Letters from India and The Crimea / selected from the correspondence of
... deputy Surgeon-General Bostock.

Contributors
Bostock, J. A. 1815-1895.

Publication/Creation
London : G. Bell and sons, 1896.

Persistent URL
https://wellcomecollection.org/works/w9h88d33

License and attribution

This work has been identified as being free of known restrictions under
copyright law, including all related and neighbouring rights and is being made
available under the Creative Commons, Public Domain Mark.

You can copy, modify, distribute and perform the work, even for commercial
purposes, without asking permission.

Wellcome Collection

183 Euston Road

London NW1 2BE UK

T +44 (0)20 7611 8722

E library@wellcomecollection.org
https://wellcomecollection.org



http://creativecommons.org/publicdomain/mark/1.0/

















































INTRODUCTORY NOTE. 1x

entered the class-room of the then senior surgeon,
Mr. Earle. After duly qualifying, he acted for some
time as house-surgeon, but his duties were in-
terrupted by a serious illness, which compelled him
temporarily to relinquish work, and to make a pro-
longed tour abroad. He accordingly started on a
year’s travel in Italy, Greece, and Turkey, inaugu-
rating the expedition with a winter’s residence in
Rome. There he had the good fortune to become
acquainted with the distinguished sculptor, John
Gibson, in whose studio he acquired the rudiments
of modelling, and an enthusiastic love of art, which
proved a lifelong pleasure and resource. This was
especially the case with water-colour painting, in
which, though largely self-taught, he displayed a
degree of skill seldom attained by amateurs. From
Rome he proceeded to Greece, where, in addition
to making a long stay at Athens, he travelled ex-
tensively through the country. On leaving Greece
he spent some time in Constantinople, whence he
turned homewards, thoroughly restored to health,
and enriched with tastes and interests from which
his varied culture of later years derived much of its
impulse.

On his return to England, owing to pecuniary
losses sustained by his father, Mr. Bostock found it
necessary to abandon his project of practising as a
consulting surgeon, and decided to enter the Army
Medical Service. He accordingly joined the 3rd
Buffs, then serving in India, whither he proceeded
in 1842. He remained in India till the spring of
1845, spending a by no means uneventful three
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LETTERS FROM INDIA. 7

Turkish bath at Constantinople, in a small moist
chamber at 100° F. Suchisthedailyroutineonboard
an Indiaman, and you will be surprised when I tell
you that there is no time to do anything. The
hours and days pass with a rapidity perfectly
astonishing, and one day succeeds another without
any event to note its having passed. I generally
continue to get an hour’s Persian, and have kept a
rough journal of the events that have occurred on
board : but the monotony of a voyage is proverbial,
and after an experience of seven weeks, I perfectly
agree in the opinion expressed by Dr. Johnson,
that “ it was like being confined in prison, with the
additional danger of being drowned.” I have seen
quite enough of the “blue above and the blue
below,” and sad as it is to be obliged to take a long
voyage, I cannot understand what pleasure people
can find in making themselves voluntarily uncom-
fortable. The incidents on a voyage are few and
uninteresting, except to those on board, who are too
glad to make the most of every circumstance. A
strange fish would bring all hands, or rather “ eyes”
on deck, and a speck of sail on the horizon is re-
garded with the most thrilling interest. We have
had our share, and having passed the “line” and
the Atlantic, have seen what was fit and proper to
be seen. All kinds of sea animals, from the huge
black whale rolling heavily along, and spouting out
the water, to the light flying fish dancing along the
top of the waves. When on the line in a calm we
caught a shark, with a most formidable pair of jaws,
forming, when fully expanded, a circle one foot
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LETTERS FROM INDIA. 15

from the main city by a narrow rock on which is
romantically situated the church of Santa Maria de
Gloria. At the ball we had an opportunity of
seeing the dlite of Brazil. Many of the ministers,
with their families, were present. I saw no very
great beauty among the fair (?) sex. Their colour
is a dingy brown, and is far from prepossessing, in
my idea. The rooms were crowded with officers
from an American and French squadron, and
although the temperature was far from pleasantly
cool, dancing was kept up till a late hour, and the
whole affair was very gay and amusing. The
English, particularly naval officers, are in bad odour
with the court, and indeed with all the natives, in
consequence of the decided part they have taken
with reference to the slave trade, which is carried
on here to a great extent. A short time since two
Russian officers were half killed by some slave
owners, under the idea that they were English, and
we were told it was not safe to be out in the streets
after dusk. During the day the streets are filled
with Negro slaves of both sexes and all ages, carry-
ing burthens, driving bullock carts, and performing
all the laborious work ; while the lazy Brazilians
are seen lolling on sofas at the doors of the houses,
smoking cigars. One day I accompanied Major
Galloway on board the Yankee Commodore—the
“ Delaware”—a line of battle ship of ninety guns.
The crew consisted of eight hundred, three hundred
of whom were English sailors, who have expressed
their fixed determination not to fight in case of a
war with England. On the 13th we again weighed






LETTERS FROM INDIA. 17

was offered for a bull’s-eye and one shilling for every
bottle knocked down from the yardarm. On the
2oth we were fairly in the influence of the south-
west monsoon, and were again sailing merrily on
towards Ceylon. We had no rain of any consequence
until we arrived nearly at the head of the Bay of
Bengal, and then the monsoon weather regularly
set in, thick, squally, and oppressive. We first saw
the high land about Gainjam, and on the evening of
the 27th of August I left the deck at 11 o'clock at
night in the full expectation of awaking the follow-
ing morning in the mouth of the Hooghly, with the
pilot on board. But now our misfortunes com-
menced. About two the following morning I was
alarmed by the cry that the ship was fast approach-
ing a reef, and shortly after by the anchor being
dropped in very shallow water, and on hastening on
deck I could just distinguish a line of breakers
about half a mile from us. A heavy swell was
drifting us bodily towards destruction, and it was
dead calm. Itwas too dark to see anything distinctly,
but when we were upon the swell a white line of
foam was seen whose sullen and continued roar
was too distinctly audible. Immediately opposite
rose a tall dark object, which had been mistaken for
a ship, but which was evidently some lofty building.
Our anxiety was more than anyone can conceive.
The lead was hove to see whether she drifted. Eight
fathoms—another suspense—seven fathoms, and
afterwards six and a half only were found ; we were
evidently drifting towards the shore, and it seemed
that nothing could save us from going to pieces, a
C




























































LETTERS FROM INDIA. 37

From Rajemal to Bhangulpor, where we arrived on
the 24th, the appearance of the country has greatly
improved. In the neighbourhood of a place called
Golgong, the scenery is varied with hill and dale,
and is beautifully wooded with the tamarind and
banyan trees and clusters of the bamboo cane,
rising to fifty or sixty feet in height. The tama-
rind tree is elegant from its single leaf and pendent
fruit, and the banyan from its gigantic size, massy
foliage, and the curious tendrils which fall from the
highest branches, and taking root in the earth, form
additional trunks to the parent trees. At Golgong,
to add to the great beauty of the scene, there are
three verdant rocks, rising from the very centre of
the river, about one hundred and eighty feet high.
This is by far the finest sight I have seen since my
arrival in India, and the prospect that we obtained
by walking to the house of an English indigo
planter, situated on the summit of a hill near the
town, was most magnificent ; behind us and on each
side, were the richly wooded Rajemal hills, with
the mighty Ganges winding around their base, and
before us, on the opposite side, a verdant and
boundless plain. The pleasure which these beauti-
ful scenes would have imparted, has been much
diminished by the alarming illness that has appeared
in the detachment. Besides the fever which I pre-
viously mentioned, by which many were lost, the
true Asiatic cholera has appeared in its most aggra-
vated form. The first case appeared in a perfectly
healthy man, who died in five hours, and for the last
three days it has raged with undiminished violence,
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LETTERS FROM INDIA. 43

daybreak, at the coldest part of the day. The
disease, when it did occur, was perfectly frightful.
In the extreme violence of the symptoms, and the
awful rapidity with which it proceeded to a fatal
termination, it surpassed anything I ever saw in
Europe. In several cases the sufferers died long
before medical aid could be obtained. On the arrival
of the fleet at the halting-place for the night these
cases and deaths were reported together; in many
others I was summoned only to witness their last
struggles ; and in nearly all death took place in
five, six, or seven hours, during the first week or ten
days of the epidemic. During the prevalence of
the cholera in the fleet, the average number of sick
was immediately doubled, and numerous cases
occurred and died in the troop boats—so that the
sick treated in the hospital and troop boats became
nearly equal, occasioning the greatest difficulty and
trouble to the medical officers, whose whole time was
spent in going about, in the burning sun, from boat
to boat, with a supply of pills in their pockets and
a bottle of brandy under each arm. The greatest
panic prevailed, every slight complaint was set down
as cholera, and the brandy bottle, considered a
panacea for all ills, immediately had resort to to such
an extent that in several boats the horrible spectacle
was presented, of one man dead in one corner, one or
two dying in another, and the rest half dead with
drunkenness or fright. It was useless to prohibit
or to punish offenders. “The doctor,” they said,
“ prescribed brandy "—and spirits they would have
—and as they were not allowed to buy good brandy
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72 LETTERS FROM INDIA.

an inconvenience of another kind in a residence in
the Fort, that there is no accommodation for one’s
train of servants, who are consequently obliged
to live in the Bazaar at a considerable distance.
Since I commenced this letter, too, I have very
nearly met with a serious loss occasioned by the
accidental destruction by fire of my stable, My
poor horse narrowly escaped—one standing by him
was burnt to death—and as it was I lost all his
clothing and some portion, the saddlery, I brought
with me from London. I have now succeeded in
hiring a better and less inflammable dwelling for him.

15th—Several days have now elapsed since
I commenced this long letter, and as the day
for posting the overland letters is approaching,
I shall add what little more I have to tell you
of my proceedings during the last week. I am now
tolerably well settled in my quarters, and with the
addition of a sofa and a couple of chairs with a
large punkah (14 feet long) which I keep in motion
night and day, am as comfortable as circumstances
will permit. By the way, you would be amused at
the various and really ingenious contrivances
adopted for cooling the atmosphere in the houses.
One of the most obvious is to keep every door and
window shut—hermetically sealed if possible—all
day and night except for two hours at sunrise,
which is the only cool time of the day, the thermo-
meter not standing above 80" F. Another mode is
to catch a current of hot wind, the hotter the better,
to pass into the house through a mat made of
cuscuss root, which must be continually watered,




















































































100 LETTERS FROM INDIA.

boundary of the enemy’s country, and distant about
sixty from the fortress of Gwalior itself. Numerous
reports are of course spreading about as to what
will be done, but the general impression appears to
be that the whole army will meet under the walls of
Gwalior, which is doomed to fall. Probably in my
next I shall be able to give you an account of the
whole expedition from beginning to end, with the
amount of prize-money! They have offered £ 70,000,
but I understand that the Governor-General insists
on certain conditions, in addition to a million ster-
ling, which they as yet refuse. Time will show how
far this folly will carry them, but I still cannot help
thinking that not an angry shot will be fired. In
the meantime we are all enjoying ourselves to the
utmost, and laying in a stock of health against the
next hot weather. The weather is most delightful
we complain of cold more than heat. I am now
sitting in my tent, the twelve o'clock gun has just
fired, the thermometer is only 68 deg., and I am
dressed in the warmest English clothing I have
with me ; at night I actually shiver under three
blankets and all the cloaks I can heap on me!

Camp Gwalior,
January 15th, 1844.
Since I last wrote to you, from the Camp, near
the banks of the river Sinde, I have witnessed the
most important, and to me at least, unexpected
events. 1 was present at one of the most bloody
battles that have taken place since the British rule



























































































































































































162 LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA.

the African coast. During the night, and, indeed,
through the whole remaining part of the voyage,
our progress was very tedious. The next morning
the Rock of Gibraltar was still in sight, and we
were still beating up against an adverse wind.
When the steam was again tried, the piston, a large
circular piece of iron three feet in diameter, broke
across ; the screw had to be disconnected, and re-
pairs commenced afresh. During the night a man
was nearly killed in the engine-room, and alto-
gether, the voyage has been most disastrous, and,
as far as the steam-engine is concerned, a series of
failures, which, had the weather been stormy, would
have led to most unfortunate results ; as it was, the
weather was most beautiful, and, although we made
but little progress, we were very comfortable. On
Wednesday morning we were close to Algiers, near
enough to distinguish the houses and gardens, with
the batteries on the coast. From this period we
were hardly ever out of sight of the coast of
Africa. On Friday we were abreast of Tunis, and
sailed past Pantillaria, and the following morning
the island of Gozo, lying close to Malta, was dis-
tinguished from the masthead, and the mountains
of Sicily were seen on the horizon to our left. We
went very slowly all day, and did not enter the
harbour of Malta till after seven o'clock in the
evening, when it was unfortunately too dark to see
the extraordinary appearance the town and forti-
fications of Valetta present from the sea. This was
in some measure compensated by the hearty wel-
come with which we were greeted by all the other




























































182 LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA.

many days longer, and Omar Pasha had sent
down to request immediate assistance from the
allied armies, We, however, were not in a condition
to render any help, as our commissariat was not
prepared with carriage, and the army could not be
fed at any distance from the sea. In the meantime
the sound of the cannonade was heard every day in
the French camp on the hill, a little distance from
us, and it did seem very provoking indeed to be
obliged to remain inactive at such a moment.
News came down nearly every day of fighting
between the besiegers and besieged, which invariably
ended in favour of the latter. The Russian loss
has been very great, both by disease, and the sword
of the enemy. On the 23rd the alarm was increased
from the fact that the bombardment was no longer
heard, and everyone fully anticipated that the
place had fallen. But the Turks have proved
themselves much better men than “our Imperial
friend ” gave them credit for. On the 25th, Sunday,
after church parade, the Duke of Cambridge
announced to us all that the siege of Silistria had
been raised, and that the Russian forces had with-
drawn across the Danube, taking with them their
bridge, and leaving some of their guns behind
them. This does the Turks infinite credit—it
removes all the immediate apprehension, and is a
great blow to Russia. The only regret felt is that
we had no hand in it. Envoys were sent off to
ascertain where the Russians were, and just before
we left Varna it was said that they had entrenched
themselves in a strong position about ten miles on










































196 LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA.

happy to have left the pestilential and inhospitable
shores of Bulgaria. My last was written from Varna
Bay, on board this ship, while waiting for sailing
orders. We sailed for the rendezvous at Baltchic
Bay on the 3rd, the day after I wrote to you, and
found there assembled the greater part of the allied
fleets, and a whole host of transports of both nations.
The Turkish fleet was also present, with 7,000
soldiers on board. Our own transports continued
to arrive up to the day of our departure from Balt-
chic, on the 7th. The day before the final arrange-
ments were made each of the steamers had two
transports in tow, and very strong ropes were sent
on board the “ Kangaroo” for this purpose. This was
done throughout the whole fleet. Soon after day-
break on the 7th we began to move off in divisions,
according to the plan I send you, which is a copy
of the admiral’s, and which is also to show the pro-
posed order of disembarkation on the coast of the
Crimea. The day was beautifully fine, and, as you
may suppose, the spectacle was most magnificent.
The pace was not very fast—about six miles an
hour—as the slow sailers had to be accommodated,
and a perfect order of divisions to be preserved.
Each division is distinguished by flags during the
day, and certain numbers of lights at night. Such
a sight has never been seen before ; the whole ocean
as far as we could see appeared covered with ships.
The plan I send refers only to the transports, and
does not include either the French ships or any of
the “ men-of-war.” No one knew positively where
we were going, but our course was north-east. In
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the destruction of the fleet at Sebastopol will hasten
the conclusion of the war. But no one can account for
the infatuation of the Emperor of Russia,and to what
lengths he will carry on a war against all Europe.

12th. Last night a sudden and violent squall un-
fortunately disarranged the plans, and exposed us
for a few moments to imminent peril. We ran foul
of two transports, who were driving past us before
the gale, and only escaped being run down and
jammed by our own transports by cutting throughthe
ropes withan axe. The moment was one of terrible
suspense ; as it is, we only carried away some of our
copper works and a boat or two of the other ship. We
are now again steaming slowly along the coast of the
Crimea, and are supposed to be close to Sebastopol.
All our preparations for disembarking are made.

23rd. We anchored last night within two miles
of the shore, in the centre of the great bay north of
Sebastopol. We are now steering towards Katcha,
where it’s supposed the landing will be attempted.
The signal, “ Prepare to land troops,” has been
made.

Camp, Balaklava, near Sebastopol.
September 27th, 1854.

I seize on the opportunity offered to send you a
few lines to assure you of my safety after the glo-
rious but dreadful battle we fought on the river
Alma, on the 20th instant. My last would inform
you of our proceedings up to the period of the
fleet’s sailing on the expedition ; during the passage
to the Crimea everything happened most fortu-
nately. The weather, with the exception of one
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have made another stand. No one was, however, to
be seen. Here we got our first sight of Sebastopol
and the famous Fort Constantine, on the north
side of the harbour. The valley of the Belbec was
beautiful, very nice houses, in one of which Lord
Raglan slept. [ visited it ; it had been completely
ransacked by the French. I brought away a small
volume from the library. All the books on the floor,
and the whole house, which was beautifully fur-
nished, in confusion; the gardens and vineyards
robbed of all the fruit; carriages broken to pieces.
The inhabitants seem to have gone away in great
haste, as china and glass, and a lady’s parasol, were
found in the sitting room ; in fact, they expected
we should have been delayed several days before
the Alma. On the 25th we made a forced march
round the harbour of Sebastopol, avoiding in this
way the great and formidable batteries of Fort Con-
stantine, surprising a column of Russians making
their escape with a convoy to Simpherepol, and
yesterday arrived at this place, a snug little harbour
on the south side of Sebastopol ; the fort fell after
a slight defence, and now our heavy siege guns are
being landed, to be placed in position on some
heights which command the town and harbour of
Sebastopol, and of which we took possession yester-
day. Lord Raglan sent a summons this day. If
the Governor, Prince Menschikoff is prudent, he will
accept, if not we shall, I suppose, have to attack the
place in a few days. The prevalent opinion here is,
however, that the affair is nearly over. We shall
see how long the Russians can keep us out.
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the engineers meet with greater difficulties than
were at first anticipated. The delay necessary to
unload and transport the battering train of heavy
guns a distance of six miles and up a very steep
ascent, has enabled the Russians to add to them,
and to throw up very formidable-looking earth-
works in front of the town and fortifications, under
cover of their own guns, while we have been calmly
looking on. I have had several splendid views of
the place, and, by not exposing myself, to see them
all as busy as bees at the works. Care is, however,
required, as whenever they get a sight of any
officers, they generally salute them with a shell or
two. In consequence all the guards are out of
sight, and no one is allowed to the front for fear of
attracting attention and endangering the lives of
the guards of the different positions. In addition,
there is a large army assembling in our rear, onc
division of which, about 6,000 men, is within range
of our outposts, and several little affairs take
place, which keep up the excitement. We have
evidently no time to lose, the place must be taken
in the next week or ten days, or our safety will be
compromised. 1 hear, however, that Lord Raglan
is very confident, and probably by the next mail
you will hear either that “ Sebastopol has fallen”
or that a more satisfactory progress is making
towards that result. You will be glad to hear that
the last account of poor Haygarth was as good as
I could expect. He has gone to Marseilles ; all
the other wounded officers are progressing favour-
ably. The ranks of the regiment are sadly thinned
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and unless it sounds close to our camp, we do not
take the trouble to get up.

Crimea. On board ship “ Rockeliff.”
December 29th, 1854.

I received your letters of the 26th of last month
with one from Aunt Maria, when on board the
ship “ Rockcliff” in Balaklava Harbour, 1 had
been a little unwell, and was sent away from the
camp to recover my health on board ship, where
one enjoys at least a dry berth to sleep in, a warm
cabin, and good meals of fresh meat and vegetables.
You must not be at all uneasy on my account ; my
attack has not been severe, and I am now rapidly
regaining my strength. It began a day or two
after I wrote my last letter to you, with febrile
symptoms and vomiting. After a few days of
considerable discomfort, I became yellow with
jaundice and felt easier. I am now convalescent,
and in a few days more shall probably rejoin the
battalion at the camp.

I have no news, except bad news to tell you,
The army is half starved and in rags. The people
of England, who have so liberally sent out all
manner of comforts for the use of the troops, would
be appalled were they to know and witness the
misery and destitution that exists in every part of
the camp. The sickness is perfectly frightful. I
believe the daily loss of the army has been for some
time at the rate of 200 or 300 men. Eleven hundred
were brought down in one day, a thousand a few
days following. The fresh regiments and drafts from
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letter-writing ; sitting in a hole in the ground with
the sound of big guns constantly in one’s ears, the
thoughts do not flow with the freedom that might
be wished. Our French allies are as jolly as pos-
sible ; 20,000 of them are encamped near us. They
are, day by day, taking the duty from us. I dined
with a captain of Zouaves a few days since, and had
a dinner worthy of the “7rois fréres” 1 asked his
servant how he managed. He told me “he had
studied in the Palais Royal,” there he had com-
mitted some fault and was obliged to leave that
nursery of cooks and join an African regiment,
whence he came hither. I have also a capital cook.
How he contrives to serve a dinner for three, con-
sisting of capital soup, curry and rice or a stew,
vegetables, pancakes, or a pudding of biscuits, suet,
and plums, on two stoves, with a few dried roots, is
a perfect mystery to me. He also makes excellent
coffee and green tea punch,; moreover, he is an
expert thief. Possessed of these qualifications, |
need not say how valuable a servant he has been.
He now appears in a magnificent hussar uniform,
taken from some Russian. Can you imagine me
stripping at the Alma and washing my socks, shirt,
and drawers, drying them in the sun, and putting
them on again? My horror at the discovery,
alluded to in a former part of my letter, was intense,
but my servant comforted me by assuring me that
everybody was alike, and that “the Duke of
Cambridge was covered with zkem.” We are now
a little cleaner, and having recovered part of the
baggage, possess a change of under garments.
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donation from the “ Times” fund, preserved veget-
ables, arrowroot, wine, etc., etc.—more at one time
than our wretched government has issued out in
driblets for the last three months. The navvies of
Mr. Peto are at work, and contrast most favourably
with the slowness of the official undertakings; but
they are too late, the mischief is done. The once
magnificent army is gone, and what is worse,
cannot be replaced. Where will you find the
old soldiers who won the battles of Alma and
Inkerman? The boys they now send here are
useless, and have never even fired a shot at a
target in practice. How will they stand up eight
to one against the soldiers of Russia? Can they be
trusted? Some unaccountable delay must have
occurred in sending away the two packages. I am
sorry to say the “ Black Prince ” has not yet been
heard of. I have, however, well supplied myself
with warm underclothes, and have quite enough.
All the officers have now abundance of clothes, and
whenever I have to pass a night or day in the
trenches I borrow a pea coat and so get on very
well. All the same, the cases, particularly the food,
would be acceptable. I do not care about wine,
but we drink green tea punch, an admirable con-
fusion of tea, rum and brandy, with lemons and
sugar, boiled and burnt over our pan of charcoal.
Everything you hear about the army here is true.
Until very lately, no one knew Lord Raglan by
sight. Having received a hint from home (I pre-
sume) he is now going about a little more, but still
much dissatisfaction exists, not so much against
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great difficulty. We do not fire now at all, as only
a small part of our guns are in position, and when
one does fire, it is sure to bring down a terrific
storm of shot and shell, which we are unable to
return. There is, however, a constant chattering of
small arms, night and day, between the advanced
posts, which are within a few hundred feet of each
other. The sight of a man above the parapet is
sure to attract a volley of balls, and so the greatest
caution is necessary.

Camp before Sebastopol.
February 22nd, 1855.

You need be under no apprehension on account
of my health; we have undoubtedly gone through
the worst, and hope to improve bodily now that we
have supplies of warm clothing and better food. I
must announce the arrival at last of the two cases
in the “Black Prince.” They were actually in
harbour at Balaklava at the date of my last letter,
but such is the beauty of our system that no one
knew anything about it, and they remained on
board under shot, shell, and other explosive pro-
jectiles, a week before they were landed. 1 sent for
them as soon as possible, and they just arrived in
time to prove of infinite service during the very
coldest night we have experienced this winter. The
evening of the 19th was fine and positively warm,
but at twelve o'clock at night the wind veered round
to the north-east, became violent, and was accom-
panied by a storm of fine frozen mist, which pene-
trated into every tent, and made us all as miserable


















242 LETTERS FROM THE CRIMEA.

number of sick, seventy of whom required carriages,
and all the stores and equipments belonging to a
hospital. We are at present very unsettled, but
still hope to benefit by the change. The men will
have no night work, and wooden huts are being
erected for them. This will I hope be beneficial.
It was impossible to get them up to the front to
our former position, from the want of carriages.
We hope, too, to get some of the good things sent
out from England, of which we have as yet enjoyed
very little. The weather is most changeable. For
a few days it was really quite warm, and we hoped
that the rigour of the winter was over, but yesterday
it became nearly as cold as ever, with hail. To-day
it still freezes, but I think, upon the whole, there is
an improvement, although not perceptible from day
to day. The winter, neglect, starvation, and rags,
have done their worst, and I do not anticipate any
further serious loss from these causes, against which
we should have fully prepared. Now we may look
again for another sort of enemy, the Russians, who
will be able to move their masses upon us. They
have suffered, we understand, great losses, and it is
said that a strong division of them was caught in the
open country in the sudden severe storm I men-
tioned in my last, and many perished. We rejoice
at this, as it saved us from an attack. The only
piece of news 1 have to tell you is, that the French
experienced a sad reverse a few nights ago in front
of Inkerman. They have for some time taken this
« Attack” from us, and have been constructing
works approaching nearer to the batteries of the
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the valley of the Tchernazal, and very probably
they will make, before very long, a tremendous
attack on Balaklava. Since the battle of the 25th
of October, however, many defences have been
added, and the engineers say that our lines cannot
be carried. We must hope they will not. The rail-
road is making good progress, and before very long,
I believe the heavy goods will be conveyed by it to
the camp. In fact, by the time the warm weather
comes, we shall be amply supplied with transport
for our huts and food, the want of which has reduced
the army to what it now is, about 11,000 men. I
hear that Lord Raglan, Sir ]J. Burgoyne, and all the
old experienced officers, most strongly advised
against the expedition, but that they were overruled
by the Government at home, upon whom all the re-
sponsibility rests, and who are answerable for all
the failures and deficiencies that have taken place.

Camp near Balaklava.
March gth, 1855.

You will observe by the date of this letter that
our brigade, reduced from nearly 5,000 to 300 men
capable of bearing arms, has been moved from the
heights down to this place, where we shall be near
to our supplies, have no more harassing night duty
in the trenches, and where we hope to save the
remnant of the men from destruction, the few who
have survived through this terrible winter. You
say truly that the allies surpass us in the A7 of War
—their organization is perfect, whereas our army,
with the exception of fighting—in which the British
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Furstenstein, the chateau of the Count Hochburg.
Freiburg is two hours’ rail from Breslau, and we
drove three miles further to the chateau. It isa
vast isolated edifice of a style quite new to me, and
a very good specimen of the residence of a rich
nobleman of Silesia. We have no idea of such a
place in England. Furstenstein is finer than any-
thing I ever saw,

2oth. Berlin. We, that is Mr. Cameron and I,
left Leignitz last night at eleven, and got here at
five this morning. We were in considerable diffi-
culty, as all the hotels are full, and every bed in the
place occupied. After wandering about and trying
all the Hotels [and likely looking houses, I was
obliged to ask the hospitality of a young surgeon
now attached to the Charité Hospital. It was rather
difficult to find 2z in a building containing 1500
beds. But I did at last, and am to have his sofa
until better accommodation can be got. The entry
of the troops, from which I have just returned, was
a magnificent spectacle. The Unter den Linden
is beautifully decorated with flags, flowers, and
trophies. They entered the Brandenburg gate,
which is also decorated, and marched down the
Unter den Linden to the palace. Every available
space is covered with balconies for visitors, very
tastefully ornamented. The King, with the Crown
Prince, and an immense staff of officers, headed the
troops, and were very well received. He is an
obstinate old man, a mere soldier, and has not any
of the cultivated tastes of the late king, his brother.
Success has made him popular, and it /as been a
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and has, without the slightest doubt, been of great
benefit to the sick and wounded of both armies.
The men are all grateful, and have become so much
attached to their nurses, that although they might
go home to Austria, Italy, or Poland, they prefer to
be completely cured here. 1 was introduced to
“La plus Joyeuse,” a nice-looking young woman of
about twenty-five, who must impart some of her
own happy disposition to the unfortunate men under
her care. She was nursing two men with amputated
legs. She was delighted when I explained to her
that in England we had heard all about their doings.
“Even in England !” was her expression, but with-
out any exultation or consciousness of superior
excellence. I have seen something of hospitals,
but nothing equal or approaching to this. The
government only supply the building, everything
else is given by one of the many national com-
mittees for this purpose. Altogether the way in
which the whole Prussian people have assisted the
sick and wounded is admirable, and makes one
really believe that there must be something unselfish
in human nature after all. Physicians, surgeons,
ladies, rich and poor, have all done something to-
wards the general end.

25th. Berlin. 1 have witnessed very exciting scenes
here, the entry of the victorious army into Berlin,
and the subsequent open-air “ Te Deum ” and illumi-
nations were splendid. The crowd was immense,
as the procession only occupied a short distance. 1
could not get near enough to the front of the Old
Palace to hear much of the “Te Deum,” but the
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here about the way in which enthusiastic ladies
rushed after the “poor wounded Austrians” and
the “bright-eyed Italians.” It never lasts. Real
nursing requires something more to make it effec-
tual and lasting, and I believe this is only to be
attained by sisterhoods. The Protestant house of
St. Elizabeth is presided over by Mons. Prochnow
and a lady superior from the noble ranks of Prussia.
He was formerly a missionary in India; both he and
his wife speak English well, and I was with him two
hours at least. He is an excellent man. The
hospital contains 150 beds, many of which were
filled by soldiers. The Catholic institution contains
250 beds. They received in one day 116 sick and
wounded Austrians and Prussians. To-morrow I
am going to see the Jews' hospital. The new
synagogue is one of the finest buildings here, in the
style of the Alhambra.

Oct. 1st, Berlin. 1 am now waiting to see a field-
train, which I hope to do in a day or two. Now
that the war is over, these “trains,” consisting of
carriages, waggons, and all the means of transport-
ing the baggage, hospital, sick, etc.,, of an army in
the field, are being returned into store, until the
next war occurs, and my only chance of seeing one
is during this process. I have seen nearly every-
thing else. The Prussian army is magnificent, every
man of whatever rank is bound to serve three years
from the age of twenty. The only exceptions are
professional persons, medical men, ministers of re-
ligion, etc., etc.,, who are let off with one year pro-
vided they pass their previous examination in Arts.
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shelter of any kind. Through the kindness of the
colonel, who seemed a capital fellow, a man com-
pletely dressed for the field was placed at my dis-
posal, and the captain of his company took us up
into his quarters, where, having lighted up, I pro-
ceeded to examine into his kit ; finally I put it all
on myself, helmet and all, took his needle-gun in
hand, and walked about to see how it felt. I am
particularly directed to report on this matter as
affecting the soldiers’ health and capability, and I
did examine into it completely, I heard lots of
stories about the campaign ; its history may be
briefly told. A week or ten days’ forced marches,
seven sanguinary battles in as many days, a rapid
pursuit to within sight of Vienna—the armistice !
[ suppose this is the style of what all campaigns
will be for the future. Thirty thousand wounded
were left to be cared for by the victors. The
Prussian dead amounted to 8,000. Cholera attacked
8,000 soldiers, and killed forty per cent., typhus a
lot more ; these are the results, and I do not think
anything has been learnt in this war to modify or
lessen the terrible amount of sickness which hitherto
has proved so fatal to all armies in the field. No
arrangements can be made for such enormous num-
bers. This morning I spent several hours in the
depot of the ambulance train, and saw seven or
eight acres of army waggons, packed as closely as
books on library shelves. Fancy the horses and
the forage for them! This was the train for one
“army corps,” the Guards only, about 30,000 men.
The Prussians had about 250,000 at Koniggratz !
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approached the range of mountains separating
Saxony from Bohemia. Some points of the pass
are magnificent. The whole country is covered
with towns and detached farms, and I have seen
nothing as yet to show that a fierce war has lately
raged here. This is a poor little town, and I only
stop here for convenience. To-morrow I take a
carriage and drive to Gitschin, the site of one of the
worst struggles. Then I shall strike the rail again
and go to Koniggratz, where I shall join Captain
Smith, who has been about here two days. The
following day I intend to go to Prague, dismiss my
attendant, spend a day there, and go on to Vienna,
No travellers ever come here, and everything is in
the rough.

18th. Koniggrats. 1 have just returned from a
long day's drive over the whole of the immense
battle field. A fifteen mile drive brought me to
Gitschen—the site of one of the most bloody of the
seven battles. I walked over the field, which is a
great extent. Mounds of fresh earth, and a cross,
show where the slain are buried. On one of the
crosses was written, “ Here rest in God seven
warriors.” In another place a stone slab placed by
the King of Prussia, denotes the resting place of
“ Several officers and men of the Grenadiers.” Some
of the fields remain as they were, showing the wheat
all trodden down, but others have been ploughed
over and all traces destroyed. After dinner I drove
another fifteen miles—very slow—three hours, and
struck the railway at Palkendorf, and so came here
late last night. Here I found Captain Smith, and

































