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BEFORE SEVASTOPOL. 35

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 fresh 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












BEFORE SEVASTOPOL. 39

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 seemsalmost 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


















BEFORE SEVASTOPOL, 45

" tening to a variety of complaints about food, fuel, de-
lay, ina.ction; 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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