him personally for his gallant conduct. I
forgot to tell you that the attack on Gordon’s battery
was on the right flank, the Russians having forced
the French lines on our right. Our gallant allies were
driven back on us in confusion, and it is said that we
fired on them and they on us. In consequence of
Major Gordon’s wound Major Chapman! takes com-
mand of the Sappers and Major Bent? of the Left
Attack. . . . —Believe me, &c., G. GraHAM.”

‘“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 9th April 1855,

“My DEAR SISTER,—This, as you will have already
‘learnt, will be called one of the memorable days in
the history of the siege. Yes, strange as it seems to
me to have to write it, we to-day again opened fire,
as on the 17th October last year. The orders were
kept very secret, so that it was only about 12 o’clock
yesterday, while in the trenches, that I was told of it.
It rained heavily all night and prevented us from
taking the guns to one of our two advanced batteries,
neither of which is armed. I could hardly sleep
for thinking of the tremendous action that was to
take place on the morrow.

“No one could tell the exact number of pieces that
would come into action on both sides, probably not
less than 1500, a number unparalleled in the history
of any siege. I had ordered my servant to call me

1 General Sir Frederick Chapman, G.C.B., Colonel Commandant of the
Royal Engineers, who died in 1893.
3 Lieut.-General George Bent, C.B., R.E., who died in 1897.
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early, and I got up about half-past five o'clock,
though it was pouring heavily, and rode out by
myself, as nobody else cared to go out in such weather.
We had already opened fire about half an hour
before I arrived in view of the trenches. The morn-
ing was by no means clear, with a pelting, drenching
rain ; luckily the men had all got waterproofs. One
thing I was pleased to notice, that it was perfectly
painful to- face the wind, as the rain fell so heavily—
indeed, my horse hardly would face it. I say I was
pleased to notice this, as the wind was blowing right
in the faces of the Russians, who must have found it
very difficult to point their guns, or to see the effect
of their shots. Besides, their coats are not water-
proof.

“I believe from what I hear that we quite succeeded
in taking them by surprise this morning, and for the
first quarter of an hour they scarcely returned a shot.
Indeed when I came out they were firing very little,
perhaps for the reasons I have mentioned. We, too,
I was glad to observe, were firing very deliberately,
not in the wild manner we did on the 17th October.
The French were firing much more briskly, though I
could not tell with what effect. I made a bet that
they would have at least three magazines blown up,
though I hope I may lose.

“ Evening.—I sat in my tent all day, the rain pour-
ing in torrents. About half-past five p.M. I went out
during a lull. I saw General Jones! and Cowell, his
Aide-de-camp, outside. I learnt that the casualties in
our attack were three killed and ten wounded, and five
guns hors de combat, three or four of which will,
however, be ready again to-morrow. The Flagstaff

! Lieut.-General Sir Harry David Jones, G.C.B., Colonel Commandant
of the Royal Engineers, and Governor of the Royal Military College at
Sandhurst. died in 1866.
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Battery was said to be shut up, indeed knocked down
- on the French side, or, as a French aide-de-camp ex-
pressed it to Lord Raglan, ‘La batterie du mét
n'existe plus.” I went out to the top of the Quarry-
hill to see what was going on. The Russians were
firing very slackly —the Redan from about three
guns, the Flagstaff not at all; the rest of their
batteries kept up their fire. I do not know what
orders there are for night firing. At present (9
o'clock p.M.) there is very little firing going on. I
do not think we fire half enough at night. We ought
to take the Russian rifle-pits to-night.

“April 12.—1 did not write yesterday, as I was very
tired with my night’s work in the trenches. Neither
we nor the French fired much that night. All day
yesterday the firing continued, slacker on the part of
the French. For a variety of reasons I believe that
the cause of the very little firing from the Russians
arises from the want of powder more than from the
want of gunners, and that they are reserving their
ammunition for the assault. I am afraid our delay
will enable them to supply this want, as to-day
several thousand caissons were seen being carried
into the town from the north side. An Engineer
officer on the Right Attack had his leg broken to-day
by a round-shot. The French are firing very little
to-day. Our firing goes on as well as ever, but our
Gunners are terribly tired. The Russians keep up a
well-directed fire from the Redan and Boulevard
Batteries. The French appear to be again shirking’
the heavy work, which all falls on us. Our Gunners
have now 10 hours on and 6 off Yet if there were
any foresight at headquarters they might get excellent
gunners from the Marines, or even from the Line.
Why the French do not take the Flagstaff Battery
I cannot conceive, after they say that it no longer
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exists. After all, the most important news that I
can give you to-day is that the scaling-ladders are
already laid out ready for the storming-parties.

“ April 13.—I have been on duty in the trenches
all day. The Advanced Battery (No. 7) opened to-
day, and the Russians directed a crushing fire on it
from the Boulevards, Flagstaff, and Town Batteries.
I was there the principal part of my time doing what
I could to assist our fire by giving the range and by
getting some guns in the main batteries to take off
some of the heavy fire from the Boulevards. All was
in vain, however, and about 12 o’clock our poor little
Advanced Battery had to shut up, having only one gun
fit for action, and several men killed and wounded.

“I did not get off scot-free myself. Whilst standing
talking to the two Artillery officers’ I was suddenly
hurled backwards against a bank. I regained my feet
with difficulty, and, imagining that I had been struck
by a round-shot, I exclaimed, ‘ Well! I am done for.’
‘Oh no, you are not,’ said one of the Artillery
officers, by way of cheering me up; but he evidently
thought I was, for he began shouting lustily for a
stretcher to carry me off. However, though still
under the delusion that I was nearly cut in two, I
began to find myself recovering rapidly. In fact, I
- had been merely stunned, having been struck.on my
right side by the débris caused by a round-shot. The
earth and small stones had come against me with such
force as to cut the skin on the right side of my face,
which was streaming with blood. My greatcoat was
perforated in half-a-dozen places, and I have a slight
bruise in my side; but (worst of all) my watch was
damaged. This I only found out some time after-
wards, for about three minutes after the accident I

1 Captain Charles Edward Oldershaw, afterwards Major-General and
C.B,, and Lieutenant W. H. R. Simpson, afterwards Major-General.
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was walking quietly back to the main batteries with
the intention of getting my face washed. However,
quiet as I was, an unlucky Gunner got before me and
spread the report that the tall Engineer officer was
seriously wounded. This was taken on to our camp,
where they immediately made every preparation, and
the doctor got ready hot water, chloroform, and instru-
ments. Old General Jones?! rode over to inquire about
me, but by the time he came the report of my being
seriously wounded was contradicted. I am now re-
ported as ‘slightly contused, and shall perhaps
appear under that heading in the papers. At present
I present the absurd appearance of having an immense
number of pimples on the right side of my face and a
clear complexion on the other. . . . As for the siege,
I think it is going on wretchedly. The French bardly
fire at all. I do not know what the old men fancy
will be the result of it all, but I think that we shall
never take Sebastopol in this way. . . . —Believe
me, &ec., G. GraHAM.”

“ Befors SEBASTOPOL, 13th April 1855.

“ My DEAR FATHER,—You must not be alarmed if
you should see my name reported amongst the
wounded. I have had nothing but the shock from
the débris of a shot, et wvoild tout. The principal
nuisance is that my watch is damaged; however, I
hope to get it repaired. I have received your hams,
which are excellent.—Yours, &ec., G. GrarAM.”

No. 7 Battery was formed in the third “parallel”
of attack, not more than 700 yards from the enemy’s
nearest work. Until it opened fire our nearest bat-
teries to the enemy were those in the first  parallel ”

1 Bir Harry Jones had succeeded Sir John Burgoyne on Lord Rn.ghn’
Staff a month before,
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of attack, between 1300 and 1400 yards away, and
none had then been constructed in the second * par-
allel.” No. 7 and No. 8 Batteries, which adjoined
one another, were thus without any near support
from guns, and No. 8 was not armed when No. 7
opened fire on the 13th April. No. 7 consequently
fought alone for the advanced position. Mr Kinglake,
in his ¢ Invasion of the Crimea,’ vol. vii., observes :—

“The effort about to be made was regarded by the
scientific conductors of the siege as a bold, if useful,
experiment ; and therefore it was that an able young
officer of our Engineer force (now a far-famed, vie-
torious commander) went down to the third parallel
on the morning of the 13th, and there—first from
a part of the trench close adjacent to Oldershaw’s
battery, and afterwards, until wounded, from within
the battery itself—observed the course of the fight.”

Graham himself supplied Mr Kinglake with the
following information, writing from Cairo in August
1883 :—

“On the 13th of April I was the Engineer officer on
duty in the Left Attack, and I took a strong interest
in the artillery conflict about to commence. It was
our first attempt at taking up an advanced position
for our Artillery, and I knew well that we were
greatly overmatched by the enemy’s guns in number,
weight, and position. Before us we had the Barrack
and Creek Batteries, to our right the great Redan,
and to our left the Flagstaff and Garden Batteries.
The latter were perhaps the most formidable, being
armed with guns equal to our 68-prs., and having a
considerable command over our advanced battery, of
which, as events showed, they—the enemy—knew
the range very accurately.

“To the best of my recollection, owing to difficulties
in transporting the guns across the trenches by night,
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only four guns were ready to open fire in No. VIL
Battery on that morning under Oldershaw and Simp-
son of the Royal Artillery. I placed myself on the
right of the battery in the advanced trench so as
to note the effects of our fire, and, if possible, to
assist the Artillery officers in getting their range.”

Mr Kinglake continues : —

“ We saw Graham place himself in the 3rd Parallel,
near to Oldershaw’s battery, with the double object
of watching a hazardous experiment deeply interesting
to our Engineers and, if possible, helping our Gunners
to ‘get their range’ In that last object, however,
he constantly found himself baffled by the keenness,
the skill, the alacrity with which the Russians ex-
erted their vast artillery - power; for they did not
so much as allow him to find out what points had
been reached by shot already discharged. Whenever
a gun of ours fired, the garrison instantly answered
it with three or four guns from their side, and by
thus piling up banks of smoke put it out of the power
of Graham to see where the English shot struck.

“And, so far as concerned the ‘experiment’ of
operating against the great fortress with Older-
shaw’s four advanced guns, Graham seems to have
found himself driven to an early and decisive con-
clusion. ‘The battle, he writes, ‘was from the
beginning a hopeless one for us. . . . No. VIL
made a gallant fight, but in a short time three out
of the four guns were disabled, and half the gun
detachments killed or wounded.’

“Then Graham goes on to say simply, and as
though it were merely a law of any man’s nature
to go where conditions are desperate: ¢ About this
time, seeing how our fire had slackened, I visited
the battery.’
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‘It would have been interesting to hear an account
of any conference passing at such a moment, and
between two such men as ‘Captain Oldershaw and
Lieutenant Grabam, but the enemy granted no time.
By the blow of a round-shot, or rather by blows from
the substances and the mass of stone which the round-
shot—after striking a sandbag—sent driving against
his breast, Graham was struck down, and it seemed
for a while that he had received his death.”

After alluding to the fact that besides Oldershaw
and his officers and men Graham was the only witness
of the splendid fight made by No. VII. Battery on the
12th of April, which, owing to a series of mischances,
was never ‘“recorded in either a public despatch, or
any less formal document,” Kinglake goes on to
say \—

“ But the chasm thus left in our records has now
been substantially filled. We saw an Engineer officer
keenly watching the fight; but he was only a young
lieutenant, well able indeed to give testimony of the
highest value, yet not to speak with authority. Time,
however, has changed the conditions; for the then
young lieutenant was destined to attain to high fame
in the profession of arms; and it is with the mature
judgment of a general officer well versed in the busi-
ness of war that now he reviews what he witnessed
on the 15th April 1855—the fight maintained under
Oldershaw in the ‘advanced No. VIL’

“ Speaking thoughtfully of a branch of the service
which was not, remember, his own, Sir Gerald
Graham says:! ‘The Royal Artillery never hesitated
to engage at any odds, and they never had a hotter
morning’s work than in No. VIL. on that 13th of
April.”

1 Letter from Cairo, 18th November 1883.
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CHAPTER VL

LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA—continued.

‘“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 19tk April 1855.

“ My DEAR SISTER,— . . . As for the siege, all I
have to say about it is that nothing has been effected
by our firing. I believe that we are now losing
another of the rare opportunities of taking the place
through the indecision and probable division in our
councils. There have been many long councils of
war held during the ten days that have elapsed
since the opening of our fire. No decision appears
to have been made. As in the last bombardment,
we have reduced our fire, thereby acknowledging our
attempt to have been a failure.

“To-day we made a reconnaissance in force seven
miles beyond Balaklava. I believe that if we were
to attack the place on the north and south sides
mmultaneously, with a bombardment by sea, we
should take it. At all events, we should make a fair
trial of its strength. If it is really impregnable,
then it is mere fatuity to be sitting idly before it.
You will have seen that in the last month the
Engineer officers have suffered rather severely, 80,2
much so as, perhaps, to satlsfy Mr Russell—8 killed/
6 wounded, and 1 taken prisoner. Some of the
wounded, however,: were very slightly hurt. Nine,
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for instance, were reported wounded without ever even
going on the sick list for it. You will be glad to hear
that Captain Montagu of ours, who was taken prisoner
on the 22nd of last month, wrote to us telling us
that he was very well treated. He slept the first
night in General Osten-Sacken’s house, one of the
General's Aides-de-camp giving up his bed to him.
He requested that his baggage might be sent to him,
as he was going to be sent to some place 100 miles
beyond Moscow ! General Osten-Sacken is mentioned
in the narrative of the 1st lieutenant of the Tiger as
being a very kind and religious man. The French
Engineers have suffered in proportion as heavily as
we have. Their chief, General Bizot, died a few
days ago in consequence of a wound received in the
trenches. All of us not on duty attended at his
funeral, I among the number. It was well worth
going to, if merely to see the number of general
officers of the Allied armies. There were Lord
Raglan, General Jones, some Staff officers of high
rank, and the Engineer officers, all in full dress on our
side. Nearly all the French celebrities were there:
Canrobert, Bosquet, Pelissier, Niel, together with a
host of Engineer officers, a very intelligent-looking
body of men. The greatest novelty to most of us was
Omar Pasha and his Staff. Without taking to myself
much credit for diserimination, I think I could have
immediately selected Omar Pasha from his Staff,
even had he not carried his brilliant row of orders
and medals on his breast. The great distinction
between him and them was that he was one of the
most intelligent-looking men present, whereas they
looked a set of helpless louts. Omar Pasha stands
about the middle height, has a broad forehead and
very quick, expressive eyes. His manner, at least
G
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on this occasion, was one of smiling, easy courtesy.
- This struck me particularly when I saw him convers-
ing with Canrobert, who is a very different style of
man—a little fat man with a red face and very coarse
features,—a decidedly sensual cast of countenance.
His manners, gait, and voice are boastful and bluster-
ing, as if he were constantly endeavouring to awe
those around him with a due sense of his dignity.
- However, to describe the ceremonies. The bodies of
General Bizot and of Commandant Macon (another
Engineer officer to be buried with him) were lying in
a wooden hut which served as a chapel. Accordingly
a grand procession, headed by Lord Raglan, Can-
robert, and Omar Pasha, was made into the chapel.
It was worth while seeing together the representa-
tives of the three Allied Powers. I must say I
thought Turkey, ¢the Sick Man, had the best of it.
Lord Raglan looked what he is—an amiable, good-
natured English gentleman. Canrobert strutted and
scowled like a stage hero at a fair. Omar Pasha was
evidently the man of intellect of the three. Accord-
ing to custom, speeches were made over the grave.
The first was by General Niel. I was near enough to
hear what he said ; but he was evidently very much
affected, as were several of those around him. General
Niel is a tall, intelligent-looking man. He holds in
the French army a similar position to the one Sir J.
Burgoyne held in ours. A speech was also made by
General Pelissier. I was rather disappointed by the
appearance of this celebrated officer. He is a short
stout man, with short white hair all over his head.
His features were as unimpressive as those of a bon
bourgeois. He, too, was affected while reading his
speech, so as often to be scarcely able to utter the
words. When he came to the words, ‘Adveu, Bizot !
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Adreu, vieux camarade !’ I saw many of the French
"Engineers in tears. Then Canrobert stepped forward
and made a ranting, roaring speech, flourished his
walking-stick, beat himself on the breast; in short,
committed every possible oratorical extravagance
within a short space of time, and then retired to a
prominent position, whence he scowled majestically on
all around him. I quite pity the mild, gentlemanly
Lord Raglan. To think that he should have to be
closeted for hours together with that ranting, per-
spiring braggadocio !

“April 21.—All day yesterday I was in the trenches.
The night before last we gave the French a lesson.
We took a rifle-pit from the Russians and held it, but
at a heavy loss—2 officers of the Line killed, 2 of the
Engineers wounded, and 50 men killed and wounded.

. . —Yours, &ec., G. GraHAM.”

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 2nd May 1855.

“ MY DEAR FATHER,—Since I last wrote to you that
hurried note on the occasion of being struck with the
débris of a round-shot, several things have occurred,
though, I am sorry to say, our position does not
appear to have improved, and we have less confidence
than ever in our leaders. First, there was the failure
of the long-talked-of, much-vaunted bombardment.
A more lamentable display of weakness was never
made than on that occasion. After a winter’s slow
and sluggish preparation Lord Raglan allowed himself
to be bullied into opening fire by Canrobert before we
were ready, and then, in a council of war the next
day, the French determined to slacken their fire and
not to give the assault. Now there is this expedition
to Kertch. I believe it is the intention to take that
place and hold it so as to throw open the Straits of
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Yenikale to our fleet. As the Sea of Azov is, how-
ever, very shallow, only our gunboats could navigate -
it. These, however, could stop supplies coming that
way, and, with an army at Perekop, might complete
the investment of the Crimea. But it seems rather
late to begin investing the Crimea when there are
already more Russians in it than we seem to know
how to deal with, and it would seem bad policy to
weaken our besieging army, which is not a bit too
strong. The other and more plausible conjecture is
that it is merely intended to destroy the fortifications
and magazines of Kertch, and then return. In the
mean time the destination of the expedition is kept
very secret, every one believing that it is for Eupa-
toria. I believe there will be from ten to twelve
thousand men—English and French. Four Engineer
Officers and 25 Sappers from the Right Attack ac-
company the expedition. I wish I were one of them.

“The French had a smart affair with the Russians
last night, took several rifle-pits and eight mortars,
and held them. They are so unaccustomed to be
victorious in these skirmishes that they were all
highly elated with their success. A French officer
told me that the Russians were quite demoralised
by it. If they were, they appear to have recovered
themselves again pretty quickly, for they had the
audacity to make a sortie on the French in broad
daylight, at 2.80 this afternoon. I have not yet
heard the result of their sally, for such a tremendous
cannonading was opened on both sides that the smoke
hung over the ground for hours. The Russians are -
a bold, daring enemy, but they never try those °
pranks with us. We answer their yells with a
British cheer, give them a close volley, and then
charge home with the bayonet. . . .
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“ May 3.—Last night a brother officer of mine was
killed in the trenches. He was a very nice young
fellow, and we all feel his loss very much. You will
be sorry to hear that at the time I got my contusion
my watch suffered from a blow with a stone. The
watchmaker at Kamiesch can do nothing to it, as
the balance-wheel is completely broken. The watch-
maker recommends me to keep it as a souvenir, but
I think it would be a better souvenir when mended.

“ May 5.—I was in the trenches all day yesterday.
One poor fellow had his arm dreadfully shattered
with a shell below the elbow. The doctor and a
stretcher were immediately sent for. However, as
this happened in the advanced trenches and the
doctor was in the first parallel, more than half a
mile to the rear, the poor fellow might bleed to
death before he arrived. Accordingly I pulled out
my pocket-handkerchief, and with my walking-stick
made a tourniquet round his arm. When the doctor
at last arrived he said that no doubt that measure
had saved his life. I did not use a stone to put
over the artery, as I might have missed the right
place. . . . —Yours, &c., G. GraHAM.”

“ Before SeBAsTOPOL, 6tk June 1855.

“MY DEAR SISTER,—The bombardment of Sebasto-
pol was recommenced at 3 o’clock this afternoon.
This time again it was carefully kept secret, and the
orders for opening fire were only issued at 1 .M. The
Russians, however, evidently had some idea of what
we were about, partly from the deserters (a 93rd man
went over to them the other day), but principally from
our own immediate operations of unmasking our em-
brasures and manning our guns. The French, on the
right, were very punctual, and exactly at 3 o'clock
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opened a heavy fire on the Batteries d’Avril and the
Mamelon. The Russians, however, appeared quite
prepared on these points, and answered immediately,
the two detached Batteries d’Avril being remarkably
prompt. Our Right Attack now opened, and began
firing fiercely into the Mamelon, Malakhoff, and the
Redan, receiving hardly a shot in return for the first
quarter of an hour or 20 minutes. About three
minutes later our heavy sea-service mortar on this
attack, thundering, sent forth its large shell far into
the town, and at this signal all our guns except those
in our two advanced batteries roared out in concert,
and joined in the already tremendous chorus.

“The Russians, on their side, did not refuse this
terrible challenge. Rapidly manning their guns, they
returned our fire with both shot and shell with a
readiness and rapidity that reminded many of us of
that terrible first bombardment on the 17th October.
The Russians stood to their guns with their usual
stubborn courage. We used a great deal of vertical
fire against them by mortars, of which they seem to
have very few, and which are far more destructive to
life than the shells of horizontal flight. I think I saw
as many as four shells burst together in the Mamelon ;
indeed it was astonishing how they could keep a man
alive in that place, and yet they continued to fire
from it by intervals in volleys at a time. I remarked
that they used shells much more abundantly than last
time, and it is said that the day before yesterday they
received a large convoy of stores of all kinds. It has
been remarked by some—Cowell, for instance—that
the enemy’s gunnery has lately become worse, and
more uncertain than before. It is certain that we
have had fewer casualties to-day than we have
usually experienced in the same number of hours’
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firing. . It is possible that their best gunners are
all used up.

“This evening about half-past seven o’clock I went
up the hill again to see how we were getting on.
The whole atmosphere before us was one cloud of
smoke, which the light wind drifted towards us, and
through which the yellow rays of the setting sun
could hardly penetrate, but became dispersed, and
threw over the whole a yellow glow of light, so that
the air looked as if filled with a brightened London
fog. The bright, quick flashes of our guns alone could
pierce through this heavy curtain, and it was im-
possible to tell what reply the Russians were making
to our fire, as there was almost one continuous roar of
the guns and their projectiles echoing through the
ravines. To judge of the path of the shot by their
sound, as they went roaring and rushing through the
air, I should say that the Russians were making a
very feeble reply. On the French left, before the
Central and Quarantine Bastions, there was not much
firing, their efforts being wisely concentrated on the
Flagstaff and Garden Batteries and those to the right.
Farther to the left, in the harbour of Kamiesch, all
was smiling and peaceful, the ships lying at anchor on
the almost unruffled sea. The sky was clear there,
excepting a light thunder-cloud in the far west,
through which might be seen faintly the distant
flashes of summer lightning, feebly resembling in
appearance, though less in effect, the great tableau
before us.

“ Eleven o’clock at Night.—The fire is being fiercely
kept up. Half the guns are worked while the em-
brasures of the other half are being repaired. Usually
we have only used our mortars for night-firing.

“June 7.—The effect of our heavy night-firing was
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very satisfactory. This morning the only batteries
that returned our fire were the Malakhoff, the flanks
of the Redan, the Barrack and Garden Batteries. The
Mamelon and Batteries d’Avril were entirely silenced.
The Redan itself fired from only two guns of its
twenty. This is an exciting time, and we are all
expectation, as this time we are really to make an
assault. The men know this, and exult at the
prospect of putting an end to this weary struggle.
Yesterday as Pelissier rode through our camps he
was loudly cheered, as the French generals were in
the early days of the campaign. The men are all in
the highest spirits, elated with the good news from
the Sea of Azov, and ready for anything. You will,
of course, have received a detailed account of that
fortunate expedition, of which we only know the
results—viz., the capture of 100 guns, 4 war-steamers,
246 ships, and enormous stores of provisions. It
remains for history to recount by what series of
blunders, feebleness, or other cause it has happened
that the Russians left their base of operations so
utterly undefended. This blow must have seriously
crippled their resources, and from letters found at
Kertch it is surmised that their army is by no means
in an effective condition. There is an elaborate plan
of assault drawn up, of which I only know part. The
French, I believe, will attack the Mamelon at 3 o’clock
this afternoon, and, if possible, carry the Malakhoff
Tower at the same time, which I doubt them doing.

Should they be successful, we are to take the Redan.
"~ “Ten o'clock wn the Evening.—Well, I have seen the
assault made, and it has turned out pretty well as I
imagined it would. Tired as I now feel, and having
to go down to the trenches at 2 o’clock to-morrow
morning, I am unable to give you a very clear or full
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account. The upshot is that the French have taken
the Mamelon, and we the Quarry rifle-pits. — Ever
yours, &e., G. GRAHAM.”

The next event in which Graham took a dis-
tinguished part was the unsuccessful attack on the
Redan on the 18th June 1855. The following short
letter to his father, written just before the assault,
shows that he fully appreciated the danger of the
duty to which he was called, and the possibility that
the words he was then writing might be his last :—

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 18¢h June 1855.

“ My DEAR FATHER,— You must excuse the extreme
brevity of this hurried note when I tell you that in
little more than two hours I have to leave this to join
the assaulting columns on the Redan. It is now past
10 o’clock, and we have to be at the trenches in readi-
ness about 1 a.M. Should these be my last lines to
you, let them remind you that when I am gone Joanna
is your only remaining child. Cherish her, then—not
only for my sake but for her own, for she is better
worthy of your love than I am. Sanction her union
with Durrant, for by making her happiness you will
ensure your own.—Ever, &ec., G. GraHAM.

“P.S. June 19, Evening.—Sad work we have had
to-day. The attack on the Redan failed, as did the
attack on the Malakhoff. I was through it all, but not
hurt, only very exhausted and depressed by our failure.
To-morrow at 5 a.M. I am again for duty in the
trenches. I am too tired to write any more now, so
adieu for the present. G G”

At such a moment his one thought is for the hap-
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piness of his beloved sister ; he seizes the opportunity,
which his probable death may make by the rush of
tender feelings and memories, to press for his father’s
consent to her marriage with the man of her choice;
and then, when he returns safe from that memor-
able night’'s work he does not destroy the letter
but adds a postscript. The effort on behalf of his
sister must not be lost—the letter must therefore go
as it is. Who shall say whether gratitude for his
preservation may not be as effective as sorrow for his
death, and win the favour he had hoped to gain by it ?
So the tired young hero, who has indeed won his
laurels, says nothing of what he has done, but,
exhausted by fatigue and depressed by the failure of
the assault, merely scrawls a postseript to announce
. his safety and excuse himself for not writing more.

To his sister he had also written a farewell letter on
the night of the 18th, but this he destroyed, and
instead he writes to tell her that he is not hurt, but
the Redan is not taken :—

“ Before SEBASTOPOL, 19tk June 1855.

“ My DEAR SISTER,— Yesterday evening I was writ-
ing you a farewell letter, for I thought it might be the
last I should ever write to you, as I was to lead the
assaulting columns on the Redan. But it has turned
out differently to what I anticipated. I am not hurt,
but the Redan is not taken. Our loss has been very
great—I think not less than 75 officers alone; but
the greatest loss has been in morale. The Russians
will no longer consider our troops invincible. Of the
Engineers 8 officers were killed and 2 wounded, the
General ! himself being one of them. I am dreadfully
tired in mind and body ; indeed, as some one observed

U Sir Harry David Jones,
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to me, ¢ All you fellows who have been in action to-
day look about ten years older.” As I am also for
duty in the trenches to-morrow at 5 A.M., you must
excuse the shortness of this note. . . . —Yours, &c.,
“G. GRAHAM.”

But if there is no account from Graham himself
of that night's doings, they were none the Iless
memorable in the history of the siege. The attack
failed but was the occasion of many deeds of hero-
ism, and in all narratives Graham’s gallant bearing
figures prominently.

The attack on the Redan was made by several
columns, to one of which, the Left or No. 1 column,
commanded by Major-General Sir John Campbell,
Graham was attached to lead the ladder party.
The column was composed and ordered to move as
follows :—

Royal Sappers and Miners (10).

Covering party of skirmishers, “ Rifles ” (100).

Ladder and woolbag parties (120) and (50).

Storming party, 57th Regiment (400).

Reserves, 17th and 21st Regiments (800), with

working party (400).

Lieutenant James Murray, R.E., was with the Royal
Sappers and Miners guiding the column with the
skirmishers. Graham commanded and led the wool-
bag party and the ladder party, composed of an
equal number of sailors and soldiers. Major Bent,
R.E., was with the storming party, and Lieutenant
Charles G. Gordon, R.E., was with the reserve.

The column assembled before the break of day
under the parapet on the western side of the
“ Quarries,” and when the concerted signal was given,
the skirmishers and Sappers under Lieutenant Murray



108 LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA.

moved out, followed by the woolbag and ladder
parties. A storm of grape and musketry fire burst
from the western face of the Redan, and the Rifles,
after advancing about fifty yards, took advantage of
some natural cover, behind which they plied the
Redan with fire. This temporary halt brought the
ladder party also to a standstill, and men began
to fall rapidly. Lieutenant Murray was mortally
“wounded, and Graham’s ladder party lost several
men, although Graham himself seemed to bear a
charmed life. “The vast stature,” says Kinglake,
“of the young Engineer who directed their energies
made him strangely conspicuous in the field, and it
was on Gerald Graham and the sailors that the
praise of observers converged.”

At this moment up came Lieut.-Colonel Tylden,
the Commanding Royal Engineer, fretting at the
delay, waving his sword, and shouting to them to
go on. Graham ran to meet him to obtain his
approval to storm the Salient instead of the right
flank of the Redan, which appeared to be imprac-
ticable. ‘“ Anywhere, so long as you get on,” said
the gallant colonel, and was almost immediately struck
down. Throwing down his sword, Graham, with the
help of Sergeant Coppin and Sapper Ewen of the
8th Company, Royal Sappers and Miners, raised the
wounded Colonel from the ground, and carried him
to a more sheltered spot fifty yards away. ‘Graham’s
cool courage,” says Sir Evelyn Wood in ¢ The Crimea
in 1854 and 1894, “in these trying moments was
evident from his being able to walk straight back
to where he had thrown down his sword.” ‘

Having picked up his sword again and rejoined
his men, the skirmishers moved towards the Salient,
followed by the woolbag and ladder parties, which
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Graham halted in front of the advanced trench in
order that the skirmishers might cover them before
they moved on farther. The skirmishers were unable
to advance under the formidable fire of grape and
musketry from the Redan, and most of them moved
to the west, whither some of the storming party
had already gone. After remaining for some time
in advance of the trenches exposed to fire, Graham
ordered the escalading party to retire into the shelter
of the advanced trench, which they did.

Some ten minutes later, Lord West, who had suc-
ceeded to the command of the column, Sir John
Campbell having been killed near the Salient, came
up and, telling Graham that he was about to lead
out another skirmishing party, requested him to take
out the ladders. Lord West intended to form another
storming party out of the reserve, lying in disorder
along the line of parapet and seeking cover from
the furious fire of the enemy. Of the ladder party
many of the soldiers were missing, but the sailors
were eager for another try. Although some additional
men were obtained from the reserve, Graham could
only muster four bearers for each ladder instead of
six, but with these he moved out under a murderous
fire.

With their ladders beside them, Graham’s party lay
on the grass exposed to this tremendous fire while
they awaited the skirmishers; but when ten minutes
passed and neither skirmishers nor storming party
appeared, Graham withdrew his party into the ad-
vanced trench.

Mr Kinglake says on this head: “When after a
while it was seen that the ‘covering party’ of skir-
mishers had not begun to advance, the sailors eagerly
wished —making only an exception for Graham—to
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dispense with the aid of all soldiers. They had lost
their naval commanders (Ljeutenant Kidd killed, and
Lieutenant Cane gravely wounded), but Mr Kennedy,
mate, still remained to them; and delighted with
their pilot, Gerald Graham—a giant intent on his
work as though proof against grape-shot and fear—
they wanted, if he would but lead them, to go and
attack the Redan without asking any one other lands-
man to share in the bliss of the enterprise. Their
‘pilot’ of course could not humour them in this wild
desire ; and, on the contrary, he soon brought them
back to find shelter under the parapet.”

Graham in his official report calls attention to
“the remarkable steadiness and gallantry of the
officers and men of the Naval Brigade who formed
part of the ladder party, and who suffered most
severely on this occasion,” and also to ‘the steady
conduct of the party of Sappers.”

Lord West wrote to Lieut.-General Bentinck: I
wish I could do justice to the daring and intrepid con-
duct of the party of sailors. . . . Lieutenant Graham
of the Engineers, who led the ladder party, evinced
a coolness and a readiness to expose himself to any
personal risk which does him the greatest credit.”

The enterprise was abandoned, but, while waiting
for instructions, an incident occurred which is re-
corded by Kinglake and others, of Charlie Gordon
(afterwards Major-General Gordon of Khartoum), who
was attached to the reservé. Assuming that yet
another effort would be made, he eagerly inquired of
Graham what part in it would be assigned to him,
now that Lieutenant Murray was hors de combat.
Graham intimated that he supposed the affair was
over, and there was nothing, therefore, for him to
do. Gordon was so angry and disappointed that
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hot words ensued, which caused, for a short time,
a little estrangement between the two friends.

On the night of the 8th to the 9th of July 1855
Graham and Captain G. J. Wolseley of the 90th
Regiment (now Lord Wolseley), acting as an assistant
Engineer, on account of the paucity of Engineer
officers at the siege, were on Engineer duty in the
trenches. Early on the morning of the 9th Graham
was wounded in much the same way as before, only
more seriously. The official ‘Journal of the Siege
of Sebastopol’ shows how dangerous the work in
the trenches was at this time, the enemy keeping
up a continuous fire of shell, grape, and light-balls,
which greatly interfered with the work. So hot was
the fire that the entry in the ‘Journal’ on this night
runs : “ Nineteen gabions were pushed on in the Right
advance, fifth parallel ; but Lieutenant Graham hav-
ing been unfortunately struck in the face with some
stones from a round-shot, and consequently forced
to leave his party on the Left advanced sap *f)
the officer of the 62nd Regiment who commanded
the party withdrew his men, telling the sapper then
in charge that he considered it too dangerous for
Line-men.” Graham’s wound was a severe one, but
he made light of it to his mother :—

“9th July 1855.

“My DEAR MoOTHER,—A friend of mine has kindly
undertaken to write this from my dictation, as you
will see from the paper. I was slightly wounded this
morning in the trenches. The same thing happened
to me then as on the former occasion—a cannon-ball
struck the parapet just above my head and sent the
earth into my face: my face is somewhat swollen
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and cut, and I am unable to open my eyes on ac-
count of the dirt driven into them, but the doctor
assures me that the sight is not in the least degree
injured, and that I shall be all right again in a day
or two. The principal reason that I cannot open my
eyes is that my cheeks are so much swollen. This letter
must go off to-morrow morning. By the next mail I
will write you a letter myself; in the mean time this
will reassure you all—Ever, &c., G. Gramam”

He was, however, incapacitated for duty for nearly
two months, and had to go to Therapia, where
he wrote the following letter to his father, who was
anxious that he should return home :—

“HOTEL D’ANGLETERRE, THERAPIA, 8tk August 1855.

“My pEAR FATHER,—Before you receive this you
will perceive that you have overestimated the severity
of my wound, and that there is no necessity for me to
return home; and as I am determined not to return
home without a necessity, I hope you will perceive
the worse than uselessness of urging me to such a
step. . . . You must disabuse yourself of the idea
that there is such extreme peril in my remaining at
the seat of war. I have now had my fair share of the
blows, and according to an ordinary calculation of the
chances of war, I should be pretty safe for some time
to come. Besides that, I am pretty well acclimatised,
having never been ill when in the Crimea. Altogether
you may consider that I go back a seasoned veteran,
with a much better chance of escape from danger or
disease than the raw recruits. At present, my dear
father, you see everything en noir, whereas 1 would
much prefer you seeing things en couleur de rose, as
you did last year. After all, the Russians must suffer
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next winter infinitely more than we shall. A few
days’ rain, such as we are having just now, is for

them a virtual investment of the place. . . . —Ever,
&e., G. GrarAM.”

The next letter—to his sister—shows that his
endeavours to overcome his father’s reluctance to
her marriage had been successful, and that the
wedding had taken place :—

“ HOTEL D’ANGLETERRE, THERAPIA, 25th August 1855.

“My DEAR SISTER,—By the last mail I received
your wedding-cards, giving me to understand that
the great event had come off. Since then I have
received an account of the wedding both from you
and Richard. It certainly appears to have been
a delightful wedding-party. Richard was greatly
pleased with it, he says, and thought you looked
very well and happy, as I have o doubt you felt.
I suppose you have pitched your tent in the most
picturesque part of the Pyrenees you could find, and
lead a very romantic life together. I am now about
to return to the Crimea, my health being fully re-
established. I have lately received a very long-
winded and rather facetious letter from Mr Packman,
who has written at my father's request to advocate
his notion that I should go home on sick leave. Mr
Packman does this rather ingeniously by urging it
as a generous measure for me to adopt, in order to
allow some of my brother-officers to come out here
and dis—? ex—tinguish themselves in my place. . .

“ Here the Turks are holding the feast of Bairam,
and every Turk puts on his best clothes, so that
one sees a great many bright-coloured jackets and
waistcoats with gold embroidery, &. I have not

H
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seen many of the sights at Constantinople yet.
Yesterday I went to the mosque of S. Sophis,
which is very splendid (vide ¢ Murray’). Another
place we went to was the Bin-bir-derek or Thousand-
and-one Columns. This is an underground vault,
an old Roman cistern, the roof of which is supported
by a great many columns. The inhabitants of this
place, silk-spinners, set up a tremendous howl when
they saw us for backsheesh, but, not getting any,
they pelted us as we were going out. There is a
remarkable photograph in the Exhibition of an
Egyptian obelisk, which I have sent to our father.
In the same box I sent some things for you: a
photograph of myself, a few views of the Crimea,
and a few Turkish things, including a pipe and
dervish’s cap for Reginald. The latter I thought
appropriate on account of its sacerdotal character.
. —Ever, &c, G. GrapAM”

Graham resumed duty in the Crimea on the 4th
September, the day before the final bombardment, and
took part in the operations of the 8th September,
which resulted in another failure to take the Redan,
but in the capture of the Malakhoff by the French and
the immediate evacuation by the Russians of the south
side of Sebastopol. On the 10th he writes to his
mother, to assure her of his safety :—

e Camp before SEBasToPOL, 10th Sept. 1855.

“My DEAR MoTHER,—I can only write you a few
lines to assure you of my being in very good health.
I arrived here on the 4th, the day before the bombard-
ment commenced. On the 8th the French took the
Malakhoff by a coup de main. We failed in the Redan.
The Russians, however, evacuated it during the night.
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They blew up their magazines and set the town on
fire. It is still burning. Although we have no more
trenches, yet we have still plenty of work, so I must
now conclude.—Ever, &c., G. GraEAM.”

Friends at home were eagerly watching young
Graham’s career. Warm had been the congratula-
tions among them on his safety amid ‘“the danger
and slaughter of the Redan,” and many anxious in-
quiries were made when the great news of the fall
of Sebastopol reached England. One relative in Nor-
folk incidentally mentions that ‘there was a great
to-do at Norwich ” on receipt of the joyful intelligence,
“and all the butchers and bakers burnt their baskets,
and the old market-women set fire to their own stalls,
by way of illumination, the bells ringing merrily, and
the people shouting themselves hoarse.”
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CHAPTER VIL
LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA—continued.

DuriNg the ten months he remained in the Crimea
after the fall of the south side he was very busy until
after the winter was over, and his letters are much
fewer. The marriage of his sister had cut off his
confidante, and it is easy to see that he felt the loss,
and threw himself all the more into the work he had

in hand.
“ SEBASTOPOL, 4th Dec. 1855.

“My DEAR SISTER,—I appear again before you in
writing, like a schoolboy, who has long played the
truant, would before his master. There has been a
long gap in my correspondence, during which very
little has occurred that I could write to you about,
though I have been myself incessantly occupied. I
am now harder at work than ever, and indeed may be
said to work night and day. For the last month I
have been living here, in Sebastopol, occupied with
the construction of a battery and the demolition of
the docks. The former is quite finished, but we are
mining against time and the French for the destruction
of the docks. The French have one-half to destroy,
and we the other half. They have an immense ad-
vantage over us, their portion being higher, so that
they have very little water, which is the chief obstacle
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we have to encounter. The work is very hard for the
men—harder, I should say, than ever the trenches
were ; for here they have to work in water, sometimes
all night long, and the nights are now very cold.

“The Russians, too, keep up a series of protests and
remonstrances against our proceedings by shot and
shell. To-day we had two men wounded. The house
I live in is the same that figured in the *Illustrated
London News.” It was formerly occupied by the
officers of the commission for estimating the value of
stores found in Sebastopol. It is a pretty-looking
little house with a verandah in front, and is a special
object of attention to the Russians, who appear to
have kindly laid about one gun and two mortars on
it, so that we are constantly under fire. However,
they have not hit us yet, though they have the houses
on either side of us. We have so far escaped un-
scathed. This house also was very fortunate during
the siege, as only one shot hit it, passing through the
roof, which we have since had repaired.

“I have heard that you are very desirous to get some
relics of Sebastopol. I am rather puzzled what to
send you. For want of anything better I enclose a
piece of the piles on which the docks are built (pray
do not mistake it for a piece of lucifer match), and a
few rhododendron leaves out of our garden. . .

“In England, we hear, there is talk of a monstrous
siege-train next year for the siege of Nicolaief—that
would, indeed, be a gigantic undertaking. I told you
that I was under orders for Kertch, but did not go
there. . . . —Ever, &c., G. GraHAM.”

¢ SEBASTOPOL, 11tA Jan. 1856.

_“MY DEAR S1sTER,—I have just received your very
kind, sisterly letter of Christmas day. I must appear
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very neglectful and forgetful of you not to write more
frequently, and certainly I hardly expected or deserved
to receive such a pleasant letter as the one you have
sent me. Both my father and mother complain of my
long silence. But the fact is I am not naturally a good
correspondent, and besides, you at home do not at all
understand what my work here is. During the siege
I had a good many leisure hours between my turns of
duty. Here, however, I have none. Even now I
have not got one, and were I not writing for the post
I should be on the works. Under these circumstances
you really must not blame me if I do not write regu-
larly. . . .

“We are still busily demolishing the docks. We
have not as yet, however, done half our work, having
enormous difficulties in the way of water to contend
with, which the French have been fortunate enough
to avoid. I must finish this at once, as we are pre-
paring for another demolition.—Ever, &c.,

“@G. GraHAM.”

“ SEBASTOPOL, 24t% Jan. 1856.

“ MY DEAR MOTHER,— . . . The day before yester-
day we were told that news of a proclamation of peace
might arrive the next day, and we got orders to try
and blow up as much as possible before that intel-
ligence could reach us. With that charitable intention
we laboured all that night. I had been running about
so much during the day, descending deep shafts by
rope ladders and wandering about long wet galleries,
sometimes nearly knee-deep in water, that I was
fairly tired out by midnight. I did not get any
dinner till 10 o'clock. I was, however, up again next
morning by seven o'clock, and we just managed to get
ready in time to blow up with the Freuch. We could
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not blow up as much as they did, but altogether we
did a great deal of mischief yesterday.

“ The French demolition was very pretty to look at,
but their work has been incomparably easier than
ours, as they have had no water to contend with. I
shall be very glad when this work is finished, though
I take a great deal of interest in it, and should like
very well to have to demolish the large storehouses
and wharf wall. I think the Russians will be very
much disgusted with the appearance of their docks
when they return. Yesterday they expressed their
annoyance by firing rather heavily directly after the
explosion. The French have left nothing but shapeless
mounds of earth, where they found beautifully built
walls with granite curbs. On our side the ground
behind the walls is of solid rock, so that the effect is
not so striking to the eye. . . .

“I saw one of the theatrical exhibitions of the 4th
Division, which I thought very good. I saw nothing
of the beef and pudding that you mention, though I
made a pretty good dinner on Christmas day on
Crimean beef and pudding. We have now got a
regular mess up at camp, with really excellent dinners,
but here at Sebastopol, where there are only four of
us, we make a little mess of our own. . . . —Yours, &e.,

“G. GrRaHAM.”

“ SEBASTOPOL, 37d March 1856.

“My pEAR FATHER,—You appear confident in your
last that there will be peace, and every one else says
the same thing, so I suppose we really shall bave it.
You must not, however, suppose that the army will
return to England as soon as peace is concluded. It
will take at least three months to ship away the
army and stores from the Crimea. The greater part
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of the army will then probably be sent to the
Mediterranean, besides garrisons in the Bosphorus
and on the Turkish shores of the Black Sea.

“For us Engineers there will, as usual, be plenty of
work, and I should not think of applying for leave to
go home if I can get a good post out here. How-
ever, peace is not yet concluded, and of course I
hope professionally that it will not be concluded, or
that, if it is, it may be of short duration. Had I
been a captain at the commencement of this war I
should now probably be a lieutenant-colonel, but
being merely a subaltern, by the laws and regula-
tions of the British service I can get no promotion.
This rule is peculiarly unjust to us Engineers, where
there are subalterns of ten years’ standing, as in the
line there are captains of only 18 months’ service
who may get brevet rank. In the French army
the promotion of the Engineers is given principally
among the officers out here, instead of being, as
with us, given to the whole Corps by seniority.
Thus with us they ought to form the Engineers out
here into a war battalion. It seems a great pity
that such a splendid army as we have out here
should be wasted. 1 attended the grand review the
other day as a spectator: our men looked splendid.
The Grenadier Company of the 42nd Highlanders was
the finest sight I ever saw of the kind. The Guards
and Rifles, too, were very fine. The French would
not show nearly so well. They are said to have above
20,000 men in hospital. No wonder they are so anxious
for peace. However, I suppose the peace will not last
long. The Russians will probably only wait for the next
French Revolution to recommence their aggressions on
Turkey, and then we shall have to do the whole thing
ourselves. . . . —Ever, &c., G. GraaAM.”
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‘ SEBASTOPOL, Ttk April 1856,

“ MY DEAR SISTER,—My last letter! to you, I think,
described the death of poor Ranken? on the 28th
February last. Since that time I have been em-
ployed in making a detailed report and drawings of
the demolition for the Inspector-General, Sir John
Burgoyne. Having to collect Ranken’s notes, and
owing to a variety of delays, I have been pretty well
occupied up to the present time, and I think have
hardly written a single letter, so that my hand for
writing is quite out. As soon as Peace was declared
we expected to be immediately ordered up to camp,
but General Codrington? considers it probable that
we may be allowed to use the harbour of Sebastopol
for embarkation, and will not consent to our being
removed yet awhile. We are not sorry to remain
here, as it is a most beautiful place in the fine weather
which is coming on. If we should embark from here,
it will be delightful to pull about the harbour and
examine the sunken vessels. We have seen a great
many Russians lately, though I have not had the
opportunity of .conversing with any of their officers.
How astonished they must be at our camp, with
our comfortable huts and canteens containing every
luxury from England. But the sight that surprises
them most of all is the railroad, and the first place
a Russian officer turns the head of his shaggy little
pony towards is Balaklava. Here, indeed, the change
is wonderful, and were it not for its unmistakable
- characteristic features it would be impossible to rec-

! This letter cannot be found.

% Captain George Ranken, R.E, killed by the explosion of a mine on
the 28th February 1856.

3 General Sir William John Codrington, G.C.B., Colonel of the Cold-

stream Guards, was Commander-in-chief of the army in the Crimea from
November 1855. He died in 1884.
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ognise it as the little Tatar (or rather Greek)
village we entered in September 1854. I will not
attempt to describe it to you, but should like very
much to go over it with an intelligent Russian, who
saw it for the first time, and who was not in the
habit of reading the ‘Times.’ Our soldiers are
fraternising with the Russians now, somewhat as
they did with the French at Gallipoli. I saw yester-
day a great number of their new but dirty-looking
acquaintances, staggering or lying about in various
stages of drunkenness. One of them appeared to have
exchanged caps with a man of the 17th. Yesterday,
to our great pleasure, we read in General Orders
that passes were to be issued permitting a certain
number of each division to enter the Russian lines.
This will be a great treat, especially to us Engineers,
and we are all eagerly looking forward to a ride over
the Russian works, and especially the plateau of
Mackenzie's Farm, which we are very curious to ex-
amine, as it i1s a most remarkable defensive position.

“You will now like to know, perhaps, what is to be-
come of me. Well, I really cannot tell you, but I do
not wish for a home station, though I should like to
get leave for a short time to see you all. The shaves
or stories about what is going to be done with us are,
of course, innumerable, but nobody knows anything
about it. . . . I do not think we out here are quite as
much pleased with the news of peace as we should be.
By a spirit of contradiction apparently every one has
become excessively warlike, though during the siege
I know there were a great many wishing for peace.
. . . —Ever, &c., G. GraEAM.”
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To his Brother-in-law.

“ SEBASTOPOL, 18th April 1856.

“MyY DEAR REGINALD,—I have received Joanna’s
letter of the 20th March, together with your pleasant
supplement to it. You may both rely upon it that
if T return to England, my first visit shall be to
All Saints’,! where I expect to find Joanna duly
invested with the matronly duties of housekeeping.

“As T think I mentioned in my last, we are still
living in Sebastopol in expectation of this harbour
being used for embarkation of a portion of the troops.
We like our quarters very much, as we can now go
out into the harbour, and, if we like, cross over to
the north side and fraternise with the Ruskies. A
week ago several of us made an expedition over to
the north side. There was nothing very remarkable
to see there, as we were not allowed to enter the
forts. I was struck at observing the small force of
men there, certainly not more than 10,000. They
were either quartered in their forts or in camps of
mud huts. The greater part appeared to be militia,
who are known by the cross on their caps and their
generally very dirty appearance, the militiamen being
allowed to wear the usual Russian peasants’ beard,
while the regulars shave off everything except the
moustache. As we were among the first comers, the
Russian soldiers saluted us, as they do their own
officers, by taking their caps off and walking past
us bareheaded. Since then they have lost this habit,
as did the French soldiers also, and rarely salute us.
They seem to me to be a good-natured, good-humoured
set, and with very friendly dispositions towards us.

! The Rev. Reginald Durrant had obtained the living of All Saints’,
South Elmham, Suffolk.
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Every evening they turn out and sing in their camps.
‘We witnessed one of these performances, after which
a buffoon appeared with a mask and long beard, who
executed a grotesque dance in time to the music,
which seemed to amuse the Russians immensely. On
the way back from our expedition we saw a camp
with some gabions and platform timber, which we
concluded to be the Russian Engineer camp, and
accordingly went in and requested to see the Colonel.
One of us, who, having been a prisoner some time,
understood a little Russian, heard the Colonel call
immediately for a pair of clean boots and trousers.
Having obtained these articles, the Colonel made his
appearance and invited us all in. As, by the assist-
ance of some Artillery officers, our party was aug-
mented to 15 in number, we rather crowded the
Colonel’'s hut. The Colonel was a short, stout man
of about fifty, shaved in the Russian manner, so as
to leave nothing but a very heavy moustache. He
spoke neither French nor German, in fact only
Russian. The duties of interpreter were performed
by a lively little Italian doctor, who was an excellent
linguist. We commenced by asking the Colonel and
six Engineer officers, including the doctor, to dinner,
which, after debating on the means of getting to our
camp, and our agreeing to furnish a boat and horses,
was accepted. The Colonel then insisted on our
taking some wine, and made each of us drink some
claret and a tumblerful of champagne, after which
we parted on the best of terms. I have forgotten
to mention that several of the junior Russian Engineer
officers came in and entered into conversation with us.
They were pleasant, agreeable young fellows, and
were nearly all of them able to talk either French
or German,
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“On Saturday last, the day appointed, they came
to Sebastopol in one of their own boats, I and a
brother officer being there to receive them. We
brought them to my house, which they told us had
been the house of General Chrolov, Cammandant of
the Karabelnaia, during the siege. I gave them
some draught English ale, which was much admired,
particularly by the doctor, who drank so much of it
that by the time we started for camp he was uncom-
monly merry. On arriving at camp old J. W. Gordon
and Lloyd?! came out to receive the Ruskis, and an
amicable chat began in a marquee that we had erected
for a reception-room, and we showed them ‘Punch’
and the ‘Illustrated London News,’ &c. At dinner
a band that we had borrowed for the occasion struck
up ‘God save the Emperor, followed by ¢ God save
the Queen.’ We gave them a capital dinner with
plenty of champagne, and everything went off very
well. I was seated next the doctor, who continually
shook my hands and told me that he loved the
English from the bottom of his heart. He also
persisted in drinking beer as well as champagne,
claret, sherry, &c. The doctor (an Italian) was
evidently the privileged buffoon and factotum of
the stern, reserved old Russian colonel. He made
all the toasts, and returned thanks in French rhymes,
which were not remarkable for their cleverness, but
created a great deal of amusement. I talked a good
deal with some of the younger Russian Engineers, but
found them uncommonly reserved with respect to
the siege operations. They were evidently very
proud of their defence and of Todleben, though they
admitted some faults. . . . On their departure they

! Lieut.-Colonel, afterwards Major-General, Edward T. Lloyd, Royal
Engineers, who died in June 1892.
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very civilly invited us for the following Monday, as
on Tuesday they were going off into the interior.
Accordingly we went, and were shown all over the
forts. Fort Constantine did not appear to have
suffered much by the bombardment of the 17th
October 1854. On our return from the forts about
2 p.M. we found dinner prepared for us. Our dinner,
they told us, was strictly Russian. We began by
caviare and Russian brandy, then soup and force-
meat in one, then ham and greens, then a rice-
plum-pudding, followed by beef-steaks in grease (!)
and sweatmeats all well moistened by champagne
and claret. We thought them uncommonly civil.
They had borrowed the music of ‘God save the
Queen’ from us and played it three times — the
first time, they said, it had been played by them in
the Crimea. Altogether we were very much pleased
with one another, and parted with mutual expres-
sions of friendship. . . . —Yours, &c., G. GRAHAM.”

“ SEBASTOPOL, 23rd April 1856.

“MY DEAR FATHER,— . . . The other day, when
going through the Russian camp in the pass of
Aitodor, about 15 miles from this, I was asked in
by some Russian officers, who treated me in a most
hospitable style. Two of them spoke German, which,
indeed, I find spoken amongst them much more com-
monly than French. They made me drink a quantity
of champagne to the health of the Emperor, Queen
Victoria, &c., and brought out the soldiers to sing and
dance in their national style. In fact, they were
almost overpoweringly hospitable, as I was, I believe,
the first English officer they had entertained. It was
so late when I left them that, coming back, I lost my
way, and was obliged to accept the hospitality of
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some Cossack officers. They put up me and my horse
much better than I had expected—indeed, to my
surprise, gave me a clean sheet to sleep on. They,
however, spoke nothing but Russian. The only
thing I objected to was their schnapps, which is a
bad sort of potato-brandy, and which appears to be
with them an indispensable luxury—the first thing in
the morning, and before every meal. I parted with
my friends on capital terms, and made them a present
of a penknife, all that I had about me. They gave
me for a guide a regular Don Cossack, with a
long lance, mounted on a remarkably ugly little
pony.

“Yesterday I went with a party of some brother
officers and paid a visit to the scene of the battle of
Alma. I was the only one of the party who had been
present at the battle. We went over the old ground
where the Light Division and the Guards had crossed
the river and had stormed the fatal battery. The
parapet and graves inside are untouched. A wooden
slab over a grave to the memory of Montagu of the
33rd still remains, and we were glad to observe these
signs of the respect the Russians have for our dead.
Over one of the mounds marking a grave the Russians
had put a cross with Russian writing on it. Few
other vestiges of the battle remained, and, singularly
enough, not a bullet was to be found. Lead was said
to become scarce among the Russians during the siege.
—Ever, &ec., G. GrAHAM.”

‘“ SEBASTOPOL, 9th May 1856.

“MY DEAR SISTER,— . . . The weather is remark-
ably fine now, and the few ships that are in the
harbour enliven the prospect very much. The
Gladiator, a splendid steam-frigate, lies at anchor
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there, and the French are busily embarking their
field artillery on their side of the creek. We are
the only ‘inhabitants among the ruined houses here,
and the birds prefer building their nests under the
eaves of our house to those of the deserted ones.
Sparrows, starlings, and swallows form their little
colonies undisturbed about us; indeed the swallows
are so tame that they frequently fly through the
open window into my room, make a rapid circuit,
and dash out again. The Russians have a curious
custom of having a little box like a pigeon-house on
the top of a high pole with grain for the birds. This,
the origin of which I must have explained to me, may
be seen in all their batteries, at least on the north
side. I have not remarked it in their Sebastopol
batteries. Perhaps they thought it would be cruel
to expose the poor little birds to such a murderous
fire as that we poured down on them. This reminds
me of a very pretty custom that I remember the
Swedes have of putting corn out in the fields for the
birds on Christmas day.

“The British officer may now be found in every part
of the Crimea, at least the southern part of it.
Numbers of trips have been made, and I suppose
by this time you have got Russell's account of his
excursion. I have not made any distant one yet, as
the country will look so much prettier when the leaves
are fully out. As it is, the country is getting more
and more beautiful every day. The day before yester-
day I made one of a party for Mangoup Kaleh—I
don’t know whether you possess a map of the Crimea
showing the ground. If you do, you will be able to
perceive the remarkable position and extent of the
plateau on which Mackenzie’s Farm stands. It is
bounded by a cliff which, starting from the head of
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the harbour, forms the eastern boundary of the valley
of Inkerman, after which it trends away to the north
as far as Mackenzie's Farm, and then resumes its
south-easterly direction to the pass of Aitodor. The
line of cliff then takes a north-easterly direction to
Baktchiserai and Simpheropol. These cliffs form the
most perfect military obstacle that can be imagined.
For the greatest part of their length they are in-
accessible even to those on foot, their crest being
surmounted by a perpendicular wall of rock from 40
to 50 feet high, and the remainder forming a steep
slope of white chalk covered with scanty vegetation.
This line of cliff forms the leading characteristic
feature of the country we passed. All the rest is
wild and irregular, like an immense plain that had
been boiled up into gigantic bubbles and consolidated.
The scenery was very beautiful, though the sky
looked dark and threatening, lending a purple tinge
to the distant mountains, and giving the green of the
hills and fields around us a deeper tint. The wild
flowers were all coming out in bloom—irises, orchids,
anemones, violets, poppies, peonies, and a variety of
others whose names I do not know. There were also
sweet-smelling herbs, wild mint and thyme, and fruit-
trees in full blossom.

“May 11.— The summer has been a long time
approaching this year. I think I told Reginald in
my last that on the 28th April we actually had
snow early in the morning. To-day was the warmest
day we have yet had. Still, it has so changed
towards evening that'I am now sitting with a fire
in my room. Well, to continue the account of my
trip to Mangoup. We passed through a great deal
of ground that had evidently been highly cultivated
before the war, but neglected since. We had a goqd

T
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view of the green valley of Schula, with its little
stream and pretty Tatar villages. These villages are,
I believe, half deserted. The Tatars are being very
badly treated by the Russians in all those villages
that we occupied and have since relinquished. The
poor frightened Tatars, who are a most harmless, in-
offensive race, crowd into Balaklava for our protection,
bringing with them their wives and families in their
quaint carts drawn by bullocks. 'We ship them oft' to
Constantinople, where they will form a colony. I had
a Tatar servant for a month, and a very nice boy he
was, most willing and industrious. He left me a few
days ago to go to his mother, who was at Eupatoria,
and whom he was going to bring back here and then
proceed to Constantinople, together with his brother
and five-and-twenty Tatar friends. I wish them every
success.

“ Mangoup Kaleh, or the fortress of Mangoup, is an
isolated table-mountain standing in a wide chasm,
bounded on one side by Mount Aitodor and on the
other by Elle Barsun, the Cape of Tempests. Man-
goup is upwards of 1000 feet high and nearly perpen-
dicular on all sides. It is called the key of the gates
of the steppes. It forms, with the great line of cliffs,
two passes, the pass of Korales and the pass of Aitodor,
both of which are strongly defended. At the latter I
- was hospitably entertained, as I mentioned in my last.
Each time the Cape of Tempests proved worthy of its
name. On this last occasion we boldly commenced
the ascent of Mangoup in spite of the heavy rain. It
was very slippery, and we had to lead our horses up
the whole way. On arriving at the summit we put
our horses into one of the Tauro-Scythian crypts and
then started off on foot to examine the position. In
the front of it, or towards the south, we found the
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facade of the ancient palace of Mangoup. Four
windows remain with sculptured ornaments, most of
which, however, have been destroyed or carried away.
They appeared to me to be Saracenic, though my
companions considered them Hebrew. We traced the
remains of an old wall with towers. I was perfectly
puzzled as to the architecture, particularly of the
palace. There were Gothic pointed arches and Nor-
man arches and Greek lintels all jumbled together.
We explored several of the crypts in the face of the
rock at the north end of Mangoup, which were very
curious. Steps cut into the solid rock led down into
a large chamber hewn out of the rock, with square
pillars left standing to support the roof, which was
about 2 feet thick. This chamber opened, like in a
cloister, into several smaller caves all round it, which
were used as sleeping apartments, each having a raised
dais of rock. The view from this point would have
been magnificent had it not been for the rain. How-
ever, we made out Old Fort and the lake of Kam-
ishlu, where we landed on the 14th September 1854.
“We have as yet had no orders relative to our em-
barkation, nor do we (the Engineers) know where we
are going to. Our transports are now taking away
the Sardinians. . . . —Yours, &c., G. GrRAHAM.”

“ SEBASTOPOL, 15tk June 1856.

“My DEAR SISTER,— . . . My principal occupation
has been riding, fishing, boating, and occasionally
shooting ; my companion is the commandant of the
place, Colonel T. Of the artillery officers down here
I see very little. . . . T. is a fine active fellow,
thorough soldier, and thorough sportsman. He has
seen an immense deal of service, been all through the
Punjab, China, Ceylon rebellion, and in everything out
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here except Alma. He was a great hunter in Ceylon
and India, a destroyer of elephants, tigers, panthers,
bears, &c.—very different sport to mere partridge-
shooting or fox-hunting. He has put me through
a course of ‘hunting literature, and I have read
‘The Old Forest Ranger,’ ‘The Hunter’s Feast,
‘ The Solitary Hunter,’ &c., till I am quite enthusiastic
for the ‘sport, and have determined to become a
« ‘hunter’ too. I mean to commence by shooting a
rascally Russian dog that comes howling under my
window every night.

“ About half-past six every morning we get up and
bathe. The water is delightful just now—not too cold
nor too hot. After breakfast I look after my men,
whom I have had hitherto making a monument for the
battle of Balaklava. Now, however, I have got them
no longer, but am on the survey. After noon we go
out for a sail, walk, or ride, as the case may be.
The other day I had a surprising visit. The original
proprietor of the house I live in presented himself to
me, and, to my surprise, I beheld a very respectable
old English farmer ! His name was Newman. On the
Crimean steppes he fed his flocks and herds—a frugal
swain. I gave him some porter, and he asked me to
go and see him at his estate, fifteen miles from Old
Fort, where we landed. He was a quiet, cautious old
gentleman, probably afraid of seeing his name in the
papers. He said he was the only English settler
about here, and that the Russian authorities had
watched him very suspiciously during the war, that
all his cattle and horses had been bought (at rather a
low valuation though) by them. He did not seem so
delighted with his house as he ought to have been, as it
is only one of three that is standing at all. I expect to

be off in a month. . . . —Yours, &c., G. GRAHAM.”
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Peace was declared in April 1856, but it was not
until the 9th of the following July that Graham said
good-bye to the Crimea. He came home in command
of troops and in charge of horses of various units on
board the s.s. Clarendon. The following letter con-
cludes the Crimean series:—

“ Off the GoLDEN HORN, 13tk July 1856.

“My DEAR SISTER,—I am now on my way to Eng-
land, though this letter will probably precede me by
a week or a fortnight. I left Sebastopol for Bala-
klava on Tuesday morning (8th July), after taking
my last bath in the harbour and my last look at it.
It never, I thought, had looked more desolate. Be-
yond the spectral-looking masts, the remains of the
Black Sea Fleet, all that was to be seen above water
was a Russian merchantman from Odessa, and in the
South Creek the Gladiator and a small Russian Gov-
ernment steamer, the Taman, disembarking furniture
for some Russian dignitaries. The French had given
over Sebastopol proper and the Malakhoff suburb the
Saturday before I left, and I had a Russian guard
near my house. The only part of the town we held
were the wharf buildings, where the Gladiator kept
a guard of Marines. The Russians were allowed to
take all the black bread out of these buildings, and
used to send over gangs of men and women for that
purpose, the women seeming to work quite as hard
as the men, looking prematurely old in consequence.
When I came to Balaklava, I found myself, to my
- surprise, under orders to embark the next day, in
charge of all the horses. The next day, therefore,
at 10 oclock in the evening, we were off I was
in company with several detachments from different
regiments, in charge of horses and a large detach-
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ment of the Land Transport Corps, altogether about
150 men, 13 officers, and 112 horses. . . . We
arrived here on Friday evening after a 42 hours’
run, 6 hours longer than usual; but the Clarendon

is a slow ship, I am sorry to say. ... We expect
to arrive in England about the 7th or 8th, but the
time may vary from the 5th to the 10th. . . . You

will be glad to hear that I have got the goat and kid
safely on board, and hope to bring them to All Saints’
House. . . . —Ever, &c., G. GragaM.”

In the Mediterranean the Clarendon encountered
a heavy gale and sprang a leak. The water ex-
tinguished the fires, and when off Cadiz the troops
were transferred in open boats, fortunately without
casualty, to the French merchant ship Constance.
Several horses were lost during the storm. The
Clarendon, after running ashore six miles to the
west of Cadiz, was got off and towed into Cadiz
harbour with nine feet of water in her hold. The
troops had to remain about a week in the Constance,
and were then transferred to H.M.S. Centaur and
landed at Portsmouth on 12th August 1856.
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CHAPTER VIIL
HOME AGAIN.

AFTER a delightful leave of absence spent amongst his
relatives, and particularly with his lately married
sister at All Saints’ in Suffolk, where we have glimpses
of him with his honours fresh upon him, playing games
with children, listening to fairy tales, singing duets
with young ladies, and generally enjoying himself, he
was sent to do duty in Scotland, and was quartered
for a time at Glasgow. The following letter relates
a meeting with Sir E. L. Bulwer-Lytton :—

318 BaTH CRESCENT, GLASGOW, 18t/ Jan. 1857.

“MY DEAR SISTER,— . . . I am going to Edin-
burgh at the end of the month, when I have three
invitations which fall due on successive nights.
One of my engagements is to dine with Sir John
MNeill. I shall be very glad to make his ac-
quaintance. The great event of the week here has
been the installation of Bulwer as Lord Rector of
the University. I was not present at that cere-
mony, where he made a splendid speech, or at the
dinner given by the civic powers on Friday. I
have, however, seen the lion more closely than I
should have done on those public occasions. Whilst
here he stopped at Possil House, the residence of &
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Sir Archibald Alison,! and on the day of the dinner
(Friday) I was asked to dine at Possil House.
Of course the host and his guest were at the civic
dinner, so that I found quite a ladies’ party.
Another officer, and a son of Sir Archibald (who
has been in the Crimea), and myself were the only
representatives of the lords of the creation.

Young Alison 2 is a remarkably nice, intelligent young
fellow. He served in the Highland Brigade in the
Crimea, and we had many notes to compare together.
In the evening a literary lady and I talked about
German literature. She produced a collection of
autographs, containing among others a letter from
Carlyle. The subject of his letter is tobacco, and
he confines himself strictly to it, requesting his friend
to send him some ‘shag.’ Indeed, except for a
few characteristic Germanisms, it is about as un-
interesting as those of Dr Johnson when he writes
for a box of pills and a dose of salts. Of the different
cliques of society here, Lady Alison’s is considered
about the first, and the literary lady is the only one
to be found in it who also mixes in the town society.
Thus I found my friend B. knew her, though he knew
no one else of the party. He was not there, you
know. As a married man he is chained to the bottom
of his well, and cannot go climbing up the pole for
sweetmeats as I and others (bears, bores, or beaux)
do. May he at least find truth and happiness
there as others similarly situated! But how about
Bulwer? you are impatiently asking. Wait a little,
as we did, and you will read. About half-past ten
o'clock in came two gentlemen. One of them I

1 The well-known historian.
2 Now General Sir Archibald Alison, G.C.B., colonel of the Seaforth

Highlanders.
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recognised at once, by his shaking hands with me,
as Sir Archibald Alison. He is a man of striking
appearance, massive nose, high forehead, and dignified,
kind expression. He speaks with a broad Scotch
accent which I like. His companion was a big, red-
faced man. No Bulwer here it seems. Presently,
however, enters by a back -door a tall thin man,
whom I recognised for the great novelist (the author
of the ‘Caxtons’), and made way for accordingly.
His eyes scarcely seemed to see me as he made his
way towards the sofa. His appearance is certainly
remarkable. You will remember how David Copper-
field, after a very convivial party with his friend
Steerforth, looks at himself in the glass and thinks
that he is all right but that his Aair is drunk.
Well, Sir Edward’s hair had precisely the same
appearance. For the rest he has a high forehead,
aquiline nose, and wears a moustache and imperial.
He seemed to me terribly tired, fairly done up,
having very bad health. The literary lady rather
bored him by reading Carlyle’s letter to him (which
is rather long for the subject). He is somewhat
deaf, and she had to bawl it into his ear. He made
no comment, but tried feebly to laugh. In answer
to an inquiry from Lady Alison he replied, in a very
melancholy tone, that he always burnt his letters and
would have burnt that one. I heard nothing more
from him, and as it was getting late we took our
leave. I will do so with you too. . . . —Ever, &c.,
“@. GraHAM.”

From Scotland he was ordered in April 1857 to
Aldershot, where he was for a time acting-adjutant.
He used frequently to ride over from Aldershot on
Sundays to attend divine service at Eversley church,
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for Charles Kingsley, the rector, gave a warm wel-
come to military officers from the camp. Kingsley,
already a favourite author with Graham, and a friend
of Mrs Durrant, had been allowed to read one of
his Crimean letters to her, and had expressed a
high opinion of his descriptive power. So the two
men soon became friends.

For his services in the Crimea Graham had been
twice mentioned in despatches (see ¢ London Gazette,’
21st December 1855 and 15th February 1856), and
had received the war medal with three clasps (Alma,
Inkerman, and Sebastopol), the Turkish medal, the
fifth class of the Turkish order of the Medjidie, and
the fifth class of the French Legion of Honour. He
was now to receive the most coveted of all distinctions
—the Victoria Cross.

During the Crimean war a want had been felt
by the Queen and Prince Albert of some reward for
conspicuous bravery on the part of junior officers
and of all ranks below them in the army and in the
navy. For senior officers of both services the mili-
tary division of the Order of the Bath was available,
but the statutes of the order limited its distribution
to them only. The Queen therefore instituted, for
junior officers of the army and navy and for all
ranks below them, a new distinction—the Victoria
Cross—by Royal Warrant of the 29th January 1856.
The Cross, in the words of the Royal Warrant,
was to be highly prized and eagerly sought
after,” and to be awarded for some signal act of
valour, or of devotion to country, performed in the
presence of the enemy. The Prince Consort, who
took the greatest interest in the decoration, designed
the insignia, and the inauguration took place in Hyde
Park on Friday, the 26th June 1857. Lieutenant
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Graham—for he quitted the Crimea still a subaltern
—had been awarded the Victoria Cross on the 24th
February 1857, a few weeks after its institution, for
“ Determined gallantry at the head of a ladder party
at the assault of the Redan on the 18th June 1855,
and for devoted heroism in sallying out of the
trenches on numerous occasions and bringing in
wounded officers and men.”

The ceremony of inauguration in the presence of
representative forces of the army and navy, assembled
in Hyde Park, was a magnificent spectacle. The
Queen, mounted and in a scarlet jacket, accom-
panied by Prince Albert, Prince Frederick William
of Prussia (afterwards German Emperor), with the
Prince of Wales and Prince Alfred, afterwards Duke
of Edinburgh and of Saxe - Coburg - Gotha, and at-
tended by a brilliant suite, personally decorated sixty-
two officers, warrant officers, non-commissioned officers,
and men with the cross, with her own hand pinning
it on the breast of each recipient. The band of heroes
then formed line facing her Majesty and her suite, and
the headquarters staff and the troops marched past
between them. Graham wrote the following letter to
his father after it was over :—

“CaMP ALDERsHOT, 30tk June 1857.

“MY DEAR FATHER,— . . . We were formed in line
and then advanced singly to the Queen, who remained
on horseback. She pinned on the medal (cross) with
her own hand to our coats. She stuck the pin fairly
%nto me, so that I keenly realised my momentary
interview with Royalty! .. . —Ever, &c.,

“G. GRAHAM.”

. There is little to relate of Graham’s life at Aldershot.
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There are some jottings in a note-book in the spring
and summer of 1858, which tell of military duties and
field-days, inspections by the General and by the Com-
mander-in-Chief, interspersed with Sunday visits to
Eversley and week-day visits to London, with notes
of books he was reading. He mentions H. Wallis’s
picture in the Royal Academy Exhibition of that
year, the subject of which was a quotation from
Carlyle’s ¢ Sartor Resartus,’ referring to the toil-
worn craftsman,” whom he apostrophises — “ Thou
wert our Conseript on whom the lot fell, and fighting
our battle wert so marred,” &c. Graham notes it as
‘“ wonderful—a dead workman with a blue lake in the-
background” ; he sees “ Faust ” at the Princess’s, but
thinks the performance very poor ; he is present at the
opening of her Majesty’s Theatre, hears Tietjens in
“Figaro,” and sees Taglione dance; at the Turner
Exhibition he is struck with “The Parting of Hero
and Leander,” which he calls a glorious picture ;
Albert Smith he regards as an impertinent mounte-
bank ! He reads MacDougall on Tactics, Ludlow’s
‘History of India,” ‘The Virginians, ‘The Bible in
Spain,’ &c.; and he goes to balls and dances, and
gets up a party at the Star and Garter at Richmond
in return for hospitalities received.

This round of duty and pleasure is suddenly broken
in upon by orders to hold himself in readiness for
service in India, and he has to bethink him of varicose
veins that have troubled him, and to undergo at
St George’s Hospital a troublesome operation before
he goes abroad, which confines him for a time to his
room. Then ‘good-bye” to Aldershot; a Sunday in
London, when he goes to hear Frederick Maurice at
Lincoln’s Inn Chapel; a hurried visit to his sister
and mother in Suffolk, and to Eden Brows to see
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his father, whom he finds failing fast (he died soon
after); then, amid loud cheering and farewells, on
the morning of the 7th August 1858, he marches
off a draft from Chatham and embarks at Gravesend
in a sailing transport for Calcutta.

The voyage round the Cape was a very tedious,
and, owing to contrary winds, a very long one : during
the latter part of it provisions and water ran short,
and all on board were placed upon half rations. Cal-
cutta was reached just before Christmas day, and in
January 1859 Graham went up to Lucknow and took
over the command of the 23rd Company of Royal
Engineers. He had been promoted to be captain on
the 28th October 1858.

The war of the Indian Mutiny was practically
over, and there was nothing to be done but the
ordinary routine work of an Indian station. When
the Indian Mutiny began in May 1857, British re-
lations with China were in a strained condition, and
the troops destined for an expedition against that
country were stopped at Singapore on their way out
and hurried to Calcutta. Since then much had
happened, and Canton was now occupied by British
troops. The 23rd Company of Royal Engineers had
done good service in the Mutiny war, and, being
no longer required in India, was ordered in the
autumn of 1859 to Canton. On the 25th October
1859 Graham left India with his Company and ar-
rived at Canton in November. On the 22nd of
that month he was promoted to a brevet majority
for his Crimean services.
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CHAPTER IX.
CHINA CAMPAIGN, 1860.

It will not be out of place here to state shortly how
it came about that British troops were in garrison
at Canton, and what were the causes of the war with
China in 1860, in which Graham took part.

As early as 1856 difficulties which had occurred
with the Chinese local government at Canton came
to a head with the lorcha Arrow incident, and the
British admiral took action that led to our second
war with China. Canton was captured by an Anglo-
French force in December 1857, the Ta-ku forts at
* the mouth of the Pei-ho river were taken in May
1858, and the Chinese Government forced by Lord
Elgin and Baron Gros to conclude the treaty of
Tien-tsin at the end of the following month. This
treaty provided for British and French Residents at
Pekin; but, on the urgent representations of the
Chinese Government, in order to avoid embarrassing
them in the face of the Tai-ping rebellion, it was
decided to allow this provision of the treaty to re- .:
main in abeyance until the exchange of the ratifi-'
cations, which was to take place in Pekm in- the
following year.

In 1859 the Hon. Frederick Bruce, brother of Lord
Elgin, and British Plenipotentiary to China, on his
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way by water to Pekin to exchange the ratifications
of the treaty, found his progress barred by obstruc-
tions at the mouth of the Pei-ho, and the guns of the
Ta-ku forts loaded and run out to prevent him entering
the river. Admiral Sir James Hope endeavoured to
force a passage, but was unsuccessful, and lost three
gun-boats and over 300 men. Thereupon Mr Bruce
withdrew to await instructions.

England and France decided upon a joint expedition
to support their special representatives, Lord Elgin
and Baron Gros, who were again sent to China in 1860
with an ultimatum demanding the ratification of the
treaty of Tien-tsin and an indemnity for the insult to
the envoys in the previous year. These demands were
categorically refused. It was then decided to land
the British and French military forces under the
command respectively of Generals Sir Hope Grant
and de Montauban at the mouth of the Pei-ho
river, and, after capturing the Ta-ku forts, to march
on Pekin.

The British army was assembled at Kow-loon, op-
posite Hong-Kong island, and Major Gerald Graham,
V.C., in command of the 23rd Company R.E., joined
it there from Canton in the spring of 1860. Early in
June he sailed with the Company for Talien-wan Bay,
near the Gulf of Pe-chi-li, a place we have heard a
great deal aboup lately as forming with Port Arthur
part of the Russian leasehold estate in China. This
bay had been selected as an advanced base for the
British army and fleet to work from, while the French
chose Chi-fu. On arrival at Talien-wan the ships were
dispersed in four different smaller bays: Graham’s
Company was landed with the rest of the troops, and
was kept busily employed in the construction of in-
trenchments, reservoirs, and other engineering works.
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Graham’s diary, or such of it as has been found,
commences on the 7th July at Odin Bay, one of the
smaller bays of Talien-wan Bay. His Company was
in the 2nd Division of the army, commanded by
Major-General Sir Robert Napier (afterwards Field-
Marshal Lord Napier of Magdala).

“July 7, Saturday, 1860, Odin Bay.—At 5 A.M
rode over to Bustard Bay. The working party had
been reduced from 100 to 50. This I immediately
got altered, and organised the carrying party in gangs
like navvies. Saw the Admiral (Jones),! who wishes
me to look out for a site for a pier, &c. He evidently
considers the reservoir of immense importance, and
has set his Flag-captain at work finding levels and
distances for troughing, &c. I got back to camp
about 2 P.M., leaving Hoile? to follow with a pack-
pony. I found our little Colonel ® busy laying out
intrenchments for a depot. He seems to have
chosen the ground very well, but it is rather ex-
tended for 600 men, who are to constitute the
garrison. However, the enemy will not be very
formidable. Whilst going round with the colonel
I suddenly became sick. . . .

“July 8, Sunday.—1 was unable to attend the
Colonel, who took Hime* with him to lay out these
intrenchments. He (Mann) seems to think the reser-
voir only a naval business, though I believe it is of
much greater public—and certainly of more immediate

1 Admiral Sir Lewis T. Jones, K.C.B., then Rear-Admiral, Second i’
Command of the Squadron.
? Assistant-Surgeon Edmond Hoile, attached to the Royal Engmeera

8 Lieut.-Colonel Gother Frederick Mann, Commanding Royal Engineers,
afterwards Major-General and C.B., who died in 1881.

4 Lieutenant Frederick Hime, Royal Engineers, now a Retired Major-
General,
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—importance than these lines. But every one to his
hobby.

“July 9, Monday. — Set the men to work, the
sailors pumping the water into a tank-ship. At
7.30 I started in an Odin boat under a very small
naval cadet, who had been bitten by our monkey,
and was ambitious to become a Guardsman! Ar-
rived at Odin Bay, I did a deal of intrenching
with little Mann, and returned to Bustard Bay at
6 p.M. Chatted about the trenches, &c., with old
MacMahon.! Lord Elgin arrived to-day. No salute
was fired !

“July 10, Tuesday. — Saw Corbett,? who wishes
the dam originally proposed to be made across the
reservoir, as my tank does not supply above 20
tons a-day. I did some levelling, but find it im-
possible to run the water down except into the
tank, which is now 10 feet deep. I am afraid that
with the high spring-tides the salt water may get
in. I will make that dam if I can get enough
casks. Went on board the Scout to see Corbett
about the casks, but he could not promise me any.
Saw Harrison 3 there, who seems well taken care of,
but does not look very well. Went on board the
_ flagship, and the Admiral promised me some casks. I
then proceeded to Odin Bay, looked round the works
on horseback, and returned to Bustard Bay about 6.30
P.M., having collected about 40 casks. Heard that the
commander and mate of the Leven gunboat had been
shot by a Marine.

! Colonel Patrick William MacMahon, C.B., Commanding the 44th
Regiment.

2 Captain John Corbett, R.N., Commanding H.M.S. Scout, afterwards
Vice-Admiral and C.B.

3 Lieutenant Richard Harrison, Royal Engineers, now General, K.C.B.,
and C.M.G., Inspector-General of Fortifications.

K
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“July 11, Wednesday.—Got 200 men of the 44th at
5 o'clock this morning, and set them to work at this
dam. I perceive, however, that the water is growing
foul and full of weed, no doubt from the cattle being
allowed to run about it. Went to Odin Bay and rode
round the intrenchments: 150 Europeans and 150
coolies are employed, not half enough. Saw Brabazon,’
who is making an extensive survey. He asserts that
he saw Kin-chow, a large fortified town in the Gulf of
Pe-chi-li; and that he made a charge on some * braves,’
who bravely ran away, leaving a spear of some sort as
a trophy. Since this the whole town is said to have
been evacuated.

“July 12, Thursday.—A. heavy swell on, rolling the
ships about in a way that must discompose Harrison
on board the Scout. Showed Clements? the works.
The dam is getting on capitally. I shall only want 50
men for it this afternoon; the remaining 150 may be
employed at the pier. Rode over the works at Odin
Bay, looking for water, &c.; called on the Brigadier
and complained of the slaughter-ground being too
near my camp. I hear a report that two fellows have
been drowned, one of them Gordon ? of the Madras
Engineers.

“July 13, Friday.—It appears true that Gordon is
drowned. The other fellow was Lumsden,* Deputy
Assistant Quartermaster-General to the 2nd Division,
but he saved himself by swimming six hours (from
8 P.M. to 2 A.M.), getting ashore on the opposite side
of the bay, and then paddling himself over in a
sampan. Hard work for one’s life! This was told

1 Captain Luke Brabazon, Royal Artillery, Deputy Assistant Quarter-
master-General, treacherously captured and murdered by the Chinese.
2 Lieutenant (now Colonel) Frederick W. R. Clements, R.E. (retired).

8 Lieutenant Henry J. G. Gordon, Madras Engineers.
4 Now General Sir Peter Stark Lumsden, G.C.B,, C.8.1.
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me by Brigadier Pattle! whilst waiting for Lord
Elgin, who was coming with Sir Hope Grant and the
French General to see our Cavalry and Armstrong
guns. They were expected at 11 A.M., but arrived
about 1 .M. Lord Elgin, a little fat man with white
hair and smooth face. I went round with the Staff,
saw practice with Armstrong guns, afterwards tent-
pegging, tilting, &ec. . . .

“July 14, Saturday.—Rode over to Bustard Bay.
Found the dam finished and acting capitally, the
water having risen about a foot inside it; that on
the other side, where the cattle water, is very bad—
quite offensive. I took steps to have it purified and
returned. I am reading daily a little of ‘Frederick
the Great.’

“July 15, Sunday.—Service at 6 A.M. Rode to
Hand Bay with Hime. Saw Stewart, Filgate, Foord,
Trail, Dakeyne, and Swanston of the Madras En-
gineers and Sappers and Miners. Harrison and Cle-
ments also there, having walked over, although the
former is scarcely recovered. Returned by way of
Bustard Bay. Very bad road. Here I found Captains
Corbett and M‘Guire,2 who told me that my pier was
not wanted, because the wind had been blowing south-
west for the last two days. I accordingly ordered the
whole detachment to be brought in to-morrow. .

“July 16, Monday. — Last night we had a tre-
mendous storm of rain with lightning, wetting every-
thing in our tent. The detachment came in at 1 P.M.,
having waited to dry their tents, one of which was
blown down by the storm last night. Heard that
poor Gordon of Madras Engineers had had foul play,
being forced to leave the boat by sailors.

! Colonel Thomas Pattle, C.B., 1st King’s Dragoon Guards.
% Captain Rochfort M‘Guire, R.N., Commanding H.M.8. Chesapeake.
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“July 17, Tuesday.—Harrison went over to Hand
Bay to attend Gordon’s sale and see athletic games.
A number of Madras Sappers and Sikhs entered for
the foot-races, but not one came in before the Eng-
lish soldiers. I remember a race in the Crimea
with Piedmontese soldiers, who, like these natives,
were all far behind our men. The General came
over to see our lines. . . . Sir Hope Grant cer-
tainly seemed to take much more interest in the
Cavalry and Artillery horses than in our lines, and
no wonder! .

“July 20, Friday. — Yesterday our stores were
shifted to the Imperatrice, and to-day I found the
latter had gone when I wanted to get on board and
ascertain about transport for our horses. The Chinese
bring in to our market lots of bullocks, sheep, some
poultry and eggs, also apricots and fish. This afternoon
I rode out over the hills to the north side, and came
into a pretty fertile valley, with villages running away
to the sea-coast. Tried to bargain for a mule, which
the proprietor, an old bearded Chinaman, wanted
60 dollars for. A crowd collected around us and took
a great interest in my appearance.

‘““Some days ago Probyn,! with a lot of his Sikhs,
paid a visit to an old mandarin, about 10 or 12
miles off. This old fellow, imagining him to be
the General, returned the visit in a pony-carriage.
I did not see him, but am told that he was anxious
to know when we were going, in order that he may
report to the Emperor that he has driven away the
barbarians !

“ July 21, Saturday.—Rode over to Hand Bay and
saw Napier. He could give me no definite informa-

! Now General the Right Hon. Sir Dighton Macnaghten Probyn, V.C,,
G.C.V.0,, K.C.B., K.C8.1,, Keeper of the King’s Privy Purse.
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tion of our embarking, but Lumsden (the hero of
the drowning adventure) told me that we should be
30 officers (accommodation is for 121!), 280 of 44th,
&c. I lunched with the Madras Engineers, after
which I rode off into the country with Foord,! who
was mounted on a Chinese pony. Trail? intended to
have accompanied us on a mule with a Tatar saddle,
but, unfortunately, was kicked off at starting. After
riding about 4 miles through various villages, we got
hold of an old fellow, who pulled out a paper, to which
he seemed to attach great importance, being probably
his diploma as mayor of the village. After long bar-
gaining I bought a mare for $47.

“July 23, Monday. — Cavalry and Artillery, the
latter first, were all to embark to-day. Saw Ross?
and Mackenzie* about my horses, but they can give
me no definite information. The other day a General
Order appeared sanctioning our purchasing baggage
animals, and of course all who could bought some.
Now the Admiral declares he can’t find transport
for them. . . . I saw the Commander of the Hesper,
who will take us on board at 10 A.M. to-morrow and
convey us to the Imperatrice.

“July 24, Tuesday.—Commenced sending off Park
at 9.30 A.M., finally embarked at noon. Harrison went
off with the horses and donkeys at 6 A.M. When we
got to the Imperatrice I found there very little room
for the horses and no accommodation at all. Actually
the Captain (Sharp) told me that the Flag - captain

! Lieutenant M. Foord, Madras Infantry, attached to K Company
Madras Sappers.

2 Lieutenant (afterwards Colonel) David Henry Trail, Royal (late
Madras) Engineers, who died in 1892.

8 Colonel Robert Lockhart Ross, C.B., Assistant Quartermaster-General,

¢ Colonel Kenneth DNouglas Mackenzie, C.B., Deputy Quartermaster-
General.
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(Willes)! had told him to take no horses. Such are
our naval arrangements. They put Divisional and
Brigade Staff and Royal Engineers in a ship which is
to take no horses. However, Sharp took them to the
number of 22 on his own responsibility, as he states.
Then it was found that more troops were sent than
the ship would hold, if they were to take the coolies
as before. Accordingly the latter were sent away,
after a long discussion with Captain John Borlase,
R.N.,, of H.M.S. Pearl. Splendid saloon; capital
dinner, and very fair cabin accommodation.

“July 25, Wednesday. — Bathed over the side.
Read a little about batteries to refresh my memory.
Played a little at chess. Reading ‘Adam Bede.

“July 26, Thursday, Gulf of Pe-chi-li, s.s. Impera-
trice.—Steamed off this morning about 6.30 A.M. with
the Miles Barton in tow. The wind being fair, we cast
off our tow-rope as soon as clear of the Bay of Talien-
wan. We are sailing in six lines, and the number
of ships under sail makes a splendid sight, sufficiently
terrifying for the Celestials. I have had a talk with
the General, who says that we are all to land on the
north of the Peh-tang, so that there will be two
rivers to pass and probably under fire! Got our
scaling-ladders out and tested them by jumping on
the rounds, &c. Found them all sound. Part of
the French fleet seen hull down on our left, all in
tow of steamers, so that they will probably get to
the rendezvous first. General Napier gave me his
report on the siege of Lucknow to read. I was
struck by the fact that in all that great siege not
a single officer or man of the Royal or Bengal

! Admiral Sir George Ommanney Willes, G.C.B., then Flag-captain to
Sir James Hope, and Commanding the Imperieuse frigate. He died on
the 18th February 1901.
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Engineers was killed, except those blown up by
accident; 13 men of the 24th Native Pioneers were
killed—* looting,” Harrison says.

“July 27, Friday.—We ‘were very near a collision
with the Athlete this morning. About 5 A.M. we
got orders to proceed at full speed to the rendezvous.
At this time there was a light fair breeze, and about
70 ships in sight under full sail. The French had
run by us in the night, and only two of them, towed
by a steamer, to be seen. A beautiful day, and
towards one o’clock we had passed every ship when
a junk came quietly towards us, passing quite close.
This seems cool, and shows considerable confidence
on their part. The wind fell towards sundown, and
at 10 o'clock there was a calm, so that we felt
afraid our ships might not get to the rendezvous
for some time.

“July 28.—Awoke at 6 o'clock to find ourselves at
the rendezvous and a fair breeze blowing, promising
to bring on the other ships speedily, and indeed the
masts of some of them were already to be seen on
the horizon. Towards 11 o’clock they came in thickly
—a beautiful sight; the French are away to the
south of us. Wirgman, the artist for the Illustrated
London News,” is on board, but I never see him at
work.  This afternoon about 5 o'clock a gunboat
came alongside with General Michel,! who hailed
us and called for Sir Robert Napier to proceed on
board the Grenada. This is, we suppose, for a council
of war. Lumsden accompanied the general.

“July 29, Sunday.—This morning Lumsden told
me that the 1st Division land on Tuesday, 2nd on
Wednesday, on the south side of the Peh-tang forts.

1 Field-Marshal the Right Hon. Sir John Michel, G.C.B., Colonel of the
Royal Irish Rifles. Died in 1886.
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A brigade will land and take the forts on the
north side. As the ships can’t come much within
13 miles of the coast, it will be a long business.

I hear that Fisher! has examined the rear
of the Pei-ho forts, the Americans having given him
the protection of their flag! It appears that we are
waiting for the gunboats which were left to tow the
20 junks—a curious arrangement, as, of course, the
gunboats would be first wanted, and there were all
the steamers towing nothing. However, they arrived
this afternoon, and immediately the 1st Division was
ordered to proceed.

“July 30, Monday.—The 1st Division did not
move yesterday, the wind being strong and the
order late.

“11 A.M.—The whole of us are moving slowly on
together in what may be meant for a line, but
appears a jumble,

“What a wonderful knowledge of character is
shown by the author of ‘ Adam Bede’'—real genius.
Comparisons might be made between Hetty and Mrs
Gaskell's Ruth, two totally different characters, but
both influenced by deep shame.

“July 81, Tuesday.—The 1st Division not going
to disembark to-day. The Admiral? is said to op-
pose. . . .

“Aug. 1, Wednesday. — Dull rainy morning, and
up to 8 o'clock no appearance of anything being
intended to-day. By this time, however, gunboats
are observed to be getting up steam ; little despatch
steamers rush feverishly about, paddle-box boats are

1 Colonel Arthur & Court Fisher, C.B., R.E,, then a Captain. He died

in 1879.
3 Vice-Admiral Sir James Hope, G.C.B., Commanding the Squadron,
afterwards Admiral of the Fleet. He died in 1881.
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got out, and by nine o’clock it is certain that to-day
will see the first event of the campaign, the dis-
embarkation of the 1st Division at the Peh-tang.
We watch the men getting into the boats in their
greatcoats, for it rains; then gunboats pass with a
lot of boats in tow. It is quite fine about 11 o'clock,
and now we see the French gunboats and small
steamers with an astonishing number of boats and
junks in tow. They make their navy do much more
work than we do, for our gunboats did not tow any-
thing like the French. There were all the French
officers in full dress, looking very smart, guns,
Shang-hai ponies, mules with pack-saddles on, &c.—
everything complete. I doubt if our arrangements
are so good. . . .

“About noon I went up with some others to
the mast-head, whence we could see the land very
well—a low coast with a few trees and houses. The
forts were very distinct ; those of the Pei-ho look like
five detached mounds or bastions. All the afternoon
we watched the fleet of boats growing smaller and
smaller till the Admiral’s boat, the Coromandel, was
hull down (about 9 miles off), and, we conjectured,
close to the forts. Still not a shot had been fired,
nor was there, that we could see, the whole day.
About 6 o'clock a very heavy shower came on which
must have wetted the 1st Division, and at 7 o’clock
we sat down to a capital dinner, with a selfish feeling
of congratulation and a sense of being revenged on
our friends for going before us. Greathed,! who went
with the Commander-in-Chief, has not yet returned
to report.

1 Major-General William Wilberforce Harris Greathed, C.B., Royal
(late Bengal) Engineers, then a Captain and Aide-de-Camp to Sir Robert
Napier. He died in 1878.
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“Aug. 2, Thursday.—Hot day, varied with thunder-
showers. Heard that the troops only landed this
morning about two o'clock at high water, owing
to the delay in getting away yesterday. After all,
we have only landed the 2nd Brigade and about
8 guns, when I am sure we might have landed the
whole 1st Division. . . . Heard that our gunboats
fired four or five guns at the forts but got no reply,
and when we landed the Chinese retired. I also
hear that the instructions to the gunboats were
‘not to fire unless fired at’ The 1st Brigade is to
land to-night.

“Aug. 3, Friday.—From 5 to 8.30 this morning a
noise was heard like the slow, steady firing of distant
artillery. Dillon ! went aloft about 8 o’clock but saw
and heard nothing, and came down with a theory that
the noise came from the coal-bunkers. This hypothesis
was upset by a gunboat coming alongside us about
noon with Williams,? Deputy Assistant Quartermaster-
General, bringing orders to prepare for disembarkation
immediately after the Cavalry. Lumsden, our Deputy
Assistant Quartermaster-General, went on board and
saw Williams, who told him that early this morning
we had thrown out a strong reconnoitring party of
about 2000 (French and English), who were attacked
by a mass of Tatar Horse, with whom the whole
force had been engaged ever since. The French
guns (Napoleon ones) were pop-guns. Greathed is
wounded.

“Aug. 4, Saturday.—The General and his Staff went
away in a gunboat this morning. Greathed came in to
breakfast, slightly lame, having been struck by a spent

1 General Sir Martin Dillon, K.C.B,, C.8.1., Colonel of the West York-
shire Regiment.
2 Colonel Richard Llewellyn Williams, 1st Royals.
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gingal-bullet. It appears that we drove the enemy
out of their first position within 1100 yards of their
second, which we did not attempt to force. Pritchard,!
who came on board in the afternoon, tells us that the
road to the Pei-ho is a raised one about 12 feet wide,
with deep mud on either side, and the Tatars hold an
intrenched position on the road, about 5 miles from
Peh-tang. The town he describes as disgustingly
dirty, and the French are behaving infamously to the
inhabitants. I do not think we lose much by being on
board ship instead of ashore, as we should be idle in
either place, and here we are at least comfortable. I
believe nothing will be done until the 2nd Division
lands, when we shall all advance on that intrenched
camp—an ugly place to take if only approached by
this 12-foot road !

“Aug. 5, Sunday again!— Very wet morning.
Those ashore can now collect rain water, as the rest
they get is brackish. Mail arrived to-day, but I got
no letters. I hear the Admiral (Sir James Hope)
is a terribly hard-working man, writes everything
himself. . .

“ Reading an account of the war of 1840 and 1841.
The Chinese appear to have improved amazingly since
then, at least in gunnery.

“ Aug. 6, Monday.—Govan’s 2 Battery and the 67th
Regiment appear to be disembarking, so, I suppose,
our turn will come soon. Very hot day. About
8.30 P.M. a gunboat dropped anchor near us with-
out speaking to us. Poor old Reeves? (99th, and
Brigadier) tumbled down a hatchway to-day and
dislocated his arm.

! Lieut.-General Gordon Douglas Pritchard, C.B., R.E.
2 Major-General Charles Maitland Govan, Royal Artillery (retired).
3 Major-General Marmaduke Reeves, C.B.
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“ Aug. 7, Tuesday.—Our orders have come at last
in the shape of some Quartermaster-General’s memo-
randa brought by the Flamer gunboat at 7 o’clock this
morning to land the Royal Engineers, &c., from the
Imperatrice. The ‘et cetera’ was supposed to include
the 44th and the two Brigadier-Generals, but poor old
Reeves was not able to land, and Jephson! refused to
acknowledge himself an ‘et cetera,” so both were left
behind. We did not get off till about 2 .M., and took
nearly four hours getting into Peh-tang. We saw
nothing in approaching but the low line of mud bank,
stretching from the Peh-tang to the south, where it
terminated with the five high cavaliers of the Pei-ho.
Coming nearer, we saw the north bank of the Peh-tang
and above it, strewn with the carcasses of dead bullocks,
horses, &c., that had been flung overboard and washed
ashore: the odour borne on the breeze was but a
slight foretaste of Peh-tang itself. The scene on land-
ing defies description. The banks of the river are one
mass of filth and offal, behind which are mud cottages
and narrow streets in which a sanitary commissioner
might find plenty of work. Now the narrow street
alongside the banks of filth is crowded with a strug-
gling mass of soldiers, coolies, guns, horses, kicking
mules, stores of all descriptions, &c., &c., forming a
babel of confusion, which, with the accompanying
smells, far surpasses all I remember of Balaklava.
But, after all, it is a healthy confusion, an energetic
struggle with circumstances to get things right, which
must ultimately succeed, and I was quite satisfied
about 8 ».M., when I was shown two courtyards full of
dirt, litter, broken furniture, &c., and quarters for my-
self and Company. We soon cleared the place out, the
men lit a fire and made tea whilst we took our grub

! Major-General Stanhope William Jephson, C.B.
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over to the other R.E.’s quarters, made a fair dinner,
played Van Jahn, and went to bed.

“Aug. 8, Wednesday. — Was awakened from a
pretty sound sleep by flies attacking me at daylight.
Found that Hime and I had been sleeping very near
a dead cat, a bit of putrid meat, and other horrors
without being disturbed. Got up, saw about stores,
water, &c., then walked through the French quarters
to the fort. The General lives in one cavalier, some
French Spahis in another, Fane’s Horse below. The
Chinese build capital forts. Mud, covered with a sort
of dung plaster, seems to stand at any slope, and they
are capitally drained with brick laid in cement. I could
make out nothing of the country—all a dead level
Breakfasted and found Deane had got a capital room
for me and made everything very neat and comfortable
with Chinese arm-chairs, tables, mats, washing-stands,
&c. I believe our quarter is one of the best in the
town. It was given up by the commissariat for us.
Got orders in the afternoon for our advance on the
Tatars on Friday. Cavalry, Armstrong guns, Royals,
and 31st. 'We are to be in reserve.

“Aug. 9, Thursday.—Making arrangements, such as
drawing rations, filling powder-bags, &c., for our move
to-morrow. Pritchard went out with a reconnaissance
this morning when they turned the Tatars’ camp at
1000 yards, and his report as to ground, water, &c., is
favourable. At 11 a.M. I heard we are not to go to-
morrow, a report afterwards confirmed, they say because
the French are not prepared. Very heavy rain in the
afternoon, converting the streets into filthy sewers
knee-deep in slush. Mann gave me orders this evening
for a working party to-morrow to mend the roads, &ec.

“ Aug. 10, Friday.—Raining again. The working
party parades at 9 A.M. I rode out about 10 o'cloc

bt
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along the filthy main street that divides us from the
French, past the picket at the gate on the raised road
to Tien-tsin. About a mile beyond the gate we are
making a little ramp with fascines taken off the houses,
so that the Artillery, &c., may at this point move oft
the crowded road and spread over the mud which is
quite firm enough to bear. Indeed, I see now that
this is a capital country for cavalry, and that we shall
have very little difficulty in taking the intrenched
position of the Tatars, if it really be intrenched.
Grant says we shall take the whole of the Tatar
cavalry prisoners if we can occupy the one bridge
across the Pei-ho before them. We don’t start to-
mMorrow.

“Aug. 11, Saturday.—Started off again on my little
mare with the Colonel early, to see what more could be
done.” Sent out working party again. Hime’s horse
broke loose and made a bobbery last night, but curi-
ously enough did not touch my mare. Rode out again
to see the road, which will do well enough if it does
not rain heavily. Got orders in the afternoon for the
march. We follow the Buffs and make a flank march.
Parade at 4 A.M. to-morrow.”
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CHAPTER X.
CHINA CAMPAIGN—continued.

“Aug. 12, Sunday. Attack of Sin-ho.—Awoke 3.30
AM. No coolies arrived, did not get them till 4—time
of parade. Got off at 5 after great struggling and
confusion of coolies. Our column (2nd Division)
moved slowly on, along Stewart’s road, over the
causeway on to the mud. Here the guns began to
stick, and limbers and guns were taken away separ-
ately, while the Infantry struggled on up to' their
ankles in thick mud, my men carrying tools (heavy
work). Occasional halts for the guns, and one long halt
on coming near the enemy at 9 A.M. We were then
on a fine green plain rising slightly to the front, and
on the ridge enemy’s Cavalry, waggons, &c., were seen
moving to our left and towards a large fort with long,
turreted, mud walls. Against this the 1st Division
were advancing in a long column along the causeway.
Again we advanced about a mile and a half, when we
appeared about 800 yards from the Tatar Cavalry.
Here the Armstrong guns (Milward’s ! Battery) opened
fire, making excellent practice among the Tatar cava-
liers, who scampered away as the shell fell among them,
giving a very weak fire in return, only one gingal-

1 Colonel Thomas Walter Milward, C.B., A.D.C,, Royal Artillery.
Died in 1874.

W
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ball (that I saw) falling near the battery. The 2nd
Division Artillery were now engaged with the fort—
far away on our left. Now the Tatars seemed to
threaten our left flank, and I saw Probyn scampering
after them. Soon a lot of them appeared in our rear,
and about this time, I suppose, they made their charge
on Stirling’s ! guns, when M‘Gregor, of Probyn’s Horse,
charged them with 30 men, and got wounded in three
places. I saw the 2nd Brigade (2nd Division) forming
squares, and the Tatars standing stock-still looking at
them under a heavy fire. I am told they carried off
all their wounded. Our Brigade was now threatened
on the left—that is, about 200 Tatars came in skir-
mishing order and looked at us, while we deployed
and blazed away at them for about ten minutes (my
company on the left of the Buffs), after which they
appeared to have satisfied their curiosity. I am glad
we did not kill many. The first corpse I saw was of a
fine young man armed with a bow and arrows. Bows
and arrows against Enfield rifles and Armstrong guns!!
I know nothing more of the fighting, as we then
advanced into the Tatar camp without opposition.
Heavy work for our men. I slept in the open air; the
dew was very heavy, and I found myself this (4ug. 18,
Monday) morning with a slight cold and sore throat.
. . . Rode over to the village with some men to build
a bridge. Harrison is sent to Peh-tang for stores.
Moved our camp in the afternoon to the banks of the
Pei-ho, a muddy, red-coloured, rapid stream. . . . Felt
very seedy and tired with cold and fever. However,
I had scarcely turned in when Mann awoke me to
go with a party of 100 of the Royals to support an
attack by French and English boats on some junks,
lying about a mile and a half farther down (s.e.,
1 Lieut.-General Sir William Stirling, K.C.B., R.A.



CAPTURE OF TANG-KU. 161

nearer the forts) on the opposite banks of the river.
Well, I led the party out with considerable pre-
caution, throwing out skirmishers and halting to
reconnoitre occasionally, till after wading through a
ditch we got to the place, having taken one prisoner
(a poor boatman) on the road. About 1 A.M. a boat
passed us and went silently away again. An hour
afterwards it came again, followed by some others.
These we found to be the French boats (four Chinese
pattern, manned by 20 men, and commanded by
Lieutenant Brown). After an hour (about 3 a.m.),
our boats not arriving, the French went away. I
went to find Mann and know what to do. However,
I lost my way on the wide plain and spent a dis-
agreeable hour or more wandering, sometimes knee-
deep in mud, and pursued by imaginary Tatars. Got
back to camp about 4.30 A.mM.

“ Aug. 14, Tuesday. Capture of Tang-ku Fort.—I
never felt seedier than on the morning of this day
of deeds (?). Half dead with fatigue, suffering from
severe cold and fever, I was, nevertheless, in the
saddle by six o'clock on the plain before our camp,
where the Sapper storming party was mustering
under Fisher, with ladders, pontoons, powder-bags,
&c. On our left, and in advance of us, the Artillery
and our columns of Infantry were drawn up; beyond
them the French — a splendid sight. The Rifles
(60th) were potting at a small earthwork on the
other side which fired an occasional shot. The south
forts fired occasionally, now pitching half- way into
the river, and next shot going over our heads. The
Chinese firing seems quite chance—the only good shot
I saw was among the Rifles, though it wounded none.
At last the 60th ran across the open in skirmishing
order, occupied the small trench made by Mann (at

L
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500 yards) last night, and opened a fire on the fort.
Now the Artillery, who had advanced in line within
about 1000 yards of the fort, opened fire. It was a
beautiful sight, but not much of a fight, the poor
Chinese firing away with great pluck and persever-
ance, but very irregularly, and without the slightest
effect. They only answered us with about six guns,
as far as I could see. Every embrasure or gun of
theirs was picked out and made a mark of concen-
trated and unerring artillery. I watched one Chinese
gun where there was a perfect breach of the parapet
from the heavy fire on it, and noticed a Tatar coolie
loading, and then running to the rear till another
fired ; this until he totally disappeared, and the gun
was silenced. All their fire was soon silenced, and,
as our guns continued advancing up to 400 yards,
our Rifles crept round their left flank by the riverside
to find the fort deserted. We got in about half an
hour before the French, who had to make a bridge,
by which they certainly got in their guns first, and then
immediately ‘boned’ all the Chinese guns. This fort
is of great extent, nearly a mile in diameter, and after
passing through it, our troops (who kept pouring in
rapidly from the rear) found another larger and stronger
fort before them, before which the Tatar Cavalry were
drawn up in skirmishing order. So having no artillery
up we did not advance. I got into a house and fell
fast asleep in spite of the biting flies. General Napier
gave me some orders about works (a ditch for cavalry
to lie in under cover—? under mud). . . . I had a
bowl of soup and went to bed.

“Aug. 15, Wednesday. — Felt much better this
morning, though very hoarse. Rode over with Lums-
den, Mann, and Fisher to see all the works the General
wants. Riding about all day making roads, bridges,
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&c. Two derrick boats broke loose, which Clements
brought back again under cover of two 9-pounder
guns. The Tatars here sent out two flags of truce
with letters for Lord Elgin and Baron de Gros. = The
Navy are going to interfere with our bridge across the
Pei-ho—a great nuisance.

“ Aug. 16, Thursday.—Beautiful morning. I took
the breadth of the river, found it 200 yards. Lumsden
says our General is a man of wonderful tenacity in his
opinions—right or wrong, he sticks to them. Well,
that is better than indecision, and, I think, is recom-
mended by his namesake—the great Napier. The
Tatars are very busy at their works on this side.
Fired off all our loaded pieces at noon to-day by order.
The Chinese must have thought the barbarians gone
mad and fighting among themselves. I have lots of
work, and am so hoarse with my cold I can scarcely
speak. Bathed in the evening.

“Aug. 17, Friday. — This morning after working
hours (ze., 7.30) I went out with a reconnoitring party
towards the fort in front of us. To my great surprise
we were allowed to go right up to the ditch without
any further molestation than a couple of shells from a
distant fort, which, by the way, burst very well (about
20 feet above the ground), though not near enough to
hurt anybody. We merely found a turreted mud wall
with a ditch in front, but all open on the right flank.
A network of ditches runs between this work and our
position, the principle of Chinese fortification seeming
to be not to allow you to move anywhere except in
front of their works without crossing a lot of ditches.
We did see some Tatars, who were all collected in a
little inner fort on their right flank, and although we
stood for some time about 100 yards from them, they
did not attempt to molest us. At 3 p.M. I began to
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prepare a bridge to be taken out with the General in a
reconnaissance at 4 P.M. I used two scaling-ladders
(each in two lengths of 14 feet), to be set on end with
planking across. The ladders answered capitally, but
the planks were rotten, and I was terribly afraid lest
the Commander-in-Chief or some other notable should
tumble through. However, all went off well, and I
was complimented on the bridge (see Appendix No.
II.) I did not see much of the forts, as very few
were permitted to go on in advance. They appeared,
however, to be full of men. The nearest is said to have
seventeen guns, seven of which bear on us. Rigaud!
called while I was very busy, and I am afraid I ap-
peared very neglectful of him, but I must make up
another time. The Madras Engineers are nice fellows.
. Sergeant Hanson worked capitally at the bridge.

“ Aug. 18, Saturday.—We have got orders to pre-
pare six bridges for passing heavy artillery to be ready
to-night. Seven boats for the large bridge across the
Pei-ho were taken up the river to the French junks
last night, and ten more left at noon to-day. Stewart 2
is preparing the six trestle bridges for the attack on
the North Forts. This afternoon about 150 French
went over to the south side for a reconnaissance de
génie. These were attacked by Tatars and walked
into by gingals, so they sent over a couple of regiments
to support them, and now they hold the village as a
sort of téte-de-pont. 'We supported them with a couple
of Armstrong guns, and I saw the whole affair very
well from the top of our house: the firing, the ad-
vance of Tatars, their irresolute halt, decided into a
retreat by a shell bursting over them. I rode over to

1 Major-General Gibbes Rigaud, 60th Rifles.

% Major-General John Heron Maxwell Shaw - Stews,rt, Royal (late
Madms) Engineers.
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the place intended for the bridge with Fisher, meeting
Napier, who is greatly annoyed with our dilatori-
ness in letting the French get over before us. About
7 P.M. a tremendous explosion on the south side, and
several places seen on fire. Are they preparing to
desert ? They have sent in all their prisoners, in-
cluding coolies (!).

“ Aug. 19, Sunday, is our day of work, so in the
afternoon about half the Royal Engineers, the 67th,
and Armstrong guns moved out by the new sallyport
about a mile and a half, taking up a position about
2000 yards from the North Ta-ku Fort (the nearest,
that is). Now began our night-work, reminding me of
trenches of yore. We had to make bridges and roads
over the innumerable canals that intersect the country,
making it like a Chinese puzzle, only easy to lose one’s
way in, as I did two or three times in the night.
Fires seen burning in the town on the south side, and
near us a Tatar encampment was in flames. I gota
few hours’ sleep on a waterproof sheet and a blanket.

“Aug. 20, Monday.—Got up at 5 o'clock, sent home
the working parties, remaining myself with Sir Robert
Napier, who wished to give me instructions about next
night’s batteries. Till near 10 o’clock I was riding over
the ground with him and the Commander-in-Chief, &c.
One of the things I did on this busy day was to take
a flag of truce (my towel tied on to a bit of bamboo) to
the nearest of the Ta-ku Forts, accompanied by Mr
Parkes,! for the ostensible purpose of calling on them
to surrender, but really to find out if any men were
in the fort, and to take notice of their defences. This
seems to me scarcely fair, but as every one else con-
sidered it all right, I determined to use all my powers

1 8ir Harry Smith Parkes, K.C.B,, of the Diplomatic Service, who died
in 1885.
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of observation. On approaching within fifty yards, by
a narrow causeway, with water on either side, we were
shouted at very energetically by a gentleman in blue
cotton, who evidently wished us to stop or go by some
other road. Parkes, however, continued advancing
while answering and remonstrating, followed by me
with the towel. He had a long argument, whilst I
perceived there were two ditches, took mental notes
of their width, of stakes, &c., and observed that every
loophole was crowded with curious faces, the guns were
masked, drawbridge up, &c. At last we retired, they
using the tsing-tsing-ah (good-bye), varied with chalo
(go away). This we did at last, and I made a sketch
of what I saw for the information of Sir Robert Napier.
Parkes had merely been told (in reply to his exordiums
on the horrors of war) that they had no authority to
treat with us. About 10 a.m. I felt awfully done, and
(to my horror) Napier requested a sketch of the ground
from memory, putting paper and pencil in my hand.
Well, I ran off some lines for the canals; he seemed
quite satisfied, and put in all his batteries on the
sketch. We had an artillery duel with the North Fort.
Six Armstrongs shut it up. The French made a re-
connaissance on the south side. At last I got back,
detailed working parties for the evening, got an hour’s
sleep, and went out again at 4 p.M. Hard work again
all night, losing working parties, gone astray in the
dark ; old Mann losing himself and a whole party of
sixty for some time ; then, when placed, the men were
lazy and did very little work. Altogether it is a
fagging, tedious, anxious business Engineers’ night
work. I got nearly two hours’ sleep, while Btewart
relieved me.

“Aug. 21, Tuesday.—Assault of the North Ta-ku
Forts. — Last night made five batteries and three
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bridges, under occasional stray shots from the south
‘side, and illuminated by beautiful bouquets of Roman
candles, or some such fireworks, from the North Forts.
At 4 this morning we were all on parade, and soon
moving to the front, while the Tatar batteries opened
on us before ours began to play. We soon replied,
however, and now the battle became more general, the
South joining in, and gunboats seen with steam up
threateningly near them (though I think they never
fired). I looked on at our beautiful practice against
the wild meaningless shots of the poor enemy, who
continued to blaze away with great pluck, when there
was an immense explosion in the North Fort, which, I
thought, had blown the whole thing up. It certainly
must have dismounted nearly every gun and killed
numbers, but before the cloud cleared away these
Tatar devils were firing their gingals harder than ever.
Shortly afterwards a still greater explosion took place
in the farthest North Fort—a gigantic black cloud
rising up an immense height with a stunning report.
At last we advanced to the assault—skirmishers to
the front, bridges, ladders. Now came our turn. The
pontoons in two bridges of 5 and 8, led by Pritchard,
and carried by Marines, moved painfully slowly when
not under fire, and when they came in among the
whizzing gingal-balls soon came to a dead halt. . . .
At last with immense trouble and encouragement the
bridge of 5 is got on to the causeway, about 40 yards
from the fort. Here we stick. I go to the General
(who stood the whole time under heavy fire). He
says, ‘Go on and make the bridge.” ¢All right,
General. Now, come on, my lads!” Again the best
men rise and lift (Pritchard and I and the three
Marine officers all lay hold). We struggle on a few
yards. The shot rattle among the pontoons; men fall
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away hit, skulking or slipping in the mud; the few
remaining cannot pass the entire load, and the whole
comes to a halt. About this time I got shot in my leg
(right thigh), the ball burying itself in the flesh
without cutting the thick serge trousers! I limped
to my horse and mounted. He, too, had been struck,
poor animal, on the right flank. Shortly afterwards,
while standing near the General, a shot hit my horse
just over the eye; he reared right on end, and I
thought would go over. At that instant Brooke!
(48th), Aide-de-Camp to Sir Robert Napier, got shot
in the thigh, and he had previously had a bullet
pass through his hat. Now the French Infantry
had crossed at a place I had noticed when with the
flag of truce (between the broad moat and river’s
bank). They had crossed the ditches by ladders,
were collected in the berm, and had, indeed, a lot of
scaling-ladders placed against the parapet; but the
Tatars fought as fiercely as ever, threw out round-
shot and fired gingals. A Frenchman has the Tri-
color ready in his hand and is half-way up; a Tatar
belabours him on the head with a long stick from
above, so he subsides. At last one of them gets up
and waves his hat. Immediately after (some say
sooner) an English soldier or officer shows himself on
the ramparts, where the Union is planted before the
Tricolor. Chaplin? and Burslem? of 67th were, I
believe, the first up. The former will probably get the
V.C. Both were wounded. I now returned to camp
slowly on my horse. When I dismounted at the
Park I found my leg so stiff and painful as to be quite
useless, so I lay down, and shortly afterwards was

1 Major Henry Francis Brooke, afterwards of the 94th Foot.
3 Colonel John Worthy Chaplin, V.C., C.B.
3 Lieutenant Nathaniel Burslem.
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carried into Tang-ku on a stretcher. I was taken to
General Napier’s Headquarters, now made a temporary
hospital. Here I wrote a report of my proceedings.
In the evening I moved again into my old quarters,
where, to my surprise, I found all the other fellows.
They told me that the Tatars had made no resistance
to our taking the other North Fort, and that we were
even occupying one of the South Forts. So all is over,
and the rain has come again.”

Mr C. R. Low, in the ‘ Army and Navy Gazette’ of
2nd September 1882, relates the following anecdote
about Graham at the storm of the Ta-ku Forts, told
him, he says, by Lord Wolseley, who was a Lieutenant-
Colonel and Deputy Assistant Quartermaster-General
on Sir Hope Grant’s Staff in the China expedition :—

“At the storm of the Ta-ku Forts on August 21
Graham led the Sappers, whose duty it was to lay the
pontoon bridge across the wet ditch surrounding the
great northern fort. 'While superintending this opera-
tion he was on horseback, and being almost the only
mounted officer present, afforded an easy mark to the
Chinese matchlockmen, who had already picked off
fifteen of his Sappers. During the height of the up-
roar caused by the fire of the great guns and small-
arms, Lieut.-Colonel Wolseley, who was standing by
Major Graham, having some remark to make, placed
his hand on that officer’s thigh to draw his attention.
‘Don’t put your hand there!’ exclaimed Graham,
wincing under the pain. ¢ There’s a gingal-ball lodged
in my leg.” It was the first notice he had taken of the
wound.”

It does not appear that Lord Wolseley was aware
that Graham had mounted his horse after being
wounded, so that he might continue to direct his men,
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in spite of the greater risk he ran of being hit ; this is,
however, clear from the official report (see Appendix
L) of the commanding Royal Engineer, Colonel Gother
Mann, as well as from his own account.

“ Aug. 22, Wednesday.—Slept very well. My leg
is not painful unless I move, but it is tedious lying
always on my back. The Rev. Mr Jacobs called and
told us that the viceroy had surrendered all the South
Forts with guns, &c. So this pigeon is over. In the
afternoon I was carried on board the Cooper (Broad),
expecting to be taken out at once to the hospital
ship, Mauritius. I was, however, put into the saloon
on a very short sofa bed, and soon the saloon was filled
with wounded men, so that I regret the privacy and
comfort of the room I left, near my own comrades.

“Aug. 23, Thursday.—Slept middling. Spoke to
Dr Morgan about getting me on board the Mauritius
or else back again on shore. Gunboats pass by my
window. How tedious being on one’s back when all
about is stirring activity and so much to be seen!
Yesterday my dear old horse had a bullet extracted
from over his eye, flattened against the bone. Half
an inch lower and it would have gone through his eye
into his brain. Was moved this morning in a gunboat
to the Mauritius, where I had a comfortable cabin
made over to me.

“Aug. 24, Friday.—Moved on deck with the help of
a pair of crutches. Burslem, Chaplin, and Miller?! of
the 67th came on board, though I did not see the two
latter. Talked of the capital behaviour of the coolies
bringing up ammunition under fire, French ladders,
&c. The coolies actually made bridges with the
latter by standing in the ditches and holding them

1 Captain Dugald Stewart Miller.
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up. Burslem told me of a man (now adjutant of the
18th) who got the V.C. for carrying in a man on his
back who was riddled with shot by the time he got
into the trench.

- “Aug. 25, Saturday.—Beautiful day—on deck—
writing to Joanna—reading ‘ Monarchs retired from
Business’ and ‘Raikes’s Journal,” both gossipy but
interesting works.

“ Aug. 27, Monday.—This morning got a memoran-
dum from Courtney! desiring me, by order of Major-
General Napier, to report on the cause of the pontoons
not advancing farther, as a question had arisen,
whether the men could not advance, or that they
were ordered to halt. I thought it rather strange
and unfriendly that not a line of private information
accompanied this official note from Courtney, as I
should have liked to know the account of the Marines
and of Pritchard. However, I reported immediately to
Mann that the final halt of the pontoons was without
my orders, though I did not enter into particulars, as
I should have bad to condemn the conduct of the
men. I am afraid this will always be a disagreeable
affair, and that I shall get little credit for my share
in the assault. Those confounded pontoons! Mail-
bag made up at noon. Assistant-Surgeon Edmond
Hoile, attached to the Royal Engineers, who was on
board yesterday, told me we march to Tien-tsin to-
day. Wrote to Barker,2 now on the Sir W. Peel;
he was with the 2nd pontoons, and says the men
could not get on with them, having to carry packs
and arms.

“Aug. 28, Tuesday.—Beautiful day again. There is

1 Major-General Edward Henry Courtney, R.E.

* Lieutenant Walter Julius Barker, Royal Marine Light Infantry. Re-
tired as a Major in 1879.
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a parrot on board which, when excited, does nothing
but imitate the steward’s consumptive cough — an
accomplishment (!) Poll is very proud of.

“ Aug. 29, Wednesday.—The spring-tides are now
set in, and with the ebb an immense amount of soil
is carried from the interior to the sea and deposits
near the mouth of the large rivers. In this way
the Gulf of Pe-chi-li is gradually filling up. To-day
the water is of a thick, red-mud colour up to about
four miles from the coast, where it meets abruptly
with the green sea-water, marking a strong line. It
strikes me forcibly and pleasantly, on reading of the
enormous armament and expenditure proposed for the
national defences, that we shall all be ordered home
and employed on them.

“ Aug. 30, Thursday.—I1 amuse myself by thinking
of a new style of fortification, founded on Choumara’s
principles. Got my letters at last enclosed in one
from Harrison, who tells me that Pritchard and I
are mentioned in despatches. . . .

“Aug. 31, Friday.—I hear a Division is to be left
here to winter, but I don’t believe more than a regi-
ment and some Artillery will be left in the South Fort.
News of disturbances at Shang-hai arrived. . . .

“Sept. 1, Saturday.—Read ¢ The Monk,” by Lewis, a
tale of the Reynolds style—but famous in its day—
hence Monk Lewis. Another mail in yesterday, but
I suppose we shan’t get our letters until they have
been sorted at Tien-tsin. Saw the ¢ Mail’ of July 10.
A splendid thing that volunteer review and rifle
match. These things make one proud of England.
I see Ernest Jones, the Chartist, who sacrificed a
fortune to his principles, the writer of poetry that
was favourably mentioned by the ‘ Saturday Review,’
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is coming out with great success at the bar. I re-
member the time when Ernest Jones was to Joanna
and me the type of a vulgar demagogue.

“Sept. 3, Monday.—Leg very much better. Able to
walk about with a stick.

“Sept. 4, Tuesday.—Heavy rain in the morning.
The Cooper (Broad) left for Tien-tsin this morning,
taking Drake?! and Minney.?2 I would have gone too,
but I am anxious to see the forts first and to get
Choumara out of my baggage now in South Fort. I
find there is a boat starts to-morrow morning at 3
o'clock, which I shall go by.

“Sept. 5, Wednesday.—Got up at 2.45, and started
at 3.30 A.M. Arrived at South Fort at 6 A.M. Passed
the remains of the boom, one raft of four which lay
across the river connected by chains. This raft was
of heavy timber, and had three large floating drums,
between which came long heavy trees with iron points
for ships to run on. I cannot imagine a more formid-
able boom. The fort itself was interesting. I was
astonished at the size of the magnificent brass guns,
which are now equally shared by us and the French.
There are three high bastions mounting 3 guns each
and connected by long ‘curtains’ with guns in case-
mates (not bomb-proof). These casemates extend all
along the curtain, and make very good barracks, the
flat roof forming a terreplein and banquette. We
noticed baskets of stones at intervals along the para-
pets, ready to be hurled on the assailants. Lime was
also there for blinding them, but the barbarians (we,
I mean) have used this for sanatory purposes. The
gorge has no guns, but is protected by a parados.

1 Captain John C. T. Drake, 2nd Queen’s.
2 Senior Purveyor Charles John Minney.
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There were a number of sham guns (wooden) all in
piles! The South Fort could easily have been taken
from the land side, but it was madness attacking them
from the front as we did last year. We saw some
field artillery, very rough carriages with two little
iron guns on each. The Chinese use no tangent
sights, and have only a lot of rough wedges to elevate
and depress their guns, which fully accounts for their
bad practice against our field guns when the range
was unknown. I saw Colonel Sargent,! who expects
to command there during the winter. Helives in Sang-
ko-lin-sin’s hut, a very good one in the same pattern
as the rest, one worthy of our imitation. In this hut
was found a placard giving a description of an in-
vention to destroy the barbarians by sending bulls
amongst them with infernal machines. . . . The
Madras Engineers are all in the adjacent fort. Got
back to the ship by 10 p.m., after a tedious journey
of 3% hours. If a civil Frenchman had not given us a
lift at starting we should not have got in till morning,
for the crew were too sulky to pull well and the wind
dead against us.

“Sept. 9, Sunday.—Fisher came on board looking
very ill ; his liver is affected, poor fellow. He tells me
that the Chinese Prime Minister has refused to sign the
treaty, so that Lord Elgin takes up two batteries of
Artillery, and a force is to follow on Wednesday next.
I hope to march with this force.

“Sept. 10, Monday.—Went ashore with Captain
Roderick Dew,? R.N. . . . I noticed to-day that the
Chinese have a capstan on each side of the rear of

! Lieut.-General John Neptune Sargent, C.B., Colonel of the Royal

Inniskilling Fusiliers.
2 Commanding H.M.8. Encounter.
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their heavy guns, so they can draw in the muzzles and
load under cover. They are mounted on slide carriages
which pivot on a wooden pin, which also takes all the
recoil, and I suppose soon gets broken. The merlons
are built nearly perpendicular with a combination of
timber, mud, and hemp.”
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CHAPTER XI.
CHINA CAMPAIGN—continued.

“ Sept. 11, Tuesday.—I came ashore yesterday, mean-
ing to get some things out of my baggage and to
get into the Cooper as she passed here this morning.
The Admiral refuses, however, to stop the Cooper
for me, although I have twice been to him, last
time with a request from Sargent (Colonel Command-
ing 8rd Buffs). Determined not to be done, I took
possession of a Chinese sanpan, got myself and
baggage floated up to the Chusan, opposite the fort
we took, and asked as a favour to be put on board
the Cooper, which would pass about 2 p.M. This was
readily promised and easily executed. So me voild in
the Cooper steaming up the Pei-ho with a flood-tide
in defiance of all wooden-headed admirals. A very
winding river and muddy ; pretty, fertile country,
quite flat, full of orchards; along the bank millet
growing 10 and 12 feet high, and sometimes fields
of barley and rye; plenty of populous villages;
maize drying on the roofs of the mud cottages;
inhabitants stare at us and grin as the waves dash
on the banks behind the steamer; cold night:

“ Sept. 12, Wednesday.—Beautiful fresh morning.
Tide running down till noon, when we weighed.
Passed some batteries no gunboat could have silenced.
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Got to our moorings between two forts, the French
occupying the north side. I walked up to camp
and saw General Napier. The 1st Division marched
at 2 p.M. We march on Friday. Got up my baggage
and felt very tired. Night very cold.

“Sept. 18, Thursday.—Heard that the wall round
Tien-tsin is 15 miles long and cost fifteen-pence a
foot. Gibson, the Interpreter, 2nd Division, says
there are no troops between this and Pekin; that
Sang-ko-lin-sin passed rapidly on horseback and
alone through a village on the Tien-tsin road, about
20 miles from South Fort on 21st inst., and passed
through Tien-tsin on the 22nd on the road to Pekin.
He is said to be very popular, and to have the
character of an able, energetic man; he restrains his
troops from pillage, and Gibson says that nearly all
the men in the North Ta-ku Fort that we took were
Chinese and not Tatars. The horsemen we met the
first day’s march were Tatars. Rode with Stewart into
the town. Streets broader than Canton, but houses
and shops very inferior—the best of the latter were
certainly shut up. We can’t march to-morrow for
want of transport. Why don’t we seize all the
Chinese carts, wheelbarrows, mules, &c.? I met a
Chinaman to-day driving tandem with two mules.

“Sept. 14, Friday.—Lumsden says we have to give
all our transport, even hospital, to the 1st Division.
Our ponies are all carrying forage for the King’s
Dragoon Guards. We can get water transport,
however, and Napier is anxious to get on but must
wait orders. This morning we saw a sedan - chair
come in surrounded by our redcoats, a few Sikh
Cavalry leading the way; behind came a couple
more sedan-chairs. This was the prefect, the chief
officer of the province now that the Viceroy Hung

M
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has gone away. Yesterday he had been invited to
visit the General, who is not satisfied with the way
the supplies come in. As he did not accept the
invitation, he had to be brought by force this morn-
ing. He is very angry and obstinate, and refuses
to send for his servants or bed; says that he will
lie on his back, wants nothing but a bottle of
samchow and a pipe; that, according to all rules
of China, he should have cut his throat long ago,
and will now feel much obliged to any one who
will do it for him. Rode into town, bought a
mattress and basin. A great many shops were shut
up—no valuables left. Crowde of people collected about
the prefect’s house and the gates. Still they looked
quiet and respectable, and turned their stolid round
faces towards me without any expression of dislike.

“Sept. 15, Saturday.—Very cold night. General
Napier told me that a Tatar prince met Lord Elgin
with 3000 cavalry. When asked by Parkes, * Why
so many ?’ he replied, ‘I was just going to ask you
the same question’ ¢Oh, we find it necessary.’
‘So do I The French wanted the ambassadors-
to take only 100 men, as 1000 men were too few
to fight and too many to be compromised. He
supposes the French to wish to get rid of both
ambassadors to leave the road open to the military.
The prefect is coming round; he accepted blankets
yesterday and took cocoa this morning. I inquired
of Dillon if I am commanding Engineer here. He
says ‘Yes’; however, Stewart objects, so it is
referred to the General.

“This morning, while the buying and selling, with
‘How much?’ was going on with great vigour, a
Chinaman, dressed in white (perhaps he was in
mourning), appeared in the market-place, held up
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his hand to command attention, and then spoke a
few words, on which all the natives cut away with
their goods, not even waiting to be paid. Very
shortly afterwards, however, a Chinese official came
to the General, assured him that he had no connection
with the man in white, whom he would endeavour to
secure, and that he had already sent the people back
to the market, which was true. It is a pity the
Provost’s orderly, who was there, did not arrest the
man in white. ‘How much ?’ is all the English
the natives about here have acquired, and they
make a universal use of it, as the ‘Bono Johnny'’
in Turkey. As you walk through the market, every
native having anything to sell shouts out ‘How
much?’ Men coming about the camp hawk their
goods in the same way, and ‘How much?’ here is
as common as ‘Ole clo’’ in some parts of London.
A boy shouted ‘How much?’ at me as a sort of
nickname when I rode through the town yesterday.
“ Sept. 16, Sunday.—Service at 7 A.M. Stewart had
got permission to go to Pekin. Now he has got
orders to accompany the siege-train with 25 Sappers.
I have written to Mann about getting to the front.
Amused myself with drawing a front of fortifications.
“Sept. 17, Monday.—Nothing to do. I am reading
Merkes ¢ On Redoubts,” but cannot take much interest
in it. The days are very hot and the nights very cold.
It is extraordinary to see the quantity of ice we can
get here. Coolies carry huge lumps of it about in the
blazing sun, and one of them just now passed me
eating a large slice—like bread and butter. They use
it for cooking their samchow, &e. . . .
“ Sept. 18, Tuesday.—Stewart left us this morning in
a cart with 4 Sappers. Filgate! is to accompany the
! Colonel Alexander J. Filgate, Royal (late Bengal) Engineers.



180 CHINA CAMPAIGN.

siege-train. Got an ‘invite’ to dine with Napier
to-morrow. '

“ Sept. 19, Wednesday.—Cloudy day ; took a long
walk in the morning to the forts. Rode out in the
afternoon, crossing the river to the north side, where
I saw the French camp. It is in beautiful garden
country and among trees. Dined with the General.
Got the news of ‘ peace’ through the Chinese. This
was politely circulated by General Napier.

“ Sept. 20, Thursday.—Gibson’s ‘ Tien-tsin Gazette’
announces that the villagers of Chang-chia-wan fired
upon a foraging party of ours; that we brought up
guns (?), upon which Sang-ko-lin-sin, the invincible,
advanced to the rescue, got licked and retreated, we
taking 18 guns (!). This happened 10 Iz (over three
miles) from Tang-chow. Dull life this in camp. Napier
and Buckle dined with me. .

“Sept. 21, Friday.—Smart, a Commissariat officer,
had his tent cleaned out last night and lost $200.
About 4 p.M. I was sent for by the General, and on
reaching headquarters I heard there had been an action
in the front, that we had killed 700 and lost 20 ().
Here was news! I got orders to take up all the
necessary stores and proceed with half my company
to Ho-si-wu by water. Ten minutes afterwards I
was galloping towards the fort with a letter to Young
for stores. I got nearly all my stores to the fort, and
was to have loaded the boats to-night, but finding
that impossible, I returned and reported so.

“ Sept. 22, Saturday.—Up about 4.30 and packed.
I send my horses with Headquarters, who are to march
20 miles to-day. The 31st and 67th march at 6 a.m.
Owing to the naval arrangements we did not get
up until 1 o'clock, although my party was quite
ready at 9 Am ! This system of mixing us up
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with naval people is very annoying, and works
badly.

“ 0ld Colonel Day,! who accompanied us (but not on
duty), told me that the affair in the front was thus:
Mr Parkes, a Frenchman, Colonel Walker,2 and some
Sikh Horse (with them, I suppose, were Brabazon and
the Times’ correspondent, Mr Bowlby) rode on to
Tang-chow to inform the Commissioners that Lord
Elgin would be there next day. Then returning, they
found their road interrupted by an immense body of
cavalry, who told them they must be detained. The
French officer here said or did something which made
the Tatars immediately knock him down and kill
him (!). Walker and the rest (?) then cut their way
through and escaped. Parkes had previously ridden
back to see the Commissioners. In the meantime,
wondering at their absence, Sir Hope Grant sent out
Anderson 2 with 16 Horse to find them, and he has not
since been heard of, nor his party (!). The General
then sent to say that if any prisoner was hurt he would
sack and burn Pekin. This flag of truce was fired on,
so the disposable force (?) was moved on and an action
was the result, when the Tatars (or Chinese) were tre-
mendously pounded, and we took 80 (? 18) guns.*

“8Sept. 23, Sunday.—Cold morning, so I got out and
walked. The 67th passed us. I got some Sikhs out
to tow the boats. The villages seem nearly deserted.
Got half my men to march, and half the Sikhs with
arms.

“ Sept. 24, Monday.—Halted on the north bank at
8 AM before a large village, Yang-tsun (?). On the

! Lieut.-Colonel Henry James Day, Commanding 99th Foot.

? Lieut.-General Sir Charles P. Beauchamp Walker, K.C.B., Colonel of
the 2nd Dragoon Guards.

3 Lieutenant Anderson died of ill-treatment by the Chinese,

4 Action of Chang-chia-wan on 18th September 1860.
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farther side of this place we came to the camp of the
81st and 67th. Two companies of the 81st remain
here, the rest marched this morning ; the 67th are so
tired with their long march of yesterday (18 miles)
that they do not move before 2 P.M., and then march
only 8 miles. We shall thus get to Ho-si-wu about -
the same time they do. A detachment of Fane's
Horse is left here under Pakenham, who undertook to
send M‘Gregor on, so the latter left me. This is a
pleasant way of travelling, —we get out and walk
when we like. The only object we passed worth look-
ing at to-day was a very handsome marble tombstone,
curiously carved and surrounded by a granite rampart
wall.

“ Sept. 25, Tuesday.—The Chinese toil along, but
make slow progress in towing us against the strong
ebb. . . . After breakfast I made the whole of the
men march, leaving only one in each boat.

“This afternoon about 5 o'clock we arrived at
Ho-si-wu, a small village 45 miles from Tien-tsin.
The 31st and half Stirling’s Battery under Talbot !
are here; 67th move on to-morrow. I called on
Colonel Spence,?, who commands the troops here,
and he told me we could go on to Tang-chow by
water. There appears to have been another fight
on the 21st. :

“ Sept. 26, Wednesday.—Oldham’s servant has been
missing all day. Passed the siege-train at 8 p.M.
Filgate appears very fatigued and says he has to
work night and day, cutting channels, &c. I gave
him 10 shovels and a bottle of brandy.

1 Lieutenant (afterwards Major - General) Fitzroy Somerset Talbot,
Royal Artillery.

? Major-General Frederick Spence, C.B., then Lieut.-Colonel Command-
ing the 31st Regiment.
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“ Memo.—At last halt (6 p.M.) there was an alarm of
Tatars. I went out with some Sikhs but could see
none. Kept half the men under arms and had a
guard at night. Sentry fired at something.

“Sept. 27, Thursday.—A Sikh reported missing.
Oldham went with 12 men into a village near which
he was last seen, but found it deserted.

“ 12 noon.—Another man (Punjabi) is now reported
missing, and Oldham’s servant has not returned! I
have given the strictest orders against straggling, and
keep a guard in rear to pick up stray men. Yet
Drake saw a store-cart on the road without escort,
and sailors run over the country untouched. For the
last few days the country has been more undulating,
and to-day we see blue hills and jagged tops to
northward.

“Sept. 28, Friday.—Undulating country with the
mountains in the distance, sandy soil. About 9
o’clock we saw a large tower or pagoda, which was
either Tang-chow or Pekin—opinions seem divided.
Halted at 10 aA.M. Sergeant Foster came in with
his party from marching and told me that in making
a detour to cross a canal he had to go three miles into
the country, when he came upon an old intrenched
camp and saw a number of dead Chinese, gun-
platforms, &c., then came on a walled town (Chang-
chia-wan), which he walked through as it was quite
deserted! This must be the scene of the action of
the 18th, when the Tatars received a punishment
for their meditated treachery. They had 76 guns
in position with which to sweep the place they had!
pointed out for our camping-ground. They have
played a deep game. The day after this, or probably
the same day, news was circulated in Tien-tsin by
the Chinese that peace was declared and the treaty
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signed, giving full particulars. Probably, too, they
have something to do with our sending the 44th to
Shang-hai. But we are still too strong for them, as
they shall find. About 4 P.M. we came into Tang-
chow. The Royal Marines are here and showed
themselves very hospitable and obliging. We only
took the gates of Tang-chow this morning, the guard
offering no resistance but looking very sleepy.

“ Sept. 29, Saturday, Tang-chow.—Rained all last
night and nearly all day. I rode over to camp, getting
wet through. Saw Mann, Courtney, &c. Papillon?!
has dysentery and goes off home to-day. I join them
on Monday, the day we march. Pretty country with
nice little groves and country houses. Lord John
Hay 2 tells me that Lord Elgin has threatened the
head mandarin (the brother of the Emperor) to turn
out his brother.

“ Sept. 30, Sunday.——Reported to Dillon on the loss
of the men of the 8th Punjab Native Infantry.
Walked round the walls with Shaw ® and Filgate.
The houses are very poor and seem mostly deserted.
Have got a cold and feel seedy. .

“Oct. 1, Monday. — Twenty carts arrived under
Captain D., who had orders to report himself to me.
I accordingly put my park stores into them and
proceeded to camp, ordering the men to follow. I
found we had to go to the depot along the stone road
—a villainously bad road, and yet Mr Ward, the
Yankee ambassador, reports the existence of a fine
paved road from Tien-tsin to Pekin. I passed a white-
buttoned mandarin with a flag of truce. It rained

1 Lieutenant John Ashton Papillon, R.E., afterwards Colonel, died in
1891.

* Captain Lord John Hay, C.B., R.N., Commanding the Odin frigate,

afterwards Admiral of the Fleet and G.C.B.
8 Lieutenant George Kennedy Shaw, 60th Rifles.
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heavily last night ; this, I suppose, indicates the break
up of the warm weather. I pitched the camp and
park inside a walled enclosure under trees (the
next enclosure comtains some very handsome marble
tombs).

“Oct. 2, Tuesday.— Rode over to camp and saw
Mann. The 60th Rifles, siege-guns (which came with
my park), and another battery are here, also Filgate
with 25 Madras Sappers. Terribly cold north wind
all last night and this morning, but went down in the
afternoon. Rode over to Tang-chow. Old Gascoine?
does not seem to care about my assistance in making
defences. . . . The General came here in the evening,
shook hands with me, but said I must take my tents
outside the enclosure.

“Oct. 3, Wednesday.— Every one seems moving.
The 1st Division got here ‘by 8 o’clock. Rifles and
Queens shift their camp; so, I suppose, we shall too.
There has been a letter received written by Parkes in
Chinese, and signed by Loch,? asking for warm cloth-
ing, and recommending us to make peace. Over this,
written in Hindustani in English characters by Loch,
is, ‘This is by order of the Government. North
wind blowing again. The 2nd Division came here in
the afternoon, and I shifted my camp to the outside.
We don’t march to-morrow, as the French are not
ready. Charlie Gordon® arrived with Hime and
the remainder of the Madras Engineers. He is still
brimful of energy, but has sobered down into a more

1 General John Hawkins Gascoine, C.B., then Commanding a Battalion
of the Royal Marine Light Infantry, now deceased.

2 Henry Brougham, 1st Baron Loch, P.C., G.C.B., G.C.M.G., then
Secretary to Lord Elgin’s Mission. He was treacherously seized and ill-
treated by the Chinese.

3 Captain Charles George Gordon, afterwards Major-General and C.B.,
the Hero of Khartoum.
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reflective character. He is really a remarkably fine
fellow. At 12 last night two companies of the 8th
Punjab Native Infantry were ordered out to burn
Ma-tow, a village about 18 miles off, whence two
sowars reported themselves to have been fired on.
This is a bad deed.

“Oct. 4, Thursday.—Very busy all day making
field-works for a large enclosure to hold all baggage
animals, &c., as pointed out by Sir Robert Napier.
I got an order from Napier to take all my ladders
to-morrow.

“QOct. 5, Friday.—Got off by 6 o'clock. Marched
over stiff sharp stubble (like that which lamed my pony
yesterday). Halted at noon at the Lime-kilns, a
distance of about 4 miles; an amazingly strong
position if intrenched. From the top of one of the
kilns I saw the pagodas of Pekin, marking, I suppose,
the gates. They look much larger than those of
Canton. The French make a depot here. We were
put up in an enclosure pretty comfortably, all my men
being under cover.

“Oct. 6, Saturday.—Started again about 6 A.M.,
defiling down a narrow road ; very slow work. Halted
opposite the Tatar intrenched camp about 9 A.M., after
about 3 (?) miles’ march. From here we see dimly the
Great Wall winding over the hills behind Pekin.
Broiling hot sun. We move on again slowly about
10.30. I followed General Napier up to the top of
the so-called intrenched camp, which is an old earth
rampart extending many miles on the north side of
Pekin. It is about 40 feet high, narrow at top, with
little bastionets here and there, said by Gibson to have
been made in the twelfth century. We learnt from a
peasant that Sang-ko-lin-sin had been here last night,
and had moved his headquarters to a temple six I+
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(2 miles) farther on the road we were marching. The
8th Punjabis constantly falling out and looting fowls,
Brownlow once chased them back with his whip. We
halted at a village in rear of the great ramparts on the
road to the North Gate, and 14 to 2 miles from it.
Country prettily wooded, fertile, and studded with
villages. These were mostly deserted, but in one
village a great number of people collected and gazed
quite fearlessly on us marching through. The women
are generally in great alarm, but here they don’t kill
themselves as at Peh -tang, Tang-chow, &e.; the
old ones march out boldly, and the younger ones
in some cases blacken their faces to disfigure them-
selves.

- “We have lost our cavalry, and we have lost the
French also. Orders have been given to fire a royal
salute to-morrow to inform them where we are, Bon-
fires are blazing along the heights, and all the bands
are out playing different tunes; an infernal din—
picturesque sight, though. The Sikhs have got a
tremendous bonfire.

“Oct. 7, Sunday again! Went out with Charlie
Gordon within a few hundred yards of the walls,
which seem just like those of Canton. The suburbs
seem to run close up to the foot of them and are full
of people, but no troops nor guns can be seen. Our
Cavalry are by the Summer Palace, and the French
are in it getting no end of loot!

“Oct. 8, Monday.—Went out for a reconnaissance.
Napier, Royal Artillery, and Royal Engineers. We
were accompanied by two companies of Sikhs, and
went close to the wall at the north-east gate. The
defences of Pekin are nothing—high walls with little
square bastions. I proposed to mine them, but I sup-
pose they will be breached, if indeed we have to take
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Pekin. Coming back, we saw a great Buddhist
temple. Lama very civil. After breakfast I went
to see the Buddhist monastery at headquarters and
brought away a couple of little carved gods.

“In the course of the day I rode over to the
Summer Palace, meeting on the road an immense
quantity of loot, chiefly silks brought in carts, trains
of coolies, Pekin mob, &c. A troop of Probyn’s Horse
passed us, each man having a pile of plunder before
him. At the palace the scene was one of wonderful
confusion—silks strewn about, broken furniture, clocks,
vases, &c., all thrown in heaps and trampled down.
Beautiful carved ebony in the throne-room. The
French found a treasure and were allowed to fill their
pockets, while not even an English officer was allowed
inside ! Colonel Foley ! was standing by, too. Parkes,
Loch, and a few sowars were sent in this evening.
They have been very badly treated; a Frenchman,
who was with them, had been kept bound the whole
time. Brabazon, Bowlby,? and the rest, numbering
thirty, are not in Pekin, but have been either killed
or taken into Tartary. I had never believed they
would dare to treat them badly.

“QOct. 9, Tuesday.—The order is for the loot to be
given into Headquarters and sold publicly. This
creates a great deal of grumbling amongst those who
have got loot. What guarantee is there that every
one will do so? Should not the French and the Sikh
Horse do so too ?

“This afternoon an order appeared by the Com-
mander - in - Chief, putting it on honour for every

1 Colonel the Hon. St George Gerald Foley, British Commissioner at
the French Headquarters, afterwards General and K.C.B, and Colonel of
the 2nd Battalion South Staffordshire Regiment.

2 Mr Bowlby was the ¢ Times’ correspondent.
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officer to give back his property, so everything of
ours was given up. I walked over to the French
camp, but bought nothing.

“ Oct. 10, Wednesday.—Made a reconnaissance with
all the swells—French and English. After a great
deal of humbugging and arguing, the spot was fixed
on that Napier had already chosen for a breaching
battery — viz., the enclosure of the Temple of the
Earth. Got in just in time for dinner and then
marched everything down to the temple. Got pretty
good quarters in a joss-house amid dusty silks and
bronze vases. . . .

“Oct. 11, Thursdoy.—Making battery for siege-
guns. Sale of prize things to-day. I could not
attend, but sent Hime. The Chinese allow us to go
outside and pick up vegetables; but they have put
up two little brass guns just opposite us.

“Oct. 12, Friday.—As we do not open fire to-day,
I went over to see the sale. Things are going at a
tremendous price, so I rode over to the French coolie
camp and bought some things there. . . . Unmasked
the battery by night.

“ QOct. 13, Saturday.—The French have been work-
ing day and night about 100 yards from the
wall on our left. They are said to have made a
mine under the wall last night—what Gordon and
I wanted to do. Mann wants 9th and 10th Com-
panies to have the assaulting party. As it is a 2nd
Division affair, I think my Company ought to assist,
and will speak to Napier about it. I can count three
small brass guns immediately opposite to us, but none
in the gate. I hear some prisoners came in this
morning, who state that Anderson and De Norman !
dled in prison, suffering and bound. About 12 (the

1 Mr De Norman was on Lord Elgin’s Staff,
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. time we were to open fire) Colonel Stephenson! gal-
loped up to General Napier with orders to send 500
men immediately to occupy the gate the Chinese had
given up. The Punjabis were immediately ordered in,
and I doubled in with 20 Sappers I took off from work-
ing on the advanced trench. On entering the outer
gate we found ourselves in a large enclosed space
similar to, but larger than, those of Canton, and on
passing through the inner gate we were in a street
about 25 yards wide, filled with a staring, grinning
Chinese mob, who were kept back by officials rushing
about with long whips. We ascended the long ramp
leading up to the terreplein, whence we got a
better view of the wide street, filled with a mass of
Chinese, equal in number, perhaps, to our whole
army. Parkes was very busy talking with red-
buttoned mandarins, who were particularly civil in
their gesticulations, repeatedly bowing and pressing
their knuckles together. The French Commandant
was very angry at our getting in before him and
putting our flag up first, but after a time the
‘Crinoms’ came in with band playing and cheering
to the great edification of the Chinese mob. The
houses of Pekin appear very inferior to those of
Canton, and I believe the wide streets are only those
from the gates. I returned to my quarters about
3 P.M

“Oct. 14, Sunday.—Service at 8 A.M. Rode over
to the French camp. They have very few things left,
and those they charge for! Rigaud paid me a visit
this morning, and I showed him the works.

“Oct. 15, Monday.— Walked over to the gate; we

1 General Sir Frederick C. A. Stephenson, G.C.B., Colonel of the Cold-
stream Guards and Constable of the Tower of London, who was Deputy
Adjutant-General to the Force in China.
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are still working at that traverse or battery across
the terreplein. Dull, cold day. My men are washing
their clothes—not before needed. Took a walk on
the ramparts beyond our advanced sentries. No
Chinese soldiers to be seen. Returning, I saw some
Gunners amusing themselves by dropping pieces of
newspaper in the crowd beneath, who scrambled
eagerly for them, and after curious investigation,
guarded them as carefully as bank-notes.

“ Some dead bodies have been sent in to-day.
Bowlby’s has been identified. @~Why do we not go
in and sack the palace ?

“Oct. 16, Tuesday.—It snowed last night on the
hills, but with us it rained heavily. Moved the Com-
pany to Divisional Headquarters, leaving Sergeant
Hanson and 20 men with Stewart for works at the
gate. Got into some quarters vacated by the 8th
Punjabis — very dirty, but when cleaned out very
superior to our old ones. Mann came to me in the
evening to consult about carrying and lowering the
coffins of the four dead men—De Norman, Anderson,
and two others—who are to be buried to-morrow.

“Oct. 17, Wednesday.—At 7 a.M. I rode off with
Stephenson and Mann to see the Russian ‘cemetery,
measure the doorways, &c., for the coffins to pass
through. Very cold raw day; snow seen on the
billss. I went to the cemetery about 12 o’clock,
before the procession, which started from the Great
Lama temple. . . . I ran back again against the
biting N.E. wind and joined the procession. The
slow step made it a bitterly cold march to us, who
were in regimentals without greatcoats. Lord Elgin
had prudently put on a thick peacoat and iong boots;
besides, he got under the lee of a wall during the
service, and, except having his bald round head ex-
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posed, looked very comfortable. The Rev. Robert
M‘Gee, Chaplain to the Forces, tried to edge in behind
the wall, but did not succeed. Some French officers
and Russian Attachés were present; the Ruski priest
held up an elaborate cross during the whole service !
This would not do at St George’s-in-the-East.

“Went into the city gate and bought some fowls
and eggs. Napier is having some absurdly per-
manent works constructed—a.e., stone steps down the
wall, permanent magazine, &c., which will be finished
by the time we go.

“Oct. 18, Thursday.—Fine day, and warm com-
pared to yesterday. The 1st Division marched off
this morning to burn the Summer Palace, the scene of
the sufferings of our prisoners. I hear that we have
imposed a fine of £10,000 for each officer or gentleman
and £1000 for each soldier, dead or undelivered, and
have given them only three days to pay it in. This
is right, if three days is time enough to allow of some
more being given up.

“QOct. 19, Friday. — Started off to the Summer
Palace about 10.830 a.M. with Kempson,! &c., after
gsome delays. We were guided by the smoke. On
arriving at the nearest entrance, the east gate, I went
in, followed by Lamprey.? We were an hour too late
for loot; the Sikhs had been before us, and all the
palaces were in flames—a fine sight. The bright sun
gleamed through the smoke like a moon. Went off
to an island in a boat with Lamprey, who was very
fidgety and anxious to join the main body. I bought
some enamelled bronzes from the Sikhs and returned.

“ Oct. 20, Saturday.—Last night at 12 o’clock I was
aroused by Mann bringing the orders for the assault

1 Captain William John Kempson, 99th Foot,
2 Assistant-Surgeon Jones Lamprey, M.B., 67th Foot.
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of the palace. Harrison, Stewart, and Dakeyne ! were
to have been with the leading columns, but all was
countermanded at 9 AM. They say that Prince
Kung professes himself willing to pay the fine for
the prisoners, and that the French agreement was
to give them to the 23rd, so that everything is de-
ferred to that day. Lumsden tells me that we have
heard this morning of the fate of Brabazon. It
appears that on the 18th he was taken before the
Tatar second in command, who had just been mortally
wounded in the action with us. By his orders Bra-
bazon and the French abbé were immediately put to
death. . . .

“Oct. 21, Sunday.—A very raw cold morning. I
did not attend church. . . . The siege-guns leave
this to-morrow.

“Oct. 22, Monday.—Very cold morning ; last night
it froze hard. I joined a party to go out to the
Summer Palace, but the escort was countermanded
on account of Sang-ko-lin-sin, who is said to be in the
neighbourhood. 200 King’s Dragoon Guards were
sent out to look for him. I hear that one Company
of the Royal Engineers is to go home at once.
Stephenson says the 10th, because it has been out
the longest. But he has been misinformed; . . .
the 10th left home in October 1857, whereas the
23rd left home in March 1857, and is therefore clearly
first for home service. I will take care Stephenson
understands this. Reading ‘ Adam Bede’ again. This
is a charming book; one seems to live in it while
reading. How intensely English —rural English—
in its character. Now Miss Bronté’s novels are some-
what tinged with French melodrama. . . .

! Captain Dakeyne of the Madras Infantry, Commanding “ A ” Company
of the Madras Sappers.

N
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“Oct. 28, Tuesday.—Fine, cold, bracing weather.
To-morrow Lord Elgin and Sir Hope Grant go into
the city to sign the treaty; the 2nd Division act as
a guard to keep the streets. Napier still suspects
treachery, and has ordered me to send down some
tools and powder-bags to the An-ting gate ready for
to-morrow. Heard from Stephenson that my Company
is to go home. Very glad to hear it. Charlie Gordon
dined with us. He says the Russians have got two
batteries of Armstrong guns!

“Oct. 24, Wednesday. Signing the Treaty.—We
paraded at 11.30, and marched to the An-ting gate.
I rode with General Napier. It was about 2 p.M.
before the procession appeared—100 Cavalry and 400
Infantry, with bands playmg Lord Elgin in his
chair, carried by coolies in red shirts. He was
followed by the diplomats and officers on leave from
the 1st Division, some in red with cocked hats, some
in blue, and others in plain clothes—a motley crew.
The 2nd Division followed in rear of all, keeping the
road open by posting detachments at cross streets,
lining them along the road. A few mandarins with
attendants, all mounted on rough ponies, had come
to meet Lord Elgin at the gate, and Napier seemed
anxious not to let them go out of his sight. The
streets were lined with a dirty mob, among whom
the usual ragged Chinese official with the long whip
was very busy. Some, more respectably dressed, had
come in their carts. There were lots of ugly old
women, and occasionally, on the skirts of the crowd,
might be seen a round-faced Chinese beauty with
an old wrinkled duenna, ready to hurry her away
if looked at. The street we went along was wide
but terribly dusty; the houses are small and mean.
Occasionally a handsomely carved and gilded shop-
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front is seen, and through a cross street to our right
we catch a glimpse of the high wall enclosing the
palace. 'We pass two or three large dilapidated
entrances to nice shady-looking courtyards, said to
be Government buildings. At last we arrive at the
place where the treaty is being signed. Here Napier
goes in with his Aides-de-Camp, and, as I can’t enter,
I retire with Pritchard and discuss bread and hard
eggs, watched by a small mob with great interest.
We were afterwards allowed to enter the hall of audi-
ence. It was nothing very grand. A Chinese mob on
one side in embroidered gowns, a red-coated mob on
the other, with busy civilians in court dresses going
between and handing papers from Lord Elgin to
Prince Kung, who sat in chairs some distance from
one another. The Punjabis thought it a miserable
durbar, and that the Chinamen looked like a parcel
of old women with no hair on their faces. I believe
the Chinamen had purposely omitted to get up them-
selves or the room very magnificently. I wonder what
the Chinamen thought of Signor Beato’s! curtained
camera when first brought to bear on them! At
the end a photograph was taken of the whole group,
Crealock ? with great assurance sticking himself in the
centre. Prince Kung’s long, sallow, sour, hairless
face was in a strong light, and he sat immovably.
Then he got up and chin-chin’d with his knuckles
slightly without moving a muscle of his sad, sour-
looking countenance, advanced a few paces, chin-chin'd
again to the public, and that was the last I saw of the
Emperor’s brother. Then came the march home—

! Signor Beato, who took photographs in the Crimea, was gepecially
allowed to accompany the expedition as photographer.

% Lieut.-Colonel H. Hope Crealock, Military Secretary to H.B.M.’s

Special Embassy to China, afterwards a Lieut.-General, C.B.,and CM.G.,
who died in May 1891,
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three miles in the dusk of the evening through
the streets, still crowded by the Chinese, and in a
thick cloud of choking dust. I dined with General
Napier.

“Qct. 25, Thursday.—The photograph has turned
out a failure, and I am afraid Prince Kung won’t
sit for another.

“Oct. 26, Friday.—Rode out to the Summer Palace
with General Michel, &c., and escort. We went on
to the White Pagoda, two or three miles beyond the
palace the French looted. Had a magnificent view
from the top of the pagoda, which is about 150 feet
high. On one side the bare black hills, on which we
could see the buildings of the State Prisons and the
wall enclosing the Emperor’s deer-park (the same we
mistook for the Great Wall on the march); on the
other side, immediately at our feet, was a great lake
with two palace-islands and strange ¢ willow-pattern’
Chinese bridges; beyond, the wooded country around
Pekin, which was dimly seen through the haze. It
rained as we were returning. Our extra park, stores,
baggage, and ammunition went off this morning to
Tang-chow, and Pritchard’s Company escorts the boat
convoy to Tien-tsin. Gordon stops here with 20 men.

“QOct. 27, Saturday.—Rode into Pekin. Charlie
was to have come, but would not, and with his usual
candour told Hime the reason, that he did not like
one of the party. We rode right through the Tatar
and Chinese quarter and saw two large temples (one
with blue - tiled roof), had some chow -chow at an
eating-shop (grease, garlic, and no bread), and have
unanimously come to the conclusion that Pekin is
a wretched town, inferior to Tien-tsin. From the
large uninhabited spaces in the interior I should think
the population has been greatly over-estimated. In’
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one of the streets of the Tatar city we saw some Tatar
tents with stands of spears (said to be merely those
of the city police). The inhabitants were tolerably
civil, but the juvenile population in the Chinese
quarter would run after us shouting, and once pelting
dry mud at us.

“Oct. 28, Sunday. — Breakfasted with Gordon.
Read divine service regimentally at 11 am. The
French funeral of deceased prisoners took place to-
day. They were buried in the Jesuits’ Cathedral in
Pekin, which I have not seen. I rode into Pekin
with Charlie on my pony and bought a small enamel.
Did not feel very well.

“Oct. 29, Monday.— Raw, wet day. I kept my
room, being laid up with one of my fever - colds.
Reading ¢ Adam Bede’ and ‘Coast Defences,’” and
writing out monthly reports.

“Oct. 30, Tuesday.—Rained heavily all last night,
and the ducks came knocking at my door with their
bills to get shelter. Fine, sunshiny, cold day, snow
seen on the hills. Rigaud paid me a visit. I rode
out with him and Charlie Gordon to the West angle,
and it appears to me that my plan of Pekin is right
and the Russian one wrong. Rigaud told me that
ponies had been bought at Japan and taken to Shang-
hai at a cost of £54,000. The Admiral refused to give
them transport here, so they have been sold for
nothing at Shang-hai. Balaklava again! . . .

“ Oct. 31, Wednesday.—Rode into Pekin and bought
a fur coat for $9. I had a fireplace begun this morn-
ing about 9.80 A.M., and found a bright wood-fire
burning on my return at 5 p.M. (muster parade).
But, alas! this evening a memorandum came to
warn us to be in readiness to move to An-ting
gate to-morrow.



198 CHINA CAMPAIGN.

“Nov. 1, Thursday. —Moved to quarters in the
suburb outside the An-ting gate at 2 P.m.

“ Nov. 2, Friday.—Mann goes off to-morrow, leaving
me Commanding Royal Engineer. He goes to Hong-
kong to build barracks at Kow-loon.

“Nov. 4, Sunday.—Service in the Temple of the
Earth at 10 A.M. Rode into the city with Charlie.
We went on the wall of the south side of the Chinese
city, which is not more than 26 feet high and 16 thick.
On returning found orders to march to-morrow with
the 67th.

“ Nov. 5, Monday.—Very cold morning. Therm. 26°
Fahr. at 8 A.M. Marched at 9 with the 67th. Charlie
came to see us off. Beautiful day for marching, bright
sky, and keen, bracing air. We got to the stone
brldge, our first halt, at about 3 .M., 134 miles. Put
up in a room next to Colonels Knox and Thomas.?
We found a stove and some little balls of coal, which
we lit, shutting the doors before we went to bed. .

“ Nov. 6, Tuesday.— . . . Passed near Chang-chia-
wan, a little walled town, which was thoroughly looted
after the affair of the 18th September. Beyond this
we passed where the Chinese guns (76 of them) had
been placed by the bank of a stream or canal, also
remnants of stockades, &c. We reached Ma-tow about
2.80 p.M. I was quartered in some houses outside the
town, and quite destitute of doors and windows. One
wing of .the 67th was left at a village three miles
behind, but the other and Headquarters found pretty
good shelter at the farther end of the town, which is
otherwise all in ruins, having been burnt by order on

1 Colonel Thomas Edmond Knox, C.B., Commanding 67th Foot, after-

wards a Lieut.-General.
? Lieut.-Colonel John Wellesley Thomas, C.B., 87th Foot, afterwards a

Lieut.-General.
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the 8rd ult. Two of the 67th were lost here on their
way up. We slept very well, using our waterproof
sheets for shutters.

“Nov. 7, Wednesday.—Ram-Sami (my boy) suffers
from the cold. No wonder, for he has sent the fur
coat I bought him on to Tien-tsin with the heavy
baggage. We got to Ho-si-wu by 1 p.M. (12 miles).
Colonel Spence, Commanding 31st Regiment, told us
off to capital quarters. There is also a very good
market here, and K. was sent to lay in supplies.

“ Nov. 8, Thursday.—Marched at 8.30 A.Mm.—a very
long march, about 19 miles—to a town called Yang-tse,
where two companies of the 81st are stationed. We
did not get in until near 4 o’clock.

“ Mem.—I think Tyler's! counterscarp theory is
borrowed from Choumara’s interior glacis, though
unacknowledged. Jervois 2 has admittedly taken from
Choumara the principle of the independence of the
parapet and escarp. I have, therefore (since reading
the Royal Engineers Professional Papers last night),
no motive for introducing Choumara’s system in any
new form.

“Nov. 9, Friday.—Marched at 9 .M. Corporal Hollis
and some men are footsore with yesterday’s march.
Mild, cloudy day. The climate or weather is milder
as we get farther from the hills. Halted at a village
about 10 miles from Tien-tsin, after a twelve-mile
march. Half the Company put under canvas, including
officers, and all the 67th except two companies.

“ Now. 10, Saturday.—This morning I found my cap
frozen to the table in the tent. Marched into Tien-tsin
through crowded suburbs and narrow, dirty streets.

! Captain Sir Henry W. Tyler, Royal Engineers.
2 Lieut.-General Sir William F. Drummond Jervois, G.C.M.G., C.B,,
Royal Engineers, who died in 1897.
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The streets show much more life than those in Pekin,
and the shops seem better.  The selling of old clothes
is conducted with remarkable vigour. One man throws
each article from a large heap over to another man,
spreading them out in the air with great dexterity,
each of them all the time shouting with remarkable
energy, sometimes in the form of a song, and again in
a series of interjections delivered alternately, which
seem like a running fire of jokes. I called on Colonel
Mackenzie, Deputy Quartermaster-General, who says
we are to go in the Adventure with the Marines, and
may expect to leave this about the 15th or 16th.

“Nowv. 11, Sunday.—Pritchard showed me his stables
which he made contracts for. They are lean-to sheds
for 400 horses at $16 for 20 feet. The Chinese work
capitally. How superior they are to the Indians!

“Nov. 12, Monday. —The Royals went off this
morning. Madras Sappers arrived, and leave early
to-morrow, so I dismissed my faithful Ram-Sami.

“ Nov. 18, Tuesday.—Madras Sappers went off early.
I got orders at 5 P.m. to start to-morrow. This is very
sudden, but not altogether unexpected.

“ Nov. 14, Wednesday.—I was told yesterday by
Mackenzie and Willes to embark in the Dove at 10 A.M.
This I accordingly did, and was congratulating myself
on getting settled down and having a pleasant com-
mander, when Wolseley ! and Willes told me to take
everything out and put it in the Flamer. This I did
with some remonstration. We got no farther than
the flats off Tien-tsin Forts that evening.

“The next morning (Nov. 15, Thursday) we joined
the 19th Punjab Native Infantry fellows, who were in.
comparative comfort in a shed on the junk, sheltered

1 Field-Marshal Viscount Wolseley, K.P., &c., then a Lieut.-Colonel and
Deputy Assistant Quartermaster-General.
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from the cutting wind and able to get any amount of
cooking done at the sailors’ fire. It came on to blow
very hard from the north during the night; terribly
cold for our poor fellows outside.

“Nov. 16, Friday.—We got off the Ta-ku Forts early
this morning, but owing to the wind and sea outside
we did not cross the bar but lay inside I drew an
extra ration of rum for the men, and got an awning
put up in the evening. We put off Pritchard to the
forts at an early hour this morning to bring in the
baggage.

“Nov. 17, Saturday.—Fine morning. We got out
to the fleet, put the Punjabis on the Edith Moore, and
came on to the Adventure. Had a good breakfast, and
a wash with a limited amount of water. The Marines
arrived just before us. Pritchard came with the
baggage all right. He and I are in the same cabin.
All are very much crowded. Came on to blow again
in the afternoon, but the wind is much milder than on
shore.

“ Now. 19, Monday.—Captain Lacy says he is wait-
ing for half of the 8th Company. I suppose they could
not come out to-day on account of the strong wind and
sea, and are now lying inside the bar.

“Nov. 22, Thursday.—Harrison arrived with half
the 8th Company, and we started about 5 p.M.”
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CHAPTER XIIL
HONG-KONG, THE CAPE, AND HOME.

GraHAM with his Company reached Hong-kong on
the 2nd December, and disembarked and encamped at
Kow-loon on the following day. About a fortnight
later intelligence came that the 23rd Company with
Graham in command was to return to England. It
was more than a month later, however, before he em-
barked, and in the meantime he amused himself when
off duty by taking long walks and exploring the
island. One day he climbed to the top of Victoria
Peak to see the beautiful view of the harbour and
islands, and found a very well-informed signalman
who lived all alone in a little look-out house, but
had all the latest papers, and was quite happy.
Another day he went to Pok-shun to bathe in some
glorious big pools of fresh water. Then he visited a
French wreck, Les Deux Jumeaux, where he met an
amusing Franco-Chinese comprador, who spoke three
words of French, and told him that “Englishman no
savay Flancyman, Chinaman he savay Flancyman and
Englishman.”

He read some novels, and, as usual, commented on
them in his diary, from which the following extracts
are made, beginning with the New Year, and narrat-
ing his departure and voyage to the Cape.
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“Jan. 1, 1861, Tuesday.—The non-commissioned
officers had a convivial meeting in the evening;
Harrison and I attended, he singing ‘ Billy Barlow.’
We had our healths drunk with great enthusiasm.

“Jan. 6, Sunday.— . . . I am reading ‘ Wearing
the Willows,” by the author of ‘The Nut- Brown
Maid,” a quaint and rather sad book, but beautifully
written, and with great apparent fidelity of descrip-
tion. It is clearly by a woman’s hand, and all the
SOITOWS are woman’s SOITOWS. :

“Jan. 8, Tuesday.— . . . Read an old-fashioned
story, ‘ The Depraved,” one of ‘ Two Old Men’s Tales.’
How unlike what we write nowadays. I suppose it
is because we are so0 much more practical now that we
could not stand the dramatic improbabilities of these
stories. '

“Jan. 10, 11, and 12.—Reading Choumara, Zastrov,
and Montalembert. Rained heavily. :

“Jan. 17, Thursday.—Our orders are out to embark
on Saturday. On the same day the promentery of
Kow-loon is to be formally given over to ws. by the
mandarins.

“Jan. 19, Saturday.—Got into some Commissariat
boats at 7 A.M., and so on board the good ship
Adelaide. Capital cabin accommodation. There will
be only 24 officers to 20 cabins and splendid saloon
and poop. Went over to Kow-loon and saw the
troops march past—the 44th, 21st Madras Native
Infantry, and some detachments that were brought
by the White Star. This was the ceremony of
taking over Kow-loon. Lots of ladies present, and
a great many salutes were fired.

“Jan. 20, Sunday.—Went to church on shore. The
Imperieuse has come in with 130 cases of smallpox.
She lies near us under the yellow flag. . . .
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“ Jan. 22, Tuesday.— . . . We got under weigh
about 1.80 P.M., and were greatly cheered by a neigh-
bouring ship. As we passed the Imperieuse the men
crowded the bulwarks, and we interchanged salutes
with old Jones [the Rear-Admiral] and the officers on
the poop, while their band played ‘Home, Sweet
Home!” They, poor fellows ! have to go to the Bogue
Forts and remain in quarantine until they can be pro-
nounced healthy. We went out by the Lye-moon
Pass. . . . A man tumbled overboard, but was picked
up again. .

“Jan. 29, Tuesday.—For the last two mornings I
have got up about 6.30 A.M., gone under a canvas
shower-bath, and then walked the wet decks in my
pyJamas and practised club-exercise, in which I am
improving. Saw two or three islands this mormng,
one of them a remarkably sharp-pointed mountain.
A school of porpoises seen in the distance looking
strangely vivacious in the flat desert of water. Oh!
happy living things merrily dancing. I wonder if
they were ever mistaken for mermaids by some
ancient mariner? . . . Got to our anchorage, about
three miles off Singapore, between 8 and 9 P.M.

“Jan. 30, Wednesday, Singapore.—The Adventure
got here on Saturday morning, thus making the
journey in a day less than we have. She left again
this morning. The captain went away early for
orders. A number of Malay, Chinese, and Hindustani
boats came off to us with monkeys, shells, fruit, &e.
One of the monkeys, from some cause unknown to us,
repeatedly endeavoured to commit suicide by jumping
overboard, but was always hauled back by his rope
and punished by his proprietor. At last he untied
his rope or got loose somehow, jumped overboard,
and swam away with his head under water!
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The boat was, however, put in pursuit and picked
him up. Went ashore. Had a drive of about four
miles to the town. Much amused by the little
Malay boys, who ran by the side of the carriage,
keeping up an extraordinary rapping noise by striking
their arms and hands against their bodies. They all
seemed in capital hard condition. The country is
beautifully green here, with hedges, reminding one
of England. The palm-trees don’t. Dined on shore
at the Hotel de 1'Espérance, played bowls and re-
turned. Hot night. »

“Jan. 81, Thursday.—Went ashore again and saw
a great Chinese sing-song pigeon. They say this
place is healthy in spite of the stinking drains and
swamps, constant rain, and thermometer averaging
82° (I should have thought more). It is certainly
a better place than Hong-kong.

“Feb. 1, Friday.— A great nuisance our not
starting to-day. Still lying in this narrow creek,
excluded from sea-breezes. I remained on board
and the day passed very dully. Hot muggy day
with occasional heavy showers of rain. Reading ‘A
Life for a Life’—a remarkable book, though written
very quietly and in the undramatic form of letters and
diary. The author must be a very good man with
a high idea of love and duty. That scene where
Theodora with brave humility declares she will never
leave him affected me strangely.

“Feb. 2, Saturday.—Started about 9.30 .M. Passed
through thickly wooded islands where Malay rajahs
hold their court—at least so Mr Mansel said, who
comes about thirty miles with us to a place called
Rio, a Dutch settlement. We put him in his boat
after dinner and he left us cheering. Some of these
islands are mere rocks about 20 yards broad, but
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even these have trees on them. Continual heavy
showers.

“ Feb. 4, Monday.—We lay at anchor all last night
in the Straits of Banka about ten miles off Sumatra
—low shore covered with trees. We noticed an
extraordinary difference in the colour of the water
from green to mud colour, the boundary clearly de-
fined by a thin line of foam. Our wake in the dirty
water is shown by the light green water, which, I
suppose, is brought up by the screw, the dirt being

only on the surface. . . .

* “Feb. 6, Wednesday.—Got in sight of Java about
2 P.M., after passing a number of little islands covered
with trees like fairy kingdoms. The Java coast is
high and very beautiful, green fields and trees sloping
down to the sea. We lay a few miles off Anger, a
small Dutch settlement, of which we could see the
white houses with red-tiled roofs among the green
trees. A small earth battery could also be seen.
Boats came off with fruit, monkeys, Java sparrows
(pretty birds with white cheeks and red bills), parrots,
turtles, &c. The Dutch harbour-master came off to
see us. At 4 P.M. we steamed on again and soon
found ourselves in the swell of the Indian Ocean.

“Feb. 8, Friday.—Read ‘The Head of a Family.’
I like it even better than ¢ A Life for a Life’ : there is
more plot and character and an equally high, perhaps
higher, standard of love and duty. We ought to get
the trades to-morrow, being in 10° S. lat. . . .

“ Feb. 15, Friday.—The weather must be getting
cooler, as I could sit in my cabin to-day without
getting faint. I devoted myself to fortification, and
am well pleased with my little system. I wonder if
any one else will be. ¢ Our little systems have their
day,’ &c. Will mine? To-day we got the first of the
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long-expected trade wind from E.N.E., instead of S.E.
We knocked off steaming and disconnected our screw,
and I bet the captain a bottle of champaone that
he would not ‘make’ 1000 miles by sailing in the
week.

« Feb, 19, Tuesday.—All day yesterday we were
repairing the air-pump of the steam-engine, which
was not ready before 2 A.M. to-day. We then got
under steam, wind being too much ahead, and we
may have to run to Mauritius. Did five pages of
Italian this morning.  Beautiful weather. This
afternoon we passed the trail of a whale (so ’tis
said), a broad, oily-looking track, like the newly
made wake of a ship, stretching far away at right
angles to our course, fringed by the light ripple on
the calm surface of the sea.

“Feb. 20, Wednesday.— . . . I now read four or
five pages of ‘I promessi Sposi’ every morning before
breakfast. With this and my fortification I em-
ploy myself pretty agreeably. I am reading G. H.
Lewes’s ¢ Studies of Animal Life’ out of the ‘ Cornhill.’
How remarkably clear and interesting.

« Feb. 26, Tuesday.—Got to Port Louis, Mauritius,
about 5 p.M., lying off Fort George. Crozier! and
Paterson 2 came off to see us.

““ Feb. 27, Wednesday.—1 went ashore at 6 AM.
Walked over the fort with Lloyd.? Fortifications on
Caponier principle. Called on Colonel Burgmann,* and
on the Browns. Dined with 5th Regiment. -

1 Major-General Henry Darley Crozier, then a subaltern of Royal
Engineers.

2 Lieutenant John Brand Paterson, Royal Engineers, who died at
Mauritius the same year.

3 Major-General Edward F.S. Lloyd,then a subaltern of Royal Engineers.

4 Ma]or -General George H. Burgmann, Commanding Royal Engmeer,
who died in 1867.
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“ Feb. 28, Thursday.—Took a drive into the country
in Paterson’s dogeart in the rain. Pretty scenery
—Pieter Both and Pouce Hills. Very verdant land-
scape. Visited a sugar-planter. Dined with Colonel
Burgmann. . . .

“ March 2, Saturday.—Dined last night with Mar-
indin.! Started about noon, blowing great guns. .

“ March 16, Saturday.— . . . I am deeply interested
in the ‘Life of Charlotte Bronté.” It is a wonderful
tale. She is a heroine for every Englishman to be
proud of; a character, I should say, singularly un-
Irish, although she had an Irish father. The night is
dark, and the phosphorescence of the water has an
extraordinary appearance all around us. Waves
breaking in sheets of white light, a most weird,
spectral scene.

“ March 18, Monday.—Came into Simon’s Bay this
morning about 8.30 ; blowing a south-easter. A high
rock-bound coast. Went ashore and took a cart to
Cape Town, a barren, sandy tract of country to Rath-
felders, where I left a note for Mr van Rees Hoets
(a friend of Reginald, who had sent an invitation to
me). After leaving Rathfelders the country is woody
and pretty up to the base of the great Table Mountain,
a continuation of the range of hills from Simon’s Bay.
Here the road becomes bare again and uninteresting,
but for the number of crinolines we met. We entered
the dusty straggling Cape Town with its little white
houses and put up at the Masonic. Took a walk on
the promenade, &c. . . .

“ March 19, Tuesday.—Pritchard and I were awak-
ened a little after 5 A.M., as agreed, to go up the

1 Major Sir Francis Arthur Marindin, K.C.M.G., Royal Engineers,
Chief Inspector of Railways, Board of Trade, then a subaltern. He died
in 1900.
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Table Mountain. We were joined by Galbraith
of the Queen, and after waiting till half- past six
for a guide we started, taking a coolie, who pro-
fessed to know the road well, to carry our grub.
We scrambled along over big stones and burnt
bush up to the shoulder of the hill, when we found
it impossible to proceed, and our ‘guide’ told us
with great candour that he had never been up before.
It was tremendously hot under a blazing sun.
Galbraith and I climbed about 300 feet up the
rocks, and then we all descended, losing our guide.
on the way, so that we got to our hotel very tired
and hungry about noon. . . . Took a stroll in the
Botanical Gardens in the afternoon.

“March 20, Wednesday.—Called on Colonels White?!
and Gordon,? R.E. T took leave of Smith3 (Lt., R.E.),
who seems to be, as reported, an excellent officer. I
got to Rathfelders (per mail-cart) about 8.30 P.M.
Mr Hoets was at his farm, busy in the vintage, so I
did not see him until 6.30. He is a very keen-looking
and keen-sighted man, and possesses a vast deal of
general information—altogether a most agreeable com-
panion, as I might have expected from a Cambridge
friend of Reginald. At dinner we had a Mr Gotobed,
another friend of Reginald (a small - faced, short-
sighted, but intelligent man), a Mr Holding (who
manages Mr Hoets’s farm and is a great naturalist),
and a young man in the mixed commission, formerly
secretary to Sir E. L. Bulwer-Lytton.

“ March 21, Thursday.—Mr Hoets took me over

! Major-General Henry A. White, Royal Engineers, then a Lieut.-
Colonel. He died in 1888.

? Major-General Alexander Gordon, then a Colonel, and Commanding
Royal Engineer. He died in 1863.

8 Major-General Percy G. L. Smith, Director of Works at the Admir-
alty, who died in 1893.

0]
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his farm ; he has about 40 acres of vineyard besides
grazing-ground, house, and two other farms. He
wants to sell up, as wine-growing is now unprofit-
able, owing to the blight and the alteration of tariff.
This blight, it appears, commenced in a hothouse
near Hampstead in 1847, whence it has spread over
France and Germany, and last year showed itself at
the Cape! Was it brought by the wind, or, as seems
more likely, in the clothes of some German vine-
trainers lately come over? The only known remedy
is flowers of sulphur. We went on to the famed
Constantia vineyards. Here the soil is higher than
Mr Hoets's land and a mixture of clay and quartz.
Old Mr Cloeté told me that his vines begin to ripen
some weeks earlier than the others, and thus get
much sweeter. The dry wines are allowed to fer-
ment longer than the sweet, whose fermentation is
stopped by the fumes of burning sulphur. I tasted
the wines. The dry Pontac is particularly nice; but
there is in all this wine (like the Crimean) a sickly
perfume (of muscatel?) which I find monotonous.
We then went to Mr van Reenan’s farm, where we
had luncheon. He is a fine old fellow, and gave me
a kerrt or Kaffir life-preserver. Rode back fast to
Rathfelders to catch the mail-cart at 3.30. Every
one of our party nearly were in it, so I took leave
of Mr Hoets, who will perhaps pay me a visit on
Monday. As we approached the coast the S.E.
wind blew strongly and very cold, and on getting
to Simon’s Bay we found that we could not get off
to our ship, so we all slept at the hotel.

“ March 22, Friday.—Got on board this morning.”

Here the book ends, and no more diary can be
found for many years. He arrived in England on
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the 24th of May. For his services in China he was
mentioned in despatches (see ‘London Gazette, 4th
November 1860), received the war medal with two
clasps and a brevet lieutenant-colonelcy, to which he
was gazetted on the 15th of February 1861, while
on his voyage home.
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CHAPTER XIIL
HOME AND CANADIAN SERVICE—FOREIGN MANEUVRES.

Wire his return from China, the first phase of
Graham’s service was over. He was indeed only a
captain of Royal Engineers of seven years’ service,
but he was a lieutenant-colonel in the army, had been
thrice wounded, had no small experience in war, and
his breast was covered with medals and decorated
with the Victoria Cross. He might well have ex-
pected active employment on the first occasion that
offered. But the authorities thought otherwise. No
opportunity was given to him, and for the next twenty
years of his life he was doing very useful, if prosaic,
work, in looking after the engineering and barrack
services of military districts. For a few years he was
quartered at Shorncliffe and Brighton in charge of
Engineer Sub-districts of the South-Eastern Military
District, the Headquarters of which are at Dover. At
Brighton he was Commanding Royal Engineer until
1865, when he was appointed Commanding Royal
Engineer at Aldershot.

In the meantime an important event in his private
life had occurred. On the 29th April 1862, he
married in London, at St Peter's Church, Eaton
Square, Jane Dinah, widow of the Rev. Valentine
Samuel Barry Blacker, who died in 1858, rector of
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East and West Rudham, Norfolk. She was the
daughter of George Durrant, who died in January
1877, aged 83 years, of South Elmham Hall in Suffolk,
and of his wife Esther Payne, who died in 1873, aged
76 years, daughter of John Norman of Suffold, Suffolk.
It will be remembered that Graham’s sister, Joanna,
married the Rev. Reginald Durrant, a son of George
Durrant, so that the families were doubly allied. Mrs
Graham had already two children (twins) by Mr
Blacker, a daughter, Emma, and a son, Edwin, a
confirmed invalid from childhood, who died in 1875
at the age of twenty-two years.

At the end of May 1866, Graham and his wife em-
barked for Canada, where for over three years he was
Commanding Royal Engineer at Montreal. During
his first Canadian winter he wrote to his brother-in-
law, the Rev. Reginald Durrant :—

“We like the winter here better than the summer,
though we have not yet had many of those glorious,
bright, windless, frosty days when the thermometer is
about minus 30° Fahr. and yet you don't feel it cold—
days which people at home are led to suppose to be
the staple winter weather in Canada. We find many
windy days, snowy days dull foggy days, when the
frost hangs on the hair in long icicles, or powders it
with rime. However, there is a good deal of enjoy-
able weather too—rarely warm enough for sleigh-
driving with comfort ; pleasant, however, for snow-
shoeing, which Jane [his wife] took to with ease, or
for tobogganing, which Gerald [his eldest son, born
in 1863] delights in—though in the most primitive
manner. We go also to the skating-rink occasionally,
and I have conceived a great liking for the noble
game of curling, which I think you would like too, as
it resembles quoits in requiring a combination of eye
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and hand with a vast deal more play....I think
this is the most expensive country for outfit in the
inhabited globe, and living is quite as dear as in Eng-
land. I never told you how much we liked Ecce
Homo’; it lasted us for many Sunday readings. We
are all well now, but have had great anxiety about
the children.”

While he thus pleasantly describes his recreations
his official life in Canada was very uneventful, being
the ordinary routine work of a Commanding Royal
Engineer in a large District ; but there were several
Fenian scares, which, although they added greatly
to the worry and the work—camps for troops hav-
ing to be formed at out-of-the-way places—never
came to anything serious. Onthe 30th March 1867
he was made a Companion of the Bath, Military Divi-
sion, for his war services, and on the 15th February
1869 was promoted to be brevet-colonel.

Returning home from Canada at the end of October
1869, he was stationed for a year at Chatham, and
for another year at Manchester, at that time the
Headquarters of the then undivided and unwieldy
Northern Military District. In October 1871 he was
sent to York, where he remained for six years in
Engineer charge of a very large and important Sub-
district.

A letter from York, to his brother-in-law, in August
1874, gives us a glimpse of him away for a holiday
with his children, and also of his work at home :—

“Just returned from Saltburn, a lovely little
watering-place near Redcar, which combines the
sea and splendid sands with delightful walks —a
very unusual combination on this bleak, northern
coast. .Every morning I would take Gerald and
Franky (ages eleven and eight respectively) a walk
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in the sands, which are firm enough to allow of
our doing a little Euclid and arithmetic on them
on the way. Then choosing a secluded spot, we
would bathe. Gerald, though not yet taught to
swim, will face the biggest wave, holding my hand
and enjoying it immensely. In the meantime Jany
(age nine) would be bathing with her nurse, and the
others digging, or in the gardens.

“Gerald and Franky go to school within about
200 yards of our house, and Jany takes lessons in
French and music. Emmy [his step-daughter] is now
on a visit to the Akers! at Weymouth. The baby,
when you saw us at Llanddulas, is now a sturdy
little fellow of four and a half, and replaced by another
baby.

“My inspections of classes under the Science and
Art Department at South Kensington are all over.
Have you none near you? Clergymen, and sometimes
lawyers and doctors, are generally the most active
members of Science and Art Committees, notwith-
standing their having so much else to do. My in-
spections of these classes are voluntary and do not
form part of my usual work. Another voluntary
piece of work I have undertaken is that of Examiner
in Fortification at the periodical examinations of cadets
at Woolwich. Otherwise my regular work is the
charge of the York Royal Engineer Division, including
all the War Department works and property, and
the defences of the Humber.

“Cardwell's Brigade Centres, of which you have
of course heard, give me plenty of work, seven of .
them falling to my share. This involves selecting and

1 The family of Lieut.-Colonel (afterwards Major-General) Charles
Style Akers, then Commanding Royal Engineer at Weymouth, a very
intimate friend of Graham. He died in 1887.
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reporting on land for sites (no end of correspondence),
preparing designs for barracks with gas, water, and
drainage, and when approved, carrying them into
execution. Beside my office work I have a great
deal of travelling about in my Division, sometimes
more than Jane and I like.”

The experience he had gained during many years
in the construction and maintenance of barracks
marked him out as a suitable officer for the post
of Assistant-Director of Works for Barracks at the
War Office, and on a vacancy occurring he was ap-
pointed to fill it on the 18th December 1877, having
been promoted to a regimental lieutenant-colonelcy
on the 27th of September 1876.

Before, however, he quitted York and the Northern
Military District he was selected with officers of other
arms to accompany General Lord Airey! to the
German army manceuvres in the autumn of 1877.

Arriving at Diisseldorf on the 1st of September, he
attended on the 3rd the inspection of the Seventh
Army Corps by the German Emperor, when the Crown
Princess (now the Empress Frederick) was present
in hussar dress. He notes that “the men marched
past splendidly and looked thoroughly efficient,
parade step absurd, horses good.  There were
" twenty-six battalions of about 500 men marched
past in open column in thirty-three minutes, and in
contiguous battalion column of double companies in
seventeen minutes. The cavalry were 2000 strong,
the artillery had fourteen field batteries and three
troops of horse artillery of four guns each. Five
men only ride in field batteries and six march.”
He was honoured with an invitation to dine at a
great banquet at Benrath, where he was pre-

1 First and only Baron Airey, died in 1881.
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sented to the Emperor and to the Crown Prince
and Princess. _ '

On the 4th he notes: “Manceuvres with skeleton
enemy. Tactics queer. Volley-firing without any
enemy in sight. Guns of defence retained in position
until enemy’s infantry were within 50 yards. Cavalry
massed under fire of both infantry and artillery. We
were told to reserve our opinion until we had seen
real manceuvres on Friday.” After a long journey by
train, he was present in the rain at the “real” man-
ceuvres on the 7th, and observes “ much to criticise.”
He dined again with the Emperor at Benrath, where
he got into an argument about shelter trenches with
a German general, who became quite angry. “I
shouldn’t argue with these people,” he says. He
made the acquaintance of von Moltke, and was pre-
sented to the Red Prince and Prince Wied.

On the 8th, in going and returning from the man-
ceuvres, the attentions of the ladies were almost
embarrassing. “In Walfrath three pretty girls threw
us some flowers, and on our return from the oper-
ations we got pelted with a vengeance. At Homburg
I had a bouquet thrown hard in my face, and another
cut my lips, and W. got one in his eye. Not very
pleasant these rough salutations of the white-robed
maidens. At dinner much #rinquant of glasses, &ec.
Lord Airey proposed the Emperor’s health very neatly
in French.”

On the 9th, Sunday, “ Went to Church with C.;
small attendance. Sermon on ‘Take no thought for
to-morrow.” Collection for Madras famine. Off to
Cologne by train. Paid visits of ceremony; then
dinner, a tremendously long business, 5 to 8.30 p.M.!

“ Sept. 10th.—Review of the 8th Army Corps by
the Emperor—fine sight. Lord Airey got a kick on
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the shin from a piebald horse. Dinner with the
Emperor, when I heard a telegram read of the Russian
success at Plevna. The Crown Princess told me she
sympathised with the Turks and with the poor
sufferers from the Madras famine. She said, ‘It is
sad to think how human life is sacrificed.” The Kaiserin
also expressed great commiseration, and thought
every feeling heart should wish the war to be stopped.
Kind-hearted woman, she was very sorry for Lord
Airey. The Crown Prince asked me about my V.C,
wondered how old I was, and when I told him forty-
six years, ¢ Exactly my age,” said the Prince.

“Sept. 11¢th.—Lord Airey is better and going to the
manceuvres to-day. I got him to let me off, and went
to see about leave to visit fortifications. All very
polite, but said I must get permission from the War
Minister. Went to see the Cathedral—a splendid
pile—and in the evening with W. to the opera
‘ Martha.’”

After some more days of manceuvres in the same
neighbourhood with very little variety, and imperial
dinners in the evening, Graham went on the 16th
September to Carlsrube, which he found en féte; the
next day he attended a review of the troops. He was
much struck with the appearance of the bodyguard of
Grenadiers. “The Emperor,” he remarks, * rode past
at the head of a dragoon regiment, and the Grand
Duke, a fine-looking man, rode well.” He dined at
the palace, and was presented to the Grand Duchess,
the daughter of the Emperor, “a fine, stately, most
agreeable woman—talked to every one.” He sat next
D., who told him of his presentation as a little boy of
three years old to Bernadotte ; he had just been read-
ing the fable of the frog and the ox, and when Ber-
nadotte asked him what he would like to be, he
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answered, “ An ox”; he remembered the displeasure
of his father, who would have liked him to say “A
soldier,” or “A general”; but Bernadotte laughed
heartily. Graham having made an awkward remark
on the profusion of medals given for nothing, D. told
him that during a visit to England he danced on one
occasion with a daughter of Sir James Graham ; she
inquired in what battles he had got his medals; he
had to reply that he had never been in a battle, that
the King of Holland had given him some, and so on;
but he felt so ashamed that he did not dance again
with her, although a very agreeable young lady.
Graham attended a gala performance of “ Undine” at
the theatre, where the Grand Duchess looked very
well in her jewels.

On the 18th of September he notes with delight,
for the weather had been generally wet: * Lovely
day, with fine fresh air from the hills; capital field-
day with intrenchments. My horse went well, but
D. came to grief.”

Next day he visited Baden, and on his return at-
tended a State concert at the palace, where * Bianchi
was delightful in her first song with sweet modulated
head-notes like a sparkling stream.”

On the 20th, General von Kameke, German war
minister, told him it would be all right about seeing
the fortifications, and at dinner that day, after the
manceuvres, Lord Airey entertained him with an
account of the battle of the Alma, which so greatly
resembled Kinglake’s that Graham was astonished
to find that Lord Airey had not read the book.

As the 21st was too wet for manceuvres, Graham
went out to see the barracks of the 21st Regiment.
The officers’ mess, he says, looked “a barren place,”
as the officers all live in lodgings. The men were
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crowded together in unventilated rooms, and the
stables were very rough.

On the 22nd, the manceuvres took place near Ras-
tadt, and the Emperor and the Crown Prince said
good-bye. In the evening Graham was informed '
that he would be allowed to see all the defences and
barracks, on the understanding that nothing should
be pubhshed Graham had made a very favourable
impression on the German Staff, and as he spoke
German well, was a general favourite. They used to
joke him about his wasser-proofe, which he never
went without.

On the 23rd he said his good-byes and went off to
Strassburg. He jots down: “ Quaint old town—bad
smells. Went up to the top of the tower. My Alsa-
tian orderly volunteered, so as not to go to Silesia ;
he returns to France after completing his three years’
service. Great alterations to fortifications.” On the
following day he called at the Fortification Bureau,
where he found a ¢ Captain D., very civil : showed me
all the plans, &c., of the siege, but not of fortifications
now in progress. Regret I did not get permission to
see Strassburg. Went with D. to see Lunette No.
44, where the French held out so gallantly. Saw the
¢ Casino’ for all the officers of the garrison, a good
arrangement.”

At Metz on the 25th, after making calls of cere-
mony, an orderly conducted him to the Fortification
Bureau, where Captain R., “a very nice fellow,” gave
him every information.  Old General von Schwerin
sent for Graham, and was “very civil, but evi-
dently suspicious.” Next day the weather was
splendid, and in company with General von Schwerin
and others, Graham drove to the battlefields. * The
General,” he notes, “is determined that I shall see
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as little as possible. ¢Mustn’t draw or take dimen-
sions,” he says. A good old fellow though, and very
popular. He exercises quite a parental authority
over his subordinates; called his driver ¢Junge’
and ‘ Mein Sohn,’ pitching into him though occa-
sionally. He asked some French boys from Grave-
lotte what they were doing. Getting butter,’ they
answered. ‘What! have you no butter at Gorze,
and don’t you learn German?’ &c. He told me
a great deal about the fights in which he com-
manded a brigade of the 5th Division—the battles
of Vionville and Rezonville, &c., and how the Em-
peror shook his hand and said he would never for-
get it. The whole country is like a vast cemetery.
Bazaine made a great blunder in not using the
Guards to resist the attack of the Saxons on
Roncourt.”

On the 27th he again drove with the Governor,
visiting St Quentin and Plappeville. There was, how-
ever, “no taking notes or anything with the Governor
present.” Graham was “amused at his familiar way
with the soldiers—‘ Why, my lad, that must be your
Sunday coat’ (a particularly dirty one), putting his
hand on the man’s shoulder and then stroking his
face. He likes them to answer him loud, sharp, and
quick, and they all evidently like him. Got away
after luncheon to Fort Kameke, where I met a nice
fellow and got lots of information.”

After visiting Forts St Julien, Les Bordes, and
Queleu with another “ very nice fellow,” who let
bim see everything he wanted in spite of a dis-
agreeable ‘“sub,” who at St Julien’s would inspect
his drawing, he said good-bye to the hospitable
Governor and went to Mainz. There on the 30th
September he found a very pleasant and com-
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municative Major A., a friend and correspondent of
Colonel Wilbraham Lennox,! and drove with him round
the defences. Next day he sailed down the Rhine to
Coblentz. He looked over Ehrenbreitstein on the 1st
October, visited Forts Alexander and Constantine,
and then returned to England, where he reported
himself to the Inspector - General of Fortifications,
General (now Field-Marshal) Sir Lintorn Simmons.
That distinguished officer took a lively interest in
his doings, catechised him on the German manceuvres
and the fortifications he had seen, and seemed much
pleased with the information he had collected.

He writes to his brother-in-law, the Rev. Reginald
Durrant, shortly after his return to York :—

“I have only lately returned from Germany, where
I had a most interesting and instructive tour. I
witnessed the manceuvres of three army corps and
then proceeded to inspect the chief frontier fortresses,
having previously obtained special permission from the
Minister of War, General von Kameke—a remarkably
nice fellow, by the way. I saw a good deal of the
Crown Prince and Princess and of the Emperor ; the
Court generally included the great von Moltke. I am
much impressed with the completeness of the German
organisation, the great forethought shown in every
detail : but this is a great subject.

“I must tell you that we are about to move south-
wards, as I have just accepted an appointment in the
War Office. I have unfortunately got a house on my
hands here which I must try and get rid of before
taking Jane and family to London.” .

His wife also writes to her brother on the 8th
December 1877, from the house they were leaving—
84 Bootham, York :—

! General Sir Wilbraham Oates Lennox, V.C., K.C.B., Royal Engineers,
“who died in 1897.
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“We are delighted with the selection Gerald has
made for us in the way of a house and the situation
of it. It is a semi-detached house at Barnes, near
Richmond—only 54 miles from Hyde Park Corner,
yet nicely out of London. The fare by railway is
a trifle only into Town, and we shall have charming
country about us. A private road within a quarter
of a mile of our house—Worlabye House (a pleasantly
odd name)—will take us into Richmond Park, which
Gerald tells me is beautiful. He had never seen it
before, and is