


]
k2 &l ~N~ —~ E
€]
i) i 0l
M
f 1 o s
; 4 & R LR
Pomaed W)} A = b W
1IDNANY AF T
D
T

‘ « I = 1, 4 TV
"R

A e et
(

i’orm lsc No. -Z Z.[._i-_._

W.D.,S.G.O.
; 3 SOVERNMENT PRINTING OFFICH
4

Presented to the
Statistical Division, Surgeon-General’s
Library, United States Army
Washington, D. C. \
BY
The Prudential Insurance Co. of America
Newark, New Jersey




b






AR ERTT

TO THE

CAMP BEFORE SEVASTOPOL.



ar sonr gyt 1 : 1;

AI’G"?”\‘%?“”D”,K ,5: 7 kAfFA‘

|
A Mﬂ%ww CRIM’-E‘A{

o
BAKTSCHISERAT ot :
10w,
;f,'r OulZudFaq
e C.Kikila
YALTA

y

W Livanoia
.g?’g\ omANnA

4 #,'\&letvdw

J ALUPKA

BATOUM

A4 TREBIZOND

A PANORAMIC VIEW OF THE SEAT OF WAR IN THE{ EAST .




VISIEY 9 THBE CAMT

BEFORE

SEVASTOPOL.

BY
RICHARD 0. MoCORMICK, Jun'z,

OF NEW YORK.

*1 stood
Among them, but not of them.”

CHiLpE HAroLD, Canto lii.

FIFTH THOUSAND,

NEW YORK:
D. APPLETON AND COMPANY,
346 & 348 BROADWAY._

1855. £l

(2787



5 i
e B

Entered according to act of Congress, in the year 1855, by
RICHARD C. MoCORMICK, Jux'g,

In the Clerk’s office of the District Court of the United States for the Southern
District of New York.



TO

MY ESTEEMED RELATIVE AND FRIEND

SHEPHERD KNAPP, ESQUIRE,

PRESIDENT OF THE MECHANICS' BANK OF THE CITY OF NEW YORK,

THIS UNPRETENDING NARRATIVE IS MOST RESPECTFULLY
Enscriben,
IN HUMBLE ACKNOWLEDGMENT
OF HIS KINDLY INTEREST IN ALL OF MY WANDERINGS
BOTH BY SEA AND BY LAND,

AND AS A

SLIGHT TOKEN OF MY HIGH APPRECIATION OF HIS

PUBLIC AND PRIVATE VIRTUES.



= wgyg E,




PREFACE.

It was not until after my recent return from the East, that
I entertained the most distant idea of giving this form or
publicity to the observations made during my visit to the
camp before Sevastopol. I have consequently been deprived
of such detailed memoranda as, under other circumstances,
might have been at my command; and occupied by a multi-
tude of engagements, rendered the more pressing by a pro-
tracted absence from home, I have been quite unable to be-
stow that care upon the compilation which I should other-
wise have done.

Satisfied, however, that I have not drawn upon imagina-
tion, or ventured to exaggerate in any particular, I am
ready to believe that a considerate public will give its
most lenient criticism to the plain statement of facts found
in the following pages, which owe their origin to the urgent
golicitation of many of my best friends, both at home and
abroad.

It is proper to state, that such portions of several of my
hurried letters written from the camp, and published in the
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journals of this city, as I have thought appropriate, have
been introduced.

No attempt has been made at an exposition of the intri-
cate causes of the famous war, nor has any thing been said
in reference to its probable course or termination; it being
my belief that it would be utterly useless for me to offer
any argument upon topics so freely discussed by those in
every way better qualified to the task.

The maps and illustrations presented, may be relied
upon as entirely correct, and if carefully studied, will greatly
contribute to impart a complete understanding of the rela-
tive locations of the most important places mentioned, the
positions of the contending armies, and the general appear-
ance of the surrounding country.

R. C. McC., Jr.
NEw Yorx, June 15th, 1855.
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TO THE

CAMP BEFORE SEVASTOPOL.

CHEA BPAISBE T

EXCITEMENT IN CONSTANTINOPLE.—TROOPS GOING TO THE CAMP,—
ARRIVAL OF THE SICK AND WOUNDED.—DETERMINATION TO VISIT
THE SEAT OF WAR.—ADMIRAL BOXER.—DEPARTURE.—-A STEWARD’S
MISCALCULATION. —THE VOYAGE.— COMPANIONS.— AN ECCENTRIC
SCOTCHMAN,—ENTRANCE TO BALAKLAVA.—THE HARBOR.—THE VIL=-
LAGE,—LUXURIANT GRAPE VINES.—THE FORMER INHABITANTS.—
GENOESE FORTIFICATIONS.—GREEK PIRATES.—PROF., PALLAS’S AC-
COUNT OF THE FORMER CONDITION OF BALAKLAVA.—SMUGGLING.

UroN my arrival at Constantinople, on the first day
of December last, I found that metropolis in a state
of intense excitement, consequent upon the constant
arrival and departure of immense numbers of French
and English troops, on their way to the great camp
before Sevastopol, as well as from the daily reception
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of shiploads of sick and wounded at the mammoth
army hospitals at Pera and Scutari.

The hotels were literally crowded with shattered
and diseased officers from the camp, or fresh and
enthusiastic volunteers just from home and happiness,
and yet only anxious to reach the batteries and the
trenches. In the streets I was jostled on every side
by throngs of gayly uniformed men, and at my hotel
meals, my companions only talked of the progress of
the tedious siege. A thousand things combined to
remind me of my proximity to the seat of actual, ter-
rible war, and I was somewhat surprised that a pre-
viously cherished desire to visit the camp, was in no
wise weakened by the many suggestions of danger,
starvation, etc.

There were many vessels going to the Crimea,
but it was the most difficult matter to find out
when they were going. The officers were generally
unable to afford any definite idea. At last having,
by dint of continued inquiry, been so fortunate as
to ascertain that the transport steamer Medway
(1800 tons), of the West India Royal Mail Steam
Packet Company’s line, would be likely to sail in a
few days, I made application, through a member of
our legation, to Rear-Admiral Boxer, then the chief
English naval officer at the Porte, for an order for
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passage, as no one could be received on any of the
vessels in the government service without such author-
ity. It was readily granted ; and on the twenty-first
day of December, after a dozen previously appointed
dates of departure, the Medway left her anchorage
in the Golden Horn.

The steward had made a miscalculation in his
arrangements, and we had to halt for the arrival of a
longboat, freighted with huge cuts of fresh meat,
and big baskets of good-looking vegetables. Two or
three passengérs were also behind time, and came
rushing on board, greatly exasperated at the captain’s
evident intention to have gone without them !

Two hours of steam work carried us through the
ever beautiful Bosphorus, and when the sun had
passed behind the western hills, we entered upon the
turbulent waters of the broad Black Sea.

The voyage was by no means a smooth one ; at
times the heavy waves seemed bent on doing us seri-
ous injury, but the stanch old British oak of ow
good ship had withstood the fury of many an angry
gale, and fairly smiled at the rude jostling. We had
a goodly number of passengers, and a large proportion
of them were called to an account by Father Neptune.
Nearly all were military men ; several had been ab-
sent from the camp but a few days; others were
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fresh from home. My own companions were the
Rev. Chester N. Righter, the newly appointed Con-
stantinople agent of the American Bible Society, and
F. H. D’Estemauville, Esq., then an attacké of the
American Legation at the Sublime Porte. M.
Righter having concluded, after much consideration,
that it would be well for him to visit the camp, and
ascertain from personal observation whether the
troops were fully supplied with the ¢ Word of life,”
intimations to the contrary having been freely cir-
culated.

To both of these gentlemen I must acknowledge
my indebtedness for much kind attention, especially
during my residence in Constantinople, where it was
my pleasure to occupy lodgings with the former, and
enjoy frequent visits from the latter.

A Mr. M , from Glasgow, “ a travelling gentle-
man, with spectacles,” was the most original of our

passengers. His whole mind was absorbed with the
hope of “ getting only one sight at the camp and the
trenches,” particularly the latter. Naturally sus-
picious as to the probability of obtaining any thing to
eat in such a barren place as the Crimea, he had
carefully provided himself with a ham, several boxes
of sardines, a number of bottles of ““ old sherry,” and
an equal quantity of  something stronger,” together
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with a very large supply of lucifer matches, which he
hired a Turkish boatman to procure for him at the
very moment the ship was getting under way, having
incidentally heard a bystander remark, that the poor
fellows in the camp were match-less.

The distance from Constantinople to Balaklava,
the English port near Sevastopol, is estimated at
three hundred and six miles. The Banshee, a very
fast steamer, detailed for Lord Raglan’s especial ser-
vice, to carry despatches, etc., had made the run in
twenty-three hours. From forty to fifty hours were
usually allowed for steamers, and almost any time for
sailing craft, so uncertain was the weather.

In forty hours from the time of weighing our
anchor, opposite the Sultan’s new metropolitan pal-
ace, we were snugly moored in the curious little har-
bor of Balaklava, beyond doubt one of the most
remarkable in the explored world. The entrance
from the sea cannot be seen at a cannon-shot dis-
tance. I stood on the forward deck of the Medway
for an hour or two, busily seeking for it, as she
appeared to be steering directly into a lofty ledge of
barren rocks. Omne might sail by a hundred times
without discovering the secluded inlet. Those mas-
ters of vessels who have never entered the harbor
have to ‘“ come to” outside, and send a small boat to
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pick the way. It would be somewhat difficult for
two large ships to pass in at one time.

Once in the harbor, we were completely landlocked
by high and steep hills, seeming to afford our good
ship protection from the sea as completely as though
she were moored in the Atlantic Dock.

The village of Balaklava is small and insignificant.
Three or four streets run parallel with the beach, and
several narrow lanes cross them at right angles. The
houses are all low and long, with piazzas. Fine shade
trees and luxuriant grape vines ornamented the gar-
dens of the humble residents, and the surrounding
country presented a delightful aspect of peace and
beauty until the devastating hand of war seized upon
it, and scattered all to waste.

‘When the army and navy reached the town and
its vicinity at the close of September, the grapes
clustered in profusion and rich ripeness, and those
who feasted upon them for several days gave me the
most glowing description of their size and flavor.

The inhabitants were all driven from the village on
the ninth of October last. On the morning of that
day a Russian soldier was taken prisoner, having in
his possession a letter directed to certain parties
residing in the village, which instructed them to set
fire to the town that very evening, as an attack would
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be made on the allies at the same time by the Rus-
sians. What seemed to render this probable, was
the fact of the Greeks having been actively engaged,
during all of the previous day and that morning, in
preparations to leave the town, under the plea that
they could get nothing to eat, and must therefore
remove their families to the mountains.

Lord Raglan came down from head-quarters, and
had the whole male population summoned to meet
him, when, by means of an interpreter, he informed
them that the entire male adult population must
leave the place within three hours; women and
children might remain, but any man found in the
_village after that period would be shot.

There are no fine buildings in the village, nor any
thing of ancient or modern interest, save perhaps the
dilapidated remains of a once extensive and massive
stone wall, with round towers and a formidable fort-
ress, all of which are said to have been built by the
enterprising and powerful Genoese, a very long time
ago. The fortress, like all the strong places of the
Genoese and Greeks in this peninsula, is erected on
inaccessible rocks, close to the mouth of the harbor,
on the eastern side—a most commanding position.

A band of Greek pirates (no worse, I hope, than
the Greek pirates of the present day) are said to
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have been the original settlers of Balaklava, and to
have received a military tenure from the Empress
Catherine, having rendered good service in her wars
with the Turks.

The following account of the former condition ot
the town and harbor is from Prof. Pallas’s Travels :
—“The town of Balaklava probably received its
modern name from the strong Greek castle of Palla-
kium. It was formerly inhabited by Tartars ; but as
most of the natives emigrated or were dispersed when
the Crimea was occupied by the Russians, this town,
together with the surrounding country extending to
the banks of the Buyouk-Oushen, including the vil-
lages of Kadikoi, Karani, Kamara, and Alssu (after
removing the rest of the Tartar families to other
places) were granted as settlements to a regiment of
Albanians, now reduced to one battalion. Thus Bal-
aklava has been completely changed into a Greek
town.

¢ Balaklava is situated close to the harbor, along
the foot of the mountains. As the port is deep, shel-
tered by lofty mountains, and contracted towards the
sea, its waters are in general as calm as those of a
pond. The length of the harbor does not exceed one
verst and a half [one mile], and its breadth is about
two hundred fathoms. The entrance is very deep,
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yet, being confined within high rocks, its channel
scarcely admits two vessels to sail abreast. Notwith-
standing the apparent danger in entering this port,
it afforded a salutary refuge to such vessels as were
driven by storms against the Crimean peninsula,
without being able to double the cape of the Cherso-
nesus. As, however, smuggling could not be easily
prevented, on account of the confined situation of the
harbor, government was at length induced, in the
year 1796, to prohibit all ships whatever from enter-
ing it ; because the mercenary Greeks readily en-
couraged illicit traffic, so as continually to expose this
neighborhood to infection from the plague. A small
rivulet proceeding from Kamara, and another brook
arising from the western mountains, discharge them-
selves into the extremity of the haven.”
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CHAPTER II.

THE MEDWAY’S CARGO.—OFFICERS AFTER PROVISIONS.—LONG-LEGGED
BOOTS IN DEMAND.—HEAVY RAIN.—THE MUD.—FIRST IMPRESSIONS
OF THE VILLAGE.— FORLORN-LOOKING SOLDIERS.— SEARCH FOR
LODGINGS.— SHIP JOHN MASTERMAN.— SMALL BOATS.— DANGEROUS
NAVIGATION.,—DESTITUTION OF BOATMEN.

Tee Medway had an assorted cargo—a little of
every thing—camyp stoves and stove-pipe in any
quantity, and no less than fourteen hundred bags of
charcoal ; rum, plenty of it ; soldiers, sheep, hdrses,
and wheelbarrows ; surgeons, civil engineers; and a
world of large and small, round, square, and triangu-
lar boxes, bales, and parcels of every imaginable
species of goods, mainly for the use of the army. I
noticed many neatly prepared packages, delicately
marked, evidently tokens of the kind remembrance of
wives, mothers, and sisters at home—those dear ones
whose affection follows the husband, the son, the
brother, wherever he may roam. Many a poor fel-
low’s heart was made glad by the arrival of our
heavily laden ship. I heard one gallant officer say,
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that the receipt of a small parcel of good things
(clothing and provisions) from home, cheered him
more than would the arrival of a reinforcement ot
twenty thousand men. As soon as we had anchored,
army and navy officers—men worth thousands of
pounds—rushed on board, anxiously seeking an inter-
view with the steward. One went away with a keg
of butter, another took off a turkey, another made a
prize of a head of cabbage ; while another carried a
basket of bread ; and still another walked off with a
live sheep ! and seldom have I seen men better satis-
fied with their purchases.

Many inquiries were made for long-legged water-
proof boots, and India rubber coats and leggins, and
several of our passengers who had brought some of
these articles on speculation, effected a speedy and
profitable disposal of their stock. I remember that
one officer “from the front” was. overwhelmed with
delight at the opportunity of securing a pair of India
rubber boots at the moderate charge of $17.00.

It rained merrily as we entered the harbor, and
indeed during the entire day, as well as the succeed-
ing one. I thought that I had never seen such a
doleful place. The ship having been fastened very
near to the shore, we could plainly see every thing
that was going on in the village. There was little to
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induce us to encounter the thick black mud through
which we saw the well-drenched soldiers “ plodding
their weary way.” But, curious to find how matters
appeared on a still closer inspection, a walk through
the miserable streets was finally agreed upon. How
shall I describe our first impressions? Confusion
worse confounded stamped every thing. Men, horses,
wagons and carts crowded the slimy beach, where all
sorts of stores were carelessly scattered. The horses
mere breathing skeletons ; the men jaded and worn ;
not one in complete uniform, and every jacket and
cap as tattered and forlorn as though it had been
through all the wars of the last dozen centuries. As
I looked in utter amazement upon the soiled habili-
ments and mud-spangled faces of the once gay sons
of Mars, my mind appropriated to them the language
of King Henry the Fifth :

“We are but soldiers for the working day !
Qur gayness, and our gilt, are all besmirch’d
With rainy marching in the painful field ;
There’s not a piece of feather in. our host
(Good argument, I hope, we shall not fly) ;—
And time has worn us into slovenry :

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim.”

Learning, to our surprise, that we could not be
allowed to remain on the Medway even for a day or
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two longer, as she was to be immediately filled with
sick officers, we were forced to seek for other quar-
ters, and, calling upon Captain Lawrence, of the
ship Orient, transport No. 78, to whom we had been
recommended, he kindly directed us to Captain
Liddle, of the ship Bride, transport No. 27. Captain
L.’s cabins were quite full enough for comfort, but he
promised us shelter in the event of our being unable
to secure any better accommodations.

In the evening we received a visit from Captain Lid-
dle, who informed us that he had secured rooms for us
on the ship John Masterman (of London), transport No.
9, Captain Robert McRuvie. The next morning we
moved to the Masterman. She was anchored on the
west side of the harbor, and filled with medical
stores, oddly nicknamed ¢ medical comforts.”

Captain McRuvie, as the number of his vessel in-
dicates, was engaged in the service at the very com-
mencement of the war. He carried out an artillery
company, and was for some time stationed at Varna,
that Bulgarian plague-spot, where so many of Eng-
land’s noblest sons fell a prey to a terrible fever now
generally known as the Varna fever. I made my
home on the Masterman during my visit, spending
much of my time in the camp, but generally return-
ing to my state-room at night ; for in the damp, cold,
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cheerless, snowy weather, it was superior both in com-
fort and healthfulness to the camp beds. Captain
McRuvie has my best thanks for the attention shown
me, and I hope that ere this he has had the opportu-
nity of returning to his loved Scotch home, there to
enjoy a season of rest, far away from the loathsome
scenes with which he was so long surrounded.

Access to the shore was only had by boats, and it
was something of a journey to go across the harbor,
and then through the closely stowed vessels on the
east or village side, for there every thing had to be
landed. The harbor was generally thronged with
small boats, long-boats, and life-boats, of every size,
from the slender gig of the captain of the port, to a
clumsy Maltese jolly-boat. The navigation in these
small craft was at times attended with no little dan-
ger, owing to the hawsers of the ships extending clear
across the harbor, in order to secure a hold on the
rough rocks on the west side. 'When the wind blew
even gently, these ropes swayed up and down very
lively, and woe to the small boat caught on one of
them at the rising moment. DMy friend D. had a box
of valuable articles, including an amount of money,
dumped out by the sudden uplifting of his boat, and
it was only by an unusual good fortune that he es-
caped following his treasure to the bottom of the deep
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harbor. The anchors of several of the ships were
planted in the village nearly up to the second street.
When the wind blew, the rocking motion of the ves-
sels shook the chains and cables terribly, and as they
went directly across the beach road, there were many
ludicrous yet disagreeable instances of horses and men
getting an unexpected and unpleasant elevation or
overthrow. With the exception of one or two Maltese
and Turkish or Greek boats, there were none in the
harbor but those belonging to the various ships. A
score of practised boatmen, like the caiquegees of Con-
stantinople, might have accumulated small fortunes,
so great was the demand for boats; in fact, every
thing had to be taken to and from the ships by their
agency.
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CHAPTER III.

CHRISTMAS IN THE CAMP—GOOD DINNER ON SHIPBOARD—THE SCIENCE
OF FORAGING—THE BALAKLAVA TRADERS—‘‘ FOR OFFICERS ONLY ’—
ROADSIDE DEALERS—VERY FINE CHEESE—THE BAKERY—THE COM-
MISSARIAT PONIES—THEIR SUFFERINGS—BUFFALOES—MULES—EKRIM
TARTAR DRIVERS—THEIR GROTESQUERIE—THEIR MODE OF EATING.

CurisTMAS was a lovely day in the Crimea, clear
and sunny, and just cool enough to be agreeable.
The little pools by the roadside were all frozen, but
the ground appeared frostless. Having been kindly
favored with a superior charger by Capt. Mitchell, of
the Artillery, I started off at an early hour on my first

tour through the camp. Hundreds of men were flock-

ing into Balaklava—some on foot, some on horseback,
and some in camp wagons. The flags were hoisted on
the shipping, and ever and anon I heard the shout of
¢ Merry Christmas.” Yet I fear the day was far from
merry, or even comfortable, to many—many who had
been used to roast beef and plum pudding, and all the
glorious circumstances attending the holiday, as ob-
served at home, in Merrie Old England. However, in
many of the tents of the officers, good dinners were
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served up, and I can testify to the superiority of the
refreshments dealt out that day on shipboard. Our
clever Scotch captain gave us as good roast turkey,
goose, pork, and beef—not missing the plum pudding
—as we could have looked for under more favorable
circumstances, and he kindly sent a giant plum pud-
ding to some of his friends in the camp.

‘We had a large dinner party on the Masterman,
and indeed the land force had a very general enter-
tainment by that of the sea. Nearly every captain
in port had a number of camp friends around him,
and good dinners were quite abundant. The over-
worked men of the advance stations, the batteries,
trenches, etc., were always ready for a ship dinner, and
it was gratifying tonote the liberality and kindness
universally extended to them by the shipmasters.

Commend me to an old sailor to forage for the
table. If there is any thing to be had worth having
he’ll have it! Some of the most amusing illustra-
tions of the important science of foraging came under
my eye. As soon as a ship entered the port she was
boarded, and her steward instantly put to his barter-
ing trumps. Turkeys were always in great demand ;
beef, mutton, and potatoes were eagerly sought for,
and a pig was never thought at all amiss.

I heard a captain, who was in his small boat by
2*
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the side of a newly arrived vessel, on Christmas morn-
ing, inquire whether there was any important news.
“No,” was the quick reply, ‘“ but I've got a splendid

')!

turkey

The shopkeepers of Balaklava, chiefly small-souled
Maltese, dealt largely in animated cheese, mouldy
tobacco, cracked pipes, sour beer, and the usual
variety of staple commodities found in small “up-
country” stores. They occupied a row of low rickety
sheds on the main street, for some time, but were
finally all driven to Kadukoi, a mile or two away, as
the sheds were sadly needed by the Commissariat
department.

One Oppenheim, a German I believe, monopo-
lized the largest portion of the trade, though his stock
was by no means choice or extensive, while his prices,
like those of his contemporaries, were exorbitant in
the extreme. In spite of all this, his establishment
was thronged with greedy customers day in and day
out. I occasionally dropped in at the room which he
designated ““ for officers only,” and always wondered
where he could manage to find a worse place for the
reception of his customers from the rank and file,

By the main road just at the entrance to the vil-
lage, a mongrel set of camp followers sold “ very good
cheese,” dry figs, sprouting onions, plug tobacco, and
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other like delicacies. Their customers were nume-
rous, and although their mode of using stones of
various sizes for weights never seemed to give entire
satisfaction, they contrived to carry on a highly pro-
fitable trade. They, too, were ultimately driven off
to Kadukoi, but having no shop fixtures to trouble
them, the matter of a change from the mud of
Balaklava to the mud of that elegant suburb was a
source of no grievance.

The article offered by these sagacious speculators
as “‘very good cheese,” was prepared in round forms
of about the size of a 32 1b. shot, and nearly as hard.
In the absence of a supply of ammunition, they might
have been thrown against the Russian walls with
startling effect. For the ordinary mission of cheese
they were about as well qualified as though they had
been carved from a granite quarry.

The ‘“ plug tobacco” recommended as ““very fine”
might, on an emergency, have served to spike down
a railway track.

Occasionally it was possible to get hold of a head
of cabbage, or a bag of potatoes, from the shopkeepers.
I asked a man who had a supply of fresk cabbage,
where it came from. ¢‘ Malta, sir,” was the reply.

I made many excursions through the streets of
Balaklava, to study the ceaseless excitement. A
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favorite place of observation was a bakery, established
by a cunning Frenchman, in one of the oldest cellars
on the main street. To this both officers and men
crowded as soon as they entered the village. The
rarest confusion ensued, from the violent disputation
as to who should be served first ; for, the oven being
of limited capacity, the first baking was all sold in a
few moments. The loaves were dealt out imme-
diately on being drawn from the oven, at different
hours throughout the day, and the shillings rolled
into the lucky baker’s hands at a merry rate. - The
hungry customers often consumed loaf after loaf be-
fore going ten rods from the oven. On one occasion
I saw two hardy chaps who joined in the purchase of
a loaf (the price, two shillings sterling, being rather
extr:avagant for a single purse), break it into halves,
and eat it all on the spot, with as much avidity as a
spoiled child would dispose of a slice of plum cake.
While standing by at another time, a burly-look-
ing fellow shouted to a comrade with the most
exultant enthusiasm, “I say, Bill, this is the first
bread I've tasted since I left old England.”

- The baker always maintained a very high stand-
ing among the full-grown lions of the village. He
has probably retired by this time, with a fortune
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amply sufficient to satiate the anticipations of his
most sanguine heirs.

The character of his bread was always very fair.
How or where he got his flour, I never learned.

The Commissariat ponies and drivers left the vil-
lage every morning with the provisions, for the several
divisions. Large baskets, or panniers, were fastened
on the backs of the ponies, and in these the biscuit
and ‘beef was carelessly thrown. It was frequently
the case that in the transmission from cask to basket,
the beef fell into the mud. ¢Is that your beef?”
said a chap to his companion, who had just rescued a
huge chunk of “‘ Ohio fed” which had buried itself in
the beach mud,and thrown it into one of the baskets.
“No,” was the sharp reply, “but it’s somebody’s
beef 1”7

The drivers each had some six or eight ponies to
look after, and in the tangled mass of stores and
human beings, it was very difficult for them to get
their loads and effect a clearance. The ration rum
was transported to the camp in small casks, one tied
on each side of the mule or horse conveying it.

Nothing could exaggerate the miserable lot of the
Commissariat ponies. It was generally late in the
afternoon, and sometimes very late at night, when
they returned from their toilsome camp journey.
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Then, instead of the comfort of a shed to shelter
them from the bitter weather, they were promiscu-
ously huddled into an open field back of the village,
there to live on a meagre supply of cut straw or
coarse hay, without even the benefit of curry-comb,
blanket, or bedding. During the icy weather, the
smooth flat shoes worn in nearly every instance, ex-
posed the jaded animals to the most painful casual-
ties.  Shiploads of fresh horses were constantly
arriving from Varna. Many died on the way, and
the whole camp bore revolting testimony to their
rapid demise under the privations of the service.
Many fell down with exhaustion before they had pro-
ceeded even one mile on their way to the camp. The
packsaddles were instantly removed, and the poor
creatures abandoned to die by inches, though now
and then a humane man would relieve their tedious
agony, by the skilful application of his revolver.

Every road was lined with decaying carcasses. I
have passed by a hundred in a single day.

During the month of January a large number of
oxen or ““ buffaloes,” as they were universally termed,
were brought from some distant point and put under
the charge of my attentive friend, Capt. Mitchell, of
the Artillery, who, anticipating their arrival, had
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caused extensive and comfortable sheds to be provi-
ded for their reception.

The steamer Trent also brought some three hun-
dred first-class mules from Alicant, in Spain. They
were remarkably stout, fat and glossy ; and as I saw
them ranged along the muddy beach, when they were
first landed, they looked spirited and gay. Two weeks
of commissariat labor changed their appearance wonder-
fully. It seems almost incredible that animals should
have lived at all under such treatment and scanty
food, as they never failed to be subject to during the
entire winter.

I have hinted at the drivers of the skeleton po-
nies. They were chiefly Krim Tartars, engaged by
the commissariat department at Eupatoria, if I mis-
take not. They were certainly the most innocent
and original looking fellows imaginable, adding to the
happy-go-easy manner of the fresh caught China-
man, a stupidity and slothfulness almost equalling
that of the Turkish soldiery; though their brief|
drumlike bodies, plump, elastic cheeks, and sparkling
little ebony eyes, contrasted strongly with those of the
cadaverous, war-worn and disease-stricken Mussulmen,
perhaps I am wrong in pronouncing them nearly so
stupid, for I have to own, that I distinctly remember
to have seen one of their number revel in a hearty
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laugh, and another affect to whistle a fantastic air,
—freaks of which no Crimean Turk was ever guilty.

The slow and easy, harmless, round-faced, short-
legged Krim Tartars were a novel and useful acquisi-
tion to the already promiscuous population of the
camp. My risible faculties were always excited as I
saw them shambling about in their venerable frocks,
and black sheepskin caps. They quartered in several
of the crevice-crowded hovels in Balaklava ; and where
filth, disorder, and the cold held dominant sway at all
times, they ‘“murmured not at all.” A large party of
them would gather around a huge black pot of water-
logged or parboiled buscuit, placed in the centre of a
mud-paved room, and proceed to makea meal from this
single and uninviting dish (substituting their dex-
terous fingers for knives and forks), with as much gusto
as a Fifth Avenue epicure would from the first lamb
and peas of the season. But they had their priva-
tions and sufferings, deep and constant, the good-na-
tured fellows.
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CHAPTER IV.

THE WEATHER—SNOW STORMS—THE OLD RESIDENTS—ACCOUNT OF THE
WINTERS—DEPTH OF THE SNOW-—GOOD SLEIGHING—LACK OF SLEIGHS
~—ODD APPEARANCE OF THE ENGLISH OFFICERS AND MEN—LONG
SHEEPSKIN COATS—INDIA RUBBER COATS—FUR CAPS AND GLOVES—
GREAT NEED OF A FULL SUPPLY OF WINTER CLOTHING—A COLD DAY
IN A TENT—INFERIOR WOOLLEN GOODS—GREAT GALE OF NOVEMBER
14TH—SHIPS LOST—DUKE OF CAMBRIDGE—THE PRINCE-—WRECKS OF
VESSELS ALONG THE SHORE—CENSURE OF THE AUTHORITIES—PRAISE~
WORTHY ATTEMPTS TO SAVE LIFE—THE STORM IN THE CAMP.

TeE early days of January were fruitful in snow
storms, and for some two weeks the mud was kept out
of sight. The weather, however, was not very cold,
excepting on one or two occasions. I do not think
the climate is any thing like so severe as that of New
York.

In an interesting little volume, from the pen of a
lady resident for some years in the vicinity of the
Alma, recently issued by my enterprising friends,
Messrs. Partridge & Oakey, of London, I find the
annexed allusion to the Crimean winters.

“If we are to believe the aged Tartars, the win-
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ters in former times were much less rigorous, and the
drought of summer less frequent than what is now
experienced ; but whether this is really the case, or
whether it is merely the result of that feeling so com-
mon to the aged, which leads them to look back on
the past as the good old times, it is now difficult to
decide.”

““The weather during the winter is as changeable
as that of the summer is settled and steady. The
most severe cold which I have felt or heard of in the
neighborhood of Simpheropol, was twenty degrees be-
low zero (Farenheit), and the greatest heat a hundred
degrees above it ; but these are extremes, which are
of rare occurrence and of short duration.”

¢ At Sevastopol the cold is generally five or six de-
grees less than at Simpheropol ; while at-the south
coast there is a difference of from twenty to twenty-
five degrees. The coldest weather is during the month
of January and part of February, when there is gen-
erally snow, hard frost, or what is more difficult
to bear than either, a pretty severe frost accompanied
by a strong north wind, which penetrates through
flannels and furs, and forces the traveller to retreat
to the shelter of a well-heated room. The snow sel-
dom lies long on the ground, and the most ungenial
and trying seasons are relieved by frequent intervals
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of fine weather. During the latter part of the month
of February, immense numbers of starlings begin to
appear, and are welcomed as the harbingers of spring.
They always assemble near the habitations of men,
and being reckoned birds of good omen among the
Russian peasantry, small houses, like dove-cots, are
erected on poles close to their dwellings, ready for
their reception.”

The snow was from one to two feet deep on a level,
and the drifts from five to six feet. I saw the high
wheels of several Turkish gun-carriages at an exposed
battery above the ‘ Field of Balaklava,” completely
buried in snow.

It was not so great a hindrance to transportation
as the heavy mud before prevailing, and had the pro-
per authorities thought to have prepared a few sleds
or sleighs, they would have proved of extraordinary
service, for a few days at all events, in the conveyance
of the food and clothing so greatly needed throughout
the camp, but especially by the regiments the more
remote from the depot. When the air had grown
mild and the snow had disappeared, I found that the
army wheelwrights had completed several substantial
sleds.

The grotesque appearance of both officers and men
during the severe weather, could scarcely have been
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excelled by any gathering of California gold-diggers.
No one thought for a moment of regimental regularity
in dress. Any thing suited to keep out the cold and
wet, was gladly seized upon. Hundreds of long white
sheepskin coats of Turkish manufacture were brought
from Constantinople. They reached nearly to the
heels of their wearers, and were elaborately ornamented
on their backs, from top to bottom, with gaudy wreaths
of needle-worked flowers. Another variety of sheep-
skin wrapper, short and heavy, was also widely dis-
pensed. Those who could get long-legged boots
always wore them. I saw one company (artillerymen,
I think,) all rigged in long India-rubber coats. Sev-
eral of the regiments just from home were provided
with fur caps and gloves. They were, of course, sub-
Ject to any amount of envy from their shivering com-
rades. It was not until February that the necessary
supplies of winter clothing had all arrived. That this
unpardonable delay was the immediate cause of intense
suffering in many of the regiments, my own observa-
tion gave me mournful evidence. The inferior quality
of many of the articles of clothing first sent out, was a
source of much dissatisfaction. Entering a tent on
one of the coldest days of the season, I sat down among
the dozen occupants, and began to inquire how they

were -getting along in their canvas home. After lis-
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tening to a variety of complaints about food, fuel, de-
lay, inaction,\ etc., one of the men stretched his hand
up to the top of the tent pole, and handing me a thin
red woollen comforter, such as a Connecticut school-
boy would have thought “rather stern,” he said, ““ Look,
sir, what do you think of this for winter service in
such a climate ?” The flimsy character of the article
was so distinct that I could but say, “I think it ex-
ceedingly inappropriate.” He then drew a flannel
shirt from under his blanket, and again asked, “ What
do you think of this, sir ?” It was small, tender, and
well suited for a boy’s use in spring or summer. I
thought that the aggravated recipient of these com-
paratively useless articles, was quite right in preserving
them as ““curiosities,” as he told me it was his inten-
tion to do. They should have been returned to the
home authorities, who were evidently grossly deceived
by their agents or contractors, for I am well satisfied
that the English government would never wilfully
impose in any way upon its hard-working soldiers or
sailors.

It will be remembered that a very large quantity
of clothing was totally lost in the extraordinary storm
of the fourteenth of November, a day ever to be
vividly remembered by those who chanced to be on or
near the Black Sea.
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In this terrific hurricane and unparalleled storm, -
a large fleet of valuable transport ships were totally
destroyed just at the mouth of the harbor, while
many others were lost at Katcha ; and a great num-
ber were severely shattered and rendered unfit for
future service, unless extensively repaired. The
Retribution, an English war steamer on which the
Duke of Cambridge was about to return to Constan-
tinople, had a very narrow escape ; her guns were
thrown overboard. The Resistance, a powder ship
entirely lost, contained a large quantity of ammu-
nition. The Prince, a superb iron screw steamer,
went down with one hundred and fifty men and an
immense cargo of warm clothing for the army.
Other lives were lost, and vast quantities of valuable
and much needed stores. The remnants of the
wrecks still strew the rocky beach for several miles
in extent. The machinery of the Prince lies im-
bedded in the sand, and can be plainly discerned
through the clear water. It will probably be recov-
ered. KFragments of wood fairly cover the coast for
a long distance, and had there been a united effort
to gather them in small boats, as might easily have
been done, I was told that there would have been
sufficient for a full winter’s supply of fuel for every
tent in the camp ! (How much better it would have
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been than the dangerous charcoal!) But, for some
reason or other, the harbor-master would not permit
of its collection by any of the ships’ boats, and all
that was obtained was carried up on the backs of the
half-frozen Highlanders, Marines, and Zouaves, who,
from their cold encampment on the hill tops to the
east of the village, managed by great labor and dar-
ing agility to crawl down the precipitous rocks, and
thus secure a supply barely adequate for their imme-
diate wants.

Much censure has been cast upon certain parties
high in power, who, it is said, forced the ships that
were lostito remain out of the safe and then un-
crowded harbor, at a deep and exceedingly dangerous
anchorage, even when they had ample evidence of
the approach of a severe storm, and in opposition to
the repeated and urgent requests for admission made
by their respective, and, in many instances, long
experienced commanders. It is probable that the
admiralty will carefully investigate the matter, and
that those at fault will meet the punishment due
their cruel indifference to the safety of so many of
their fellow-beings.

Thrilling and deeply affecting accounts were given
of the storm king’s visit, and the bravery of many of
the unfortunate men on the ships and their comrades
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on the shore, whose unceasing exertions to save life
are deserving of long remembrance and grateful ad-
miration.

The suffering in the camp during this devastating
storm was truly terrible. The unparalleled confusion
has been so well described by an officer present, that
I cannot do better than to introduce his language.
After remarking that early in November the weather
began to grow foggy, moist, and raw, he says: ¢ About
daybreak on the fourteenth, a strong wind from the
south drove before it a flood of rain ; the tents, swell-
ing inward beneath the blast, left no slant sufficient
to repel the water, which was caught in the hollows
and filtered through. I was awoke by it dripping on
my face, which I covered with my cloak, and slept
again. Again I was awoke, and this time more
rudely. The wind had increased to a hurricane, in
which the canvas flapped and fluttered, and the tent-
pole quivered like a vibrating harp-string. At the
opening of the tent, my servant appeared uttering
some words, which were blown away and never
reached me till, putting his head within, he told me
I must get ap—adding that the tents were nearly all
blown away. As he spoke, the pegs that held mine
to the ground parted, the canvas was driven against
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the pole, and the whole structure fell with a crash
across my bed.

“Sitting up and grasping my fluttering blankets,
I beheld such of my effects as had not weight enough
to keep them stationary, dispersed in the air, and
borne on the wings of the wind into a distant valley.
Half-written letters clung for a moment, in places, to
the muddy ground before pursuing their airy flight,
and garments of every description strewed the plain.
My servant was in full pursuit of a cocked hat, which
was whirled onward at a tremendous pace, till its
course was arrested by a low wall ; and on the muddy
wheel of a cart hung a scarlet waistcoat grievously
bemired. All around me were figures like my own,
of half-clad men sitting amid the ruins of their beds,
and watching with intense interest the dispersion of
their property ; while those tents which had continued
to resist the gale, fell over, one after another, like
inverted parachutes. Horses, turning their scattered
tails to the blast, leaned against it with their slanting
legs, blinded by their clothing, which, retained by
their circingles, was blown over their heads ; and all
around were seen men struggling up, with frequent
loss of ground, each holding some recovered article. .
Whatever could be collected in this way was placed

beneath the falling tents, the edges of which were
3
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then loaded with heavy stones. In the distance other
encampments were seen in similar plight, and every
where the rows of tents which had dotted the plain
had disappeared.

“Hard as it seemed to be stripped of shelter by
the storm, those who had passed the night in the
trenches had still greater reason to complain. There
they had consoled themselves during the watches of
the wet, gusty night, by the promise of warmth and
rest in the morning; and hastening, chilled and
weary, to their camp for the comforting hot coffee,
and pleasant, well-earned sleep, officers and men found
their temporary homes level as a row of Persians wor-
shipping the rising sun, and the space they had kept
dry in midst of mire become a puddle. No fires could
be lit, no breakfast warmed, for the blast extinguished
the flame, and scattered the fuel ; and all that could
be done was, to gather the blankets out of the mud,
and to try to raise again the fallen tents.”
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CHAPTER V.

DISTANCE FROM BALAKLAVA TO THE TRENCHES,—HILLS.—MUD CABINS.—
NOVEL SIGHT.—REGIMENTS LIVING UNDERGROUND.—THE FORTIFI-
CATIONS AROUND BALAKLAVA.—THE BATTERIES.—ROVING COSSACKS,
—THE TURKISH CEMETERY.—RUDE MODE OF BURIAL.—AN ENGLISH
CEMETERY.—SAD AND SOLEMN SCENES.—THE ROAD TO KADUKOL—
HAVOC AMONG THE VINEYARDS.—THE VILLAGE OF KADUKOL—
OFFICERS’ HOUSES.—SIR COLIN CAMPBELL.—LORD LUCAN.—ROADS TO
THE ‘‘ FRONT.”—THE COSSACKS TAKE TWO PRISONERS.

TuE distance from Balaklava to the trenches before
Sevastopol is from eight to ten miles. To Inkermann
at the head of the harbor, or roads of Sevastopol, it is
about seven miles in a direct line. The English camp
begins at Balaklava ; in fact, a number of tents were
pitched within the limits of the village. The lofty
hills to the east of the harbor, were occupied by a large
detachment of Highlanders and Marines, and several
companies of Turks and Zouaves. A narrow winding
pathway permitted of the passage of the men over
the almost perpendicular crags, but all supplies had to
be conveyed by a wagon road beginning at the foot of
the plain, a short distance north of the village.
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In this exposed and important position, extending
to the sea, and for a mile or two to the east of Bala-
klava, the men had protected themselves from the
weather by the construction of mud cabins and sub-
terranean tenements, with much ingenuity and per-
fection. They proved infinitely more comfortable
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