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  INTRODUCTION




  It was the Romans who started it. In 59 bc the authorities in Rome issued the Acta Diurna, a daily round-up of important social and political events which was displayed

  publicly for the information of the citizens.




  Some might say it was all downhill thereafter, journalism, let us be frank, is not a highly regarded endeavour. In Victorian England certain professions were barred to those who had sunk so low

  as to sell their pens to the newspapers. The reason for the low popular esteem of journalism is not hard to fathom. Sometimes it is official propaganda, and too often it is lurid and highly

  improbable entertainment of the “I Was the Love Child of Martians” – type. Today’s “red-top” tabloids and National Inquirers are the direct descendants of

  the London Universal Spectator of 1728 (which boasted that it covered “the Progress of Wit and Humour, Free from Politicks and Raillery, Religious Controversy, or Dulness”) and

  the infamous “yellow” newspapers The World and The Journal of 1890s New York.




  There is, of course, an utterly different sort of journalism, and it is that which concerns us here. This is the journalism of reportage, the eyewitness capture and compression in words

  of events.




  What makes for good reportage? The answer is a paradox. The journalist must render an objective report – but in a highly individual manner. In other words, the best reportage is the

  truth, and nothing but the truth, as refracted through the language skills of the journalist. There were, for instance, many reporters covering the schools integration crisis at Little Rock in

  1957, but only one Relman Morin. Similarly the Vietnam War was overrun by journalists but there was only one Michael Herr, whose reports used the cadences of rock music (“Airmobility, dig it,

  you weren’t going anywhere. It made you feel safe, it made you feel Omni, but it was only a stunt, technology”) to capture the world’s first rock ‘n’ roll war. But

  naturally, reportage has an even better edge – the edge of the “scoop” – if you just happen to be the only reporter at an incident of significance, as Humphrey Tyler

  was at Sharpeville.




  Which leads to the importance of reportage. As an eyewitness record it is the first draft of history, but more prosaically the information it imparts is essential for the knowledge of the

  citizen. And only an informed citizenry can make proper political choices. Democracy and reportage go hand in hand, hence the battles by journalists and citizens against the tendency of government

  to control the press. Perhaps the most dramatic pay-off of press freedom was Carl Bernstein and Bob Woodward’s investigation for the Washington Post into Watergate which brought the

  downfall of a president, but there have been many others, including William Howard Russell’s expose in The Times of the conditions of British troops in the Crimean War which led to

  public outcry and then to army reforms.




  Russell, incidentally, was a key figure in journalism. While journalism was as old as the Romans, mass journalism was a Victorian phenomenon courtesy of improvements in literacy and

  technology. Not until the mid-19th century and the education acts was there widespread literacy (in 1850 3 million American children were in school). The newspapers now had their public. Changes in

  papermaking and printing technology enabled newspapers to produce their goods cheaply and in abundance. By 1827 the London Times was printed on a single press (as opposed to rows of presses)

  at the heady rate of 5000 copies an hour. Yet, what was printed could scarcely be called “news”, for much of it was written by hand and posted. Sometimes, especially if sent from

  abroad, the dispatch took weeks to arrive. It was not until the invention of the electric telegraph that there arrived the technological means of instantly communicating a report to the editorial

  office. Russell was one of the pioneers in the use of the telegraph, using it for his dispatches from the ringside of war from several corners of the globe.




  War reportage – including articles from William Henry Russell – is well represented in the pages which follow. I make no apologies for this (nor indeed for stretching

  reportage into the occasional piece of humour, opinion and journalist’s memoir). War, dealing as it does with Death and the Destiny of nations, is always the big story. Yet, there is

  also travel, art, sport, politics, disasters, crime and murder. No subject is alien to good reporting.




  All human life is here.




  
 





  CHARLES DICKENS




  A MAN IS GUILLOTINED IN ROME




  Pictures from Italy, 1845




  Charles Dickens (1812–70) began his writing career as a reporter for the Morning Herald, and never quite

  gave up journalism even in the years of his greatest output as a novelist. The travel sketch below was written for the Daily News, the paper Dickens founded in 1845. The piece never made it

  to the newspaper, but went instead “straight to book” in Pictures from Italy.




  On one Saturday morning (the eighth of March) a man was beheaded here. Nine or ten months before, he had way-laid a Bavarian Countess, travelling as a pilgrim to Rome –

  alone and on foot, of course – and performing, it is said, that act of piety for the fourth time. He saw her change a piece of gold at Viterbo, where he lived; followed her; bore her company

  on her journey for some forty miles or more, on the treacherous pretext of protecting her; attacked her, in the fulfilment of his unrelenting purpose, on the Campagna, within a very short distance

  of Rome, near to what is called (but what is not), the Tomb of Nero; robbed her; and beat her to death with her own pilgrim’s staff. He was newly married, and gave some of her apparel to his

  wife: saying that he had bought it at a fair. She, however, who had seen the pilgrim countess passing through their town, recognized some trifle as having belonged to her. Her husband then told her

  what he had done. She, in confession, told a priest; and the man was taken, within four days after the commission of the murder.




  There are no fixed times for the administration of justice or its execution, in this unaccountable country; and he had been in prison ever since. On the Friday, as he was dining with the other

  prisoners, they came and told him he was to be beheaded next morning, and took him away. It is very unusual to execute in Lent; but his crime being a very bad one, it was deemed advisable to make

  an example of him at that time when great numbers of pilgrims were going towards Rome, from all parts, for the Holy Week. I heard of this on the Friday evening, and saw the bills up at the

  churches, calling on the people to pray for the criminal’s soul. So I determined to go, and see him executed.




  The beheading was appointed for fourteen and a half o’clock Roman time: or a quarter before nine in the forenoon. I had two friends with me; and as we did not know but that the crowd might

  be very great, we were on the spot by half past seven. The place of execution was near the church of San Giovanni Decollato (a doubtful compliment to Saint John the Baptist) in one of the

  impassable back-streets without any footway, of which a great part of Rome is composed – a street of rotten houses, which do not seem to belong to anybody, and do not seem to have ever been

  inhabited, and certainly were never built on any plan, or for any particular purpose, and have no window-sashes, and are a little like deserted breweries, and might be warehouses but for having

  nothing in them. Opposite to one of these, a white house, the scaffold was built. An untidy, unpainted, uncouth, crazy-looking thing of course; some seven feet high, perhaps: with a tall,

  gallows-shaped frame rising above it in which was the knife, charged with a ponderous mass of iron, all ready to descend, and glittering brightly in the morning sun, whenever it looked out, now and

  then, from behind a cloud.




  There were not many people lingering about; and those were kept at a considerable distance from the scaffold, by parties of the Pope’s dragoons. Two or three hundred foot soldiers were

  under arms, standing at ease in clusters here and there; and the officers were walking up and down in twos and threes, chatting together and smoking cigars.




  At the end of the street, was an open space, where there would be a dust heap, and piles of broken crockery, and mounds of vegetable refuse, but for such things being thrown anywhere and

  everywhere in Rome, and favouring no particular sort of locality. We got into a kind of wash-house, belonging to a dwelling-house on this spot; and standing there in an old cart, and on a heap of

  cart-wheels piled against the wall, looked, through a large grated window, at the scaffold, and straight down the street beyond it, until, in consequence of its turning off abruptly to the left,

  our perspective was brought to a sudden termination, and had a corpulent officer, in a cocked hat, for its crowning feature.




  Nine o’clock struck, and ten o’clock struck, and nothing happened. All the bells of all the churches rang as usual. A little parliament of dogs assembled in the open space, and

  chased each other in and out among the soldiers. Fierce looking Romans of the lowest class, in blue cloaks, russet cloaks and rags uncloaked, came and went, and talked together.




  Women and children fluttered on the skirts of the scanty crowd. One large muddy spot was left quite bare, like a bald place on a man’s head. A cigar merchant, with an earthen pot of

  charcoal ashes in one hand, went up and down crying his wares. A pastry-merchant divided his attention between the scaffold and his customers. Boys tried to climb up walls, and tumbled down again.

  Priests and monks elbowed a passage for themselves among the people, and stood on tiptoe for a sight of the knife, then went away. Artists in inconceivable hats of the middle-ages, and beards

  (thank Heaven!) of no age at all, flashed picturesque scowls about them from their stations in the throng. One gentleman, connected with the fine arts, I presume, went up and down in a pair of

  Hessian-boots, with a red beard hanging down on his breast, and his long and bright red hair plaited into two tails, one on either side of his head, which fell over his shoulders in front of him,

  very nearly to his waist, and were carefully entwined and braided!




  Eleven o’clock struck: and still nothing happened. A rumour got about among the crowd, that the criminal would not confess; in which case, the priest would keep him until the Ave Maria

  (sunset); for it is their merciful custom never finally to turn the crucifix away from a man at that pass, as one refusing to be shriven and consequently a sinner abandoned of the Saviour, until

  then.




  People began to drop off. The officers shrugged their shoulders and looked doubtful. The dragoons, who came riding up below our window every now and then, to order an unlucky hackney-coach or

  cart away, as soon as it had comfortably established itself, and was covered with exulting people (but never before), became imperious and quick-tempered. The bald place hadn’t straggling

  hair upon it; and the corpulent officer, crowning the perspective, took a world of snuff.




  Suddenly, there was a noise of trumpets. “Attention!” was among the foot-soldiers instantly. They were marched up to the scaffold and formed around it. The dragoons galloped to their

  nearer stations too. The guillotine became the centre of a wood of bristling bayonets and shining sabres. The people closed round nearer, on the flank of the soldiery. A long, straggling stream of

  men and boys, who had accompanied the procession from the prison, came pouring into the open space. The bald spot was scarcely distinguishable from the rest. The cigar and pastry-merchants resigned

  all thoughts of business, for the moment, and abandoning themselves wholly to pleasure, got good situations in the crowd. The perspective ended, now, in a troop of dragoons. And the corpulent

  officer, sword in hand, looked hard at a church close to him, which he could see, but we, the crowd could not.




  After a short delay, some monks were seen approaching to the scaffold from this church and above their heads, coming on slowly and gloomily, the effigy of Christ upon the cross, canopied with

  black.




  This was carried round the foot of the scaffold, to the front, and turned towards the criminal, that he might see it to the last. It was hardly in its place, when he appeared on the platform,

  bare-footed; his hands bound; and with the collar and neck of his shirt cut away, almost to the shoulder. A young man – six and twenty – vigorously made, and well-shaped. Face pale;

  small dark moustache, and dark brown hair.




  He had refused to confess, it seemed, without first having his wife brought to see him; and they had sent an escort for her, which had occasioned the delay.




  He immediately kneeled down below the knife. His neck was fitting into a hole, made for the purpose, in a cross plank, was shut down, by another plank above; exactly like the pillory.

  Immediately below him was a leathern bag. And into it his head rolled instantly.




  The executioner was holding it by the hair, and walking with it round the scaffold, showing it to the people, before one quite knew that the knife had fallen heavily, and with a rattling

  sound.




  When it had travelled round the four sides of the scaffold, it was set upon a pole in front, a little patch of black and white, for the long street to stare at, and the flies to settle on. The

  eyes were turned upward, as if he had avoided the sight of the leathern bag, and looked to the crucifix. Every tinge and hue of life had left it in that instant. It was dull, cold, livid, wax. The

  body also.




  There was a great deal of blood. When we left the window, and went close up to the scaffold, it was very dirty; one of the two men who were throwing water over it, turning to help the other lift

  the body into a shell, picked his way as through mire. A strange appearance was the apparent annihilation of the neck. The head was taken off so close that it seemed as if the knife had narrowly

  escaped crushing the jaw or shaving the ear; and the body looked as if there was nothing left above the shoulder.




  Nobody cared, or was at all affected. There was no manifestation of disgust, or pity, or indignation, or sorrow. My empty pockets were tried, several times, in the crowd immediately below the

  scaffold, as the corpse was being put into its coffin. It was an ugly, filthy, careless, sickening spectacle; meaning nothing but butchery beyond the momentary interest, to the one wretched actor.

  Yes! Such a sight had one meaning and one warning. Let me not forget it. The speculators in the lottery station themselves at favourable points for counting the gouts of blood that spurt out, here

  or there; and buy that number. It is pretty sure to have a run upon it.




  The body was carted away in due time, the knife cleansed, the scaffold taken down, and all the hideous apparatus removed. The executioner: an outlaw ex officio (what a satire on the Punishment)

  who dare not, for his life, cross the Bridge of St Angelo but to do his work: retreated to his lair, and the show was over.




  
 





  CHARLES DICKENS




  A SLEEP TO STARTLE US




  Household Words, 13 March 1852




  Dickens was the social conscience of British Victorian journalism. “A Sleep to Startle Us” records a visit to

  the Ragged School in the City of London. Household Words was another journal of Dicken’s own foundation.




  At the top of Farringdon Street in the City of London, once adorned by the Fleet Prison and by a diabolical jumble of nuisances in the middle of the road called Fleet Market,

  is a broad new thoroughfare in a state of transition. A few years hence, and we of the present generation will find it not an easy task to recall, in the thriving street which will arise upon this

  spot, the wooden barriers and hoardings – the passages that lead to nothing – the glimpses of obscene Field Lane and Saffron Hill – the mounds of earth, old bricks, and

  oyster-shells – the arched foundations of unbuilt houses – the backs of miserable tenements with patched windows – the odds and ends of fever-stricken courts and alleys –

  which are the present features of the place. Not less perplexing do I find it now, to reckon how many years have passed since I traversed these byeways one night before they were laid bare, to find

  out the first Ragged School.




  If I say it is ten years ago, I leave a handsome margin. The discovery was then newly made, that to talk soundingly in Parliament, and cheer for Church and State, or to consecrate and confirm

  without end, or to perorate to any extent in a thousand market-places about all the ordinary topics of patriotic songs and sentiments, was merely to embellish England on a great scale with whited

  sepulchres, while there was, in every corner of the land where its people were closely accumulated, profound ignorance and perfect barbarism. It was also newly discovered, that out of these noxious

  sinks where they were born to perish, and where the general ruin was hatching day and night, the people would not come to be improved. The gulf between them and all wholesome humanity had

  swollen to such a depth and breadth, that they were separated from it as by impassable seas or deserts; and so they lived, and so they died: an always-increasing band of outlaws in body and soul,

  against whom it were to suppose the reversal of all laws, human and divine, to believe that Society could at last prevail.




  In this condition of things, a few unaccredited messengers of Christianity, whom no Bishop had ever heard of, and no Government-office Porter had ever seen, resolved to go to the miserable

  wretches who had lost the way to them: and to set up places of instruction in their own degraded haunts. I found my first Ragged School, in an obscure place called West Street, Saffron Hill,

  pitifully struggling for life, under every disadvantage. It had no means, it had no suitable rooms, it derived no power or protection from being recognised by any authority, it attracted within its

  wretched walls a fluctuating swarm of faces – young in years but youthful in nothing else – that scowled Hope out of countenance. It was held in a low-roofed den, in a sickening

  atmosphere, in the midst of taint and dirt and pestilence: with all the deadly sins let loose, howling and shrieking at the doors. Zeal did not supply the place of method and training; the teachers

  knew little of their office; the pupils, with an evil sharpness, found them out, got the better of them, derided them, made blasphemous answers to scriptural questions, sang, fought, danced, robbed

  each other; seemed possessed by legions of devils. The place was stormed and carried, over and over again; the lights were blown out, the books strewn in the gutters, and the female scholars

  carried off triumphantly to their old wickedness. With no strength in it but its purpose, the school stood it all out and made its way. Some two years since, I found it, one of many such, in a

  large convenient loft in this transition part of Farringdon Street quiet and orderly, full, lighted with gas, well whitewashed, numerously attended, and thoroughly established.




  The number of houseless creatures who resorted to it, and who were necessarily turned out when it closed, to hide where they could in heaps of moral and physical pollution, filled the managers

  with pity. To relieve some of the more constant and deserving scholars, they rented a wretched house, where a few common beds – a dozen or a dozen-and-a-half perhaps – were made upon

  the floors. This was the Ragged School Dormitory; and when I found the School in Farringdon Street, I found the Dormitory in a court hard by, which in the time of the Cholera had acquired a dismal

  fame. The Dormitory was, in all respects, save as a small beginning, a very discouraging Institution. The air was bad; the dark and ruinous building, with its small close rooms, was quite unsuited

  to the purpose; and a general supervision of the scattered sleepers was impossible. I had great doubts at the time whether, excepting that they found a crazy shelter for their heads, they were

  better there than in the streets.




  Having heard, in the course of last month, that this Dormitory (there are others elsewhere) had grown as the School had grown, I went the other night to make another visit to it. I found the

  School in the same place, still advancing. It was now an Industrial School too; and besides the men and boys who were learning – some, aptly enough; some, with painful difficulty; some,

  sluggishly and wearily; some, not at all – to read and write and cipher; there were two groups, one of shoe-makers, and one (in a gallery) of tailors, working with great industry and

  satisfaction. Each was taught and superintended by a regular workman engaged for the purpose, who delivered out the necessary means and implements. All were employed in mending, either their own,

  dilapidated clothes or shoes, or the dilapidated clothes or shoes of some of the other pupils. They were of all ages, from young boys to old men. They were quiet, and intent upon their work. Some

  of them were almost as unused to it as I should have shown myself to be if I had tried my hand, but all were deeply interested and profoundly anxious to do it somehow or other. They presented a

  very remarkable instance of the general desire there is, after all, even in the vagabond breast, to know something useful. One shock-headed man when he had mended his own scrap of a coat, drew it

  on with such an air of satisfaction, and put himself to so much inconvenience to look at the elbow he had darned, that I thought a new coat (and the mind could not imagine a period when that coat

  of his was new!) would not have pleased him better. In the other part of the School, where each class was partitioned off by screens adjusted like the boxes in a coffee-room, was some very good

  writing, and some singing of the multiplication table – the latter, on a principle much too juvenile and innocent for some of the singers. There was also a ciphering-class, where a young

  pupil teacher out of the streets, who refreshed himself by spitting every half-minute, had written a legible sum in compound addition, on a broken slate, and was walking backward and forward before

  it, as he worked it, for the instruction of his class, in this way:




  Now then! Look here, all on you! Seven and five, how many?




  SHARP BOY (in no particular clothes). Twelve.




  PUPIL TEACHER. Twelve – and eight?




  DULL YOUNG MAN (with water on the brain). Forty-five!




  SHARP BOY. Twenty!




  PUPIL TEACHER. Twenty. You’re right. And nine?




  DULL YOUNG MAN (after great consideration). Twenty-nine!




  PUPIL TEACHER. Twenty-nine it is. And nine?




  RECKLESS GUESSER. Seventy-four!




  PUPIL TEACHER (drawing nine strokes). How can that be? Here’s nine on ’em! Look! Twenty-nine, and one’s thirty, and one’s

  thirty-one, and one’s thirty-two, and one’s thirty-three, and one’s thirty-four, and one’s thirty-five, and one’s thirty-six, and one’s thirty-seven, and

  one’s what?




  RECKLESS GUESSER. Four-and-two-pence farden!




  DULL YOUNG MAN (who has been absorbed in the demonstration). Thirty-eight!




  PUPIL TEACHER (restraining sharp boy’s ardour). Of course it is! Thirty-eight pence. There they are! (writing 38 in slate-corner). Now what

  do you make of thirty-eight pence? Thirty-eight pence, how much? (Dull young man slowly considers and gives it up, under a week.) How much, you? (to sleepy boy, who stares and says nothing). How

  much, you?




  SHARP BOY. Three-and-twopence!




  PUPIL TEACHER. Three-and-twopence. How do I put down three-and-twopence?




  SHARP BOY. You puts down the two, and you carries the three.




  PUPIL TEACHER. Very good. Where do I carry the three?




  RECKLESS GUESSER. T’ other side the slate!




  SHARP BOY. You carries him to the next column on the left hand, and adds him on!




  PUPIL TEACHER. And adds him on! and eight and three’s eleven, and eight’s nineteen, and seven’s what?




  – And so on.




  The best and most spirited teacher was a young man, himself reclaimed through the agency of this School from the lowest depths of misery and debasement, whom the Committee were about to send out

  to Australia. He appeared quite to deserve the interest they took in him, and his appearance and manner were a strong testimony to the merits of the establishment.




  All this was not the Dormitory, but it was the preparation for it. No man or boy is admitted to the Dormitory, unless he is a regular attendant at the school, and unless he has been in the

  school two hours before the time of opening the Dormitory. If there be reason to suppose that he can get any work to do and will not do it, he is admitted no more, and his place is assigned to some

  other candidate for the nightly refuge: of whom there are always plenty. There is very little to tempt the idle and profligate. A scanty supper and a scanty breakfast, each of six ounces of bread

  and nothing else (this quantity is less than the present penny-loaf), would scarcely be regarded by Mr Chadwick himself as a festive or uproarious entertainment.




  I found the Dormitory below the School: with its bare walls and rafters, and bare floor, the building looked rather like an extensive coach-house, well lighted with gas. A wooden gallery had

  been recently erected on three sides of it; and, abutting from the centre of the wall on the fourth side, was a kind of glazed meat-safe, accessible by a ladder; in which the presiding officer is

  posted every night, and all night. In the centre of the room, which was very cool, and perfectly sweet, stood a small fixed stove; on two sides, there were windows; on all sides, simple means of

  admitting fresh air, and releasing foul air. The ventilation of the place, devised by Doctor Arnott, and particularly the expedient for relieving the sleepers in the galleries from receiving the

  breath of the sleepers below, is a wonder of simplicity, cheapness, efficiency, and practical good sense. If it had cost five or ten thousand pounds, it would have been famous.




  The whole floor of the building, with the exception of a few narrow pathways, was partitioned off into wooden troughs, or shallow boxes without lids – not unlike the fittings in the shop

  of a dealer in corn and flour, and seeds. The galleries were parcelled out in the same way. Some of these berths were very short – for boys; some, longer – for men. The largest were of

  very contracted limits; all were composed of the bare boards; each was furnished only with one coarse rug, rolled up. In the brick pathways were iron gratings communicating with trapped drains,

  enabling the entire surface of these sleeping-places to be soused and flooded with water every morning. The floor of the galleries was cased with zinc, and fitted with gutters and escape-pipes, for

  the same reason. A supply of water, both for drinking and for washing, and some tin vessels for either purpose, were at hand. A little shed, used by one of the industrial classes, for the chopping

  up of firewood, did not occupy the whole of the spare space in that corner; and the remainder was devoted to some excellent baths, available also as washing troughs, in order that those who have

  any rags of linen may clean them once a-week. In aid of this object, a drying-closet, charged with hot-air, was about to be erected in the wood-chopping shed. All these appliances were constructed

  in the simplest manner, with the commonest means, in the narrowest space, at the lowest cost; but were perfectly adapted to their respective purposes.




  I had scarcely made the round of the Dormitory, and looked at all these things, when a moving of feet overhead announced that the School was breaking up for the night. It was succeeded by

  profound silence, and then by a hymn, sung in a subdued tone, and in very good time and tune, by the learners we had lately seen. Separated from their miserable bodies, the effect of their voices,

  united in this strain, was infinitely solemn. It was as if their souls were singing – as if the outward differences that parted us had fallen away, and the time was come when all the

  perverted good that was in them, or that ever might have been in them, arose imploringly to Heaven.




  The baker who had brought the bread, and who leaned against a pillar while the singing was in progress, meditating in his way, whatever his way was, now shouldered his basket and retired. The

  two half-starved attendants (rewarded with a double portion for their pains) heaped the six-ounce loaves into other baskets, and made ready to distribute them. The night-officer arrived, mounted to

  his meat-safe, unlocked it, hung up his hat, and prepared to spend the evening. I found him to be a very respectable-looking person in black, with a wife and family; engaged in an office all day,

  and passing his spare time here, from half-past nine every night to six every morning, for a pound a-week. He had carried the post against two hundred competitors.




  The door was now opened, and the men and boys who were to pass that night in the Dormitory, in number one hundred and sixty-seven (including a man for whom there was no trough, but who was

  allowed to rest in the seat by the stove, once occupied by the night-officer before the meat-safe was), came in. They passed to their different sleeping-places, quietly and in good order. Every one

  sat down in his own crib, where he became presented in a curiously foreshortened manner; and those who had shoes took them off, and placed them in the adjoining path. There were, in the assembly,

  thieves, cadgers, trampers, vagrants, common outcasts of all sorts. In casual wards and many other Refuges, they would have been very difficult to deal with; but they were restrained here by the

  law of kindness, and had long since arrived at the knowledge that those who gave them that shelter could have no possible inducement save to do them good. Neighbours spoke little together –

  they were almost as uncompanionable as mad people – but everybody took his small loaf when the baskets went round, with a thankfulness more or less cheerful, and immediately ate it up.




  There was some excitement in consequence of one man being missing; “the lame old man”. Everybody had seen the lame old man upstairs asleep, but he had unaccountably disappeared. What

  he had been doing with himself was a mystery, but, when the inquiry was at its height, he came shuffling and tumbling in, with his palsied head hanging on his breast – an emaciated drunkard,

  once a compositor, dying of starvation and decay. He was so near death, that he could not be kept there, lest he should die in the night; and, while it was under deliberation what to do with him,

  and while his dull lips tried to shape out answers to what was said to him, he was held up by two men. Beside this wreck, but all unconnected with it and with the whole world, was an orphan boy

  with burning cheeks and great gaunt eager eyes, who was in pressing peril of death too, and who had no possession under the broad sky but a bottle of physic and a scrap of writing. He brought both

  from the house-surgeon of a Hospital that was too full to admit him, and stood, giddily staggering in one of the little pathways, while the Chief Samaritan read, in hasty characters underlined, how

  momentous his necessities were. He held the bottle of physic in his claw of a hand, and stood, apparently unconscious of it, staggering, and staring with his bright glazed eyes; a creature, surely,

  as forlorn and desolate as Mother Earth can have supported on her breast that night. He was gently taken away, along with the dying man, to the workhouse; and he passed into the darkness with his

  physic-bottle as if he were going into his grave.




  The bread eaten to the last crumb; and some drinking of water and washing in water having taken place, with very little stir or noise indeed; preparations were made for passing the night. Some,

  took off their rags of smock frocks; some, their rags of coats or jackets, and spread them out within their narrow bounds for beds: designing to lie upon them, and use their rugs as a covering.

  Some, sat up, pondering, on the edges of their troughs; others, who were very tired, rested their unkempt heads upon their hands and their elbows on their knees, and dozed. When there were no more

  who desired to drink or wash, and all were in their places, the night officer, standing below the meat-safe, read a short evening service, including perhaps as inappropriate a prayer as could

  possibly be read (as though the Lord’s Prayer stood in need of it by way of Rider), and a portion of a chapter from the New Testament. Then, they all sang the Evening Hymn, and then they all

  lay down to sleep.




  It was an awful thing, looking round upon those one hundred and sixty-seven representatives of many thousands, to reflect that a Government, unable, with the least regard to truth, to plead

  ignorance of the existence of such a place, should proceed as if the sleepers never were to wake again. I do not hesitate to say – why should I, for I know it to be true! – that an

  annual sum of money, contemptible in amount as compared with any charges upon any list, freely granted in behalf of these Schools, and shackled with no preposterous Red Tape conditions, would

  relieve the prisons, diminish county rates, clear loads of shame and guilt out of the streets, recruit the army and navy, waft to new countries, Fleets full of useful labour, for which their

  inhabitants would be thankful and beholden to us. It is no deprecation of the devoted people whom I found presiding here, to add, that with such assistance as a trained knowledge of the business of

  instruction, and a sound system adjusted to the peculiar difficulties and conditions of this sphere of action, their usefulness could be increased fifty-fold in a few months.




  My Lords and Gentlemen, can you, at the present time, consider this at last, and agree to do some little easy thing! Dearly beloved brethren elsewhere, do you know that between Gorham

  controversies, and Pusey controversies and Newman controversies, and twenty other edifying controversies, a certain large class of minds in the community is gradually being driven out of all

  religion! Would it be well, do you think, to come out of the controversies for a little while, and be simply Apostolic thus low down!




  
 





  WILLIAM HOWARD RUSSELL




  THE BATTLE OF BALACLAVA




  The Times, 14 November 1854




  An Irishman who fell into journalism by accident, Russell was employed by the London Times to accompany the

  British army on its 1854 mission to Crimea. The job appeared a pleasant jaunt – the army believed it had only to rattle its sabres to deter Russia from spreading southwards – but turned

  into a two-year tour of grinding journalistic duty, during which Russell’s accurate and clear dispatches made him the most famous war reporter of the Victorian era. His criticisms of the

  army’s system of command, its unsuitable clothing and its poor food, led to sweeping reform. After the Crimean War, Russell reported the Indian Mutiny, the American Civil War (where his

  candid account of Union cowardice at Bull Run obliged him to leave the country), the Franco-Prussian War and the Zulu War. He was knighted for his services to journalism.




  Russell pioneered the use of the telegraph, although many of his pieces were written as long descriptive letters, including his celebrated

  account of the Battle of Balaclava, 25 October 1854. This proved the major engagement of the Crimean War, and is forever remembered for its melancholic “Charge of the Light

  Brigade”.




  If the exhibition of the most brilliant valour, of the excess of courage, and of a daring which would have reflected lustre on the best days of chivalry can afford full

  consolation for the disaster of today, we can have no reason to regret the melancholy loss which we sustained in a contest with a savage and barbarian enemy.




  I shall proceed to describe, to the best of my power, what occurred under my own eyes, and to state the facts which I have heard from men whose veracity is unimpeachable, reserving to myself the

  exercise of the right of private judgement in making public and in suppressing the details of what occurred on this memorable day . . .




  It will be remembered that in a letter sent by last mail from this place it was mentioned that eleven battalions of Russian infantry had crossed the Tchernaya, and that they threatened the rear

  of our position and our communication with Balaclava. Their bands could be heard playing at night by travellers along the Balaclava road to the camp, but they “showed” but little during

  the day and kept up among the gorges and mountain passes through which the roads to Inkermann, Simpheropol, and the south-east of the Crimea wind towards the interior. It will be recollected also

  that the position we occupied in reference to Balaclava was supposed by most people to be very strong – even impregnable. Our lines were formed by natural mountain slopes in the rear, along

  which the French had made very formidable intrenchments. Below those intrenchments, and very nearly in a right line across the valley beneath, are four conical hillocks, one rising above the other

  as they recede from our lines . . . On the top of each of these hills the Turks had thrown up earthen redoubts, defended by 250 men each, and armed with two or three guns – some heavy ship

  guns – lent by us to them, with one artilleryman in each redoubt to look after them. These hills cross the valley of Balaclava at the distance of about two and a half miles from the town.

  Supposing the spectator then to take his stand on one of the heights forming the rear of our camp before Sebastopol, he would see the town of Balaclava, with its scanty shipping, its narrow strip

  of water, and its old forts on his right hand; immediately below he would behold the valley and plain of coarse meadowland, occupied by our cavalry tents, and stretching from the base of the ridge

  on which he stood to the foot of the formidable heights on the other side; he would see the French trenches lined with Zouaves a few feet beneath, and distant from him, on the slope of the hill; a

  Turkish redoubt lower down, then another in the valley, then in a line with it some angular earthworks, then, in succession, the other two redoubts up Canrobert’s Hill.




  At the distance of two or two and a half miles across the valley there is an abrupt rocky mountain range of most irregular and picturesque formation, covered with scanty brushwood here and

  there, or rising into barren pinnacles and plateaux of rock. In outline and appearance, this position of the landscape is wonderfully like the Trossachs. A patch of blue sea is caught in between

  the overhanging cliffs of Balaclava as they close in the entrance to the harbour on the right. The camp of the Marines pitched on the hillsides more than one thousand feet above the level of the

  sea is opposite to you as your back is turned to Sebastopol and your right side towards Balaclava. On the road leading up the valley, close to the entrance of the town and beneath these hills, is

  the encampment of the 93rd Highlanders.




  The cavalry lines are nearer to you below, and are some way in advance of the Highlanders, and nearer to the town than the Turkish redoubts. The valley is crossed here and there by small waves

  of land. On your left the hills and rocky mountain ranges gradually close in toward the course of the Tchernaya, till at three or four miles’ distance from Balaclava the valley is swallowed

  up in a mountain gorge and deep ravines, above which rise tier after tier of desolate whitish rock garnished now and then by bits of scanty herbage, and spreading away towards the east and south,

  where they attain the alpine dimensions of Tschatir Dagh. It is very easy for an enemy at the Belbek, or in command of the road of Mackenzie’s Farm, Inkermann, Simpheropol, or Bakhchisarai,

  to debouch through these gorges at any time upon this plain from the neck of the valley, or to march from Sebastopol by the Tchernaya and to advance along it towards Balaclava, till checked by the

  Turkish redoubts on the southern side or by the fire from the French works on the northern side, i.e., the side which in relation to the valley of Balaclava forms the rear of our position.




  At half past seven o’clock this morning an orderly came galloping in to the headquarters camp from Balaclava, with the news that at dawn a strong corps of Russian horse supported by guns

  and battalions of infantry had marched into the valley, and had already nearly dispossessed the Turks of the redoubt No. 1 (that on Canrobert’s Hill, which is farthest from our lines) and

  that they were opening fire on the redoubts Nos. 2, 3 and 4, which would speedily be in their hands unless the Turks offered a stouter resistance than they had done already.




  Orders were dispatched to Sir George Cathcart and to HRH the Duke of Cambridge to put their respective divisions, the 4th and 1st, in motion for the scene of action, and intelligence of the

  advance of the Russians was also furnished to General Canrobert. Immediately on receipt of the news the General commanded General Bosquet to get the Third Division under arms, and sent a strong

  body of artillery and some 200 Chasseurs d’Afrique to assist us in holding the valley. Sir Colin Campbell, who was in command of Balaclava, had drawn up the 93rd Highlanders a little in front

  of the road to the town at the first news of the advance of the enemy. The Marines on the heights got under arms; the seamen’s batteries and Marines’ batteries on the heights close to

  the town were manned, and the French artillerymen and the Zouaves prepared for action along their lines. Lord Lucan’s little camp was the scene of great excitement. The men had not had time

  to water their horses; they had not broken their fast from the evening of the day before, and had barely saddled at the first blast of the trumpet, when they were drawn up on the slope behind the

  redoubts in front of the camp to operate on the enemy’s squadrons. It was soon evident that no reliance was to be placed on the Turkish infantrymen or artillerymen. All the stories we had

  heard about their bravery behind stone walls and earthworks proved how differently the same or similar people fight under different circumstances. When the Russians advanced the Turks fired a few

  rounds at them, got frightened at the distance of their supports in the rear, looked round, received a few shots and shell, and then “bolted”, and fled with an agility quite at variance

  with the commonplace notions of oriental deportment on the battlefield. But Turks on the Danube are very different beings from Turks in the Crimea, as it appears that the Russians of Sebastopol are

  not at all like the Russians of Silistria.




  Soon after eight Lord Raglan and his staff turned out and cantered towards the rear of our position. The booming of artillery, the spattering roll of musketry, were heard rising from the valley,

  drowning the roar of the siege guns in front before Sebastopol. As I rode in the direction of the firing over the thistles and large stones which cover the undulating plain which stretches away

  towards Balaclava, on a level with the summit of the ridges above it, I observed a French light infantry regiment (the 27th, I think) advancing with admirable care and celerity from our right

  towards the ridge near the telegraph house, which was already lined with companies of French infantry, while mounted officers scampered along its broken outline in every direction.




  General Bosquet, a stout soldierlike-looking man, who reminds one of the old genre of French generals as depicted at Versailles, followed, with his staff and small escort of Hussars, at a

  gallop. Faint white clouds rose here and there above the hill from the cannonade below. Never did the painter’s eye rest upon a more beautiful scene than I beheld from the ridge. The fleecy

  vapours still hung around the mountain tops and mingled with the ascending volumes of smoke; the patch of sea sparkled freshly in the rays of the morning sun, but its light was eclipsed by the

  flashes which gleamed from the masses of armed men below.




  Looking to the left towards the gorge we beheld six compact masses of Russian infantry which had just debouched from the mountain passes near the Tchernaya, and were slowly advancing with solemn

  stateliness up the valley. Immediately in their front was a regular line of artillery, of at least twenty pieces strong. Two batteries of light guns were already a mile in advance of them, and were

  playing with energy on the redoubts from which feeble puffs of smoke came at long intervals. Behind the guns, in front of the infantry, were enormous bodies of cavalry. They were in six compact

  squares, three on each flank, moving down en echelon towards us, and the valley was lit up with the blaze of their sabres and lance points and gay accoutrements. In their front, and

  extending along the intervals between each battery of guns, were clouds of mounted skirmishers, wheeling and whirling in the front of their march like autumn leaves tossed by the wind. The Zouaves

  close to us were lying like tigers at the spring, with ready rifles in hand, hidden chin deep by the earthworks which run along the line of these ridges on our rear, but the quick-eyed Russians

  were manoeuvring on the other side of the valley, and did not expose their columns to attack. Below the Zouaves we could see the Turkish gunners in the redoubts, all in confusion as the shells

  burst over them. Just as I came up the Russians had carried No. 1 redoubt, the farthest and most elevated of all, and their horsemen were chasing the Turks across the interval which lay between it

  and redoubt No. 2. At that moment the cavalry, under Lord Lucan, were formed in glittering masses – the Light Brigade, under Lord Cardigan, in advance of the Heavy Brigade, under

  Brigadier-General Scarlett, in reserve. They were drawn up just in front of their encampment, and were concealed from the view of the enemy by a slight “wave” in the plain. Considerably

  to the rear of their right, the 93rd Highlanders were drawn up in line, in front of the approach to Balaclava. Above and behind them on the heights, the Marines were visible through the glass,

  drawn up under arms, and the gunners could be seen ready in the earthworks, in which were placed the heavy ships’ guns. The 93rd had originally been advanced somewhat more into the plain, but

  the instant the Russians got possession of the first redoubt they opened fire on them from our own guns, which inflicted some injury, and Sir Colin Campbell “retired” his men to a

  better position. Meantime the enemy advanced his cavalry rapidly. To our inexpressible disgust we saw the Turks in redoubt No. 2 fly at their approach. They ran in scattered groups across towards

  redoubt No. 3, and towards Balaclava, but the horse-hoof of the Cossacks was too quick for them, and sword and lance were busily plied among the retreating band. The yells of the pursuers and

  pursued were plainly audible. As the Lancers and Light Cavalry of the Russians advanced they gathered up their skirmishers with great speed and in excellent order – the shifting trails of

  men, which played all over the valley like moonlight on water, contracted, gathered up, and the little peloton in a few moments became a solid column. Then up came their guns, in rushed

  their gunners to the abandoned redoubt, and the guns of No. 2 redoubt soon played with deadly effect upon the dispirited defenders of No. 3 redoubt. Two or three shots in return from the

  earthworks, and all is silent. The Turks swarm over the earthworks and run in confusion towards the town, firing their muskets at the enemy as they run. Again the solid column of cavalry opens like

  a fan, and resolves itself into the “long spray” of skirmishers. It laps the flying Turks, steel flashes in the air, and down go the poor Muslim quivering on the plain, split through

  fez and musket-guard to the chin and breast-belt. There is no support for them. It is evident the Russians have been too quick for us. The Turks have been too quick also, for they have not held

  their redoubts long enough to enable us to bring them help. In vain the naval guns on the heights fire on the Russian cavalry; the distance is too great for shot or shell to reach. In vain the

  Turkish gunners in the earthen batteries which are placed along the French intrenchments strive to protect their flying countrymen; their shots fly wide and short of the swarming masses. The Turks

  betake themselves towards the Highlanders, where they check their flight and form into companies on the flanks of the Highlanders.




  As the Russian cavalry on the left of their line crown the hill, across the valley they perceive the Highlanders drawn up at the distance of some half-mile, calmly awaiting their approach. They

  halt, and squadron after squadron flies up from the rear, till they have a body of some 1500 men along the ridge – Lancers and Dragoons and Hussars. Then they move en echelon in two

  bodies, with another in reserve. The cavalry who have been pursuing the Turks on the right are coming up the ridge beneath us, which conceals our cavalry from view. The heavy brigade in advance is

  drawn up in two columns. The first column consists of the Scots Greys and of their old companions in glory, the Enniskillens; the second of the 4th Royal Irish, of the 5th Dragoon Guards, and of

  the 1st Royal Dragoons. The Light Cavalry Brigade is on their left in two lines also. The silence is oppressive; between the cannon bursts, one can hear the champing of bits and the clink of sabres

  in the valley below. The Russians on their left drew breath for a moment, and then in one grand line dashed at the Highlanders. The ground flies beneath their horses’ feet – gathering

  speed at every stride they dash on towards that thin red streak topped with a line of steel. The Turks fire a volley at 800 yards, and run. As the Russians come within 600 yards, down goes that

  line of steel in front, and out rings a rolling volley of Minié musketry. The distance is too great. The Russians are not checked, but still sweep onwards with the whole force of horse and

  man, through the smoke, here and there knocked over by the shot of our batteries above. With breathless suspense everyone awaits the bursting of the wave upon the line of Gaelic rock; but ere they

  came within 150 yards, another deadly volley flashes from the levelled rifles, and carries death and terror into the Russians. They wheel about, open files right and left, and fly back faster than

  they came.




  “Bravo Highlanders! Well done!” shout the excited spectators; but events thicken. The Highlanders and their splendid front are soon forgotten. Men scarcely have a moment to think of

  this fact that the 93rd never altered their formation to receive that tide of horsemen.




  “No,” said Sir Colin Campbell, “I did not think it worth while to form them even four deep!”




  The ordinary British line, two deep, was quite sufficient to repel the attack of these Muscovite chevaliers. Our eyes were, however, turned in a moment on our own cavalry. We saw

  Brigadier-General Scarlett ride along in front of his massive squadrons. The Russians – evidently corps d’élite – their light-blue jackets embroidered with silver

  lace, were advancing on their left at an easy gallop, towards the brow of the hill. A forest of lances glistened in their rear, and several squadrons of grey-coated dragoons moved up quickly to

  support them as they reached the summit. The instant they came in sight the trumpets of our cavalry gave out the warning blast which told us all that in another moment we would see the shock of

  battle beneath our very eyes. Lord Raglan, all his staff and escort, and groups of officers, the Zouaves, the French generals and officers, and bodies of French infantry on the height, were

  spectators of the scene as though they were looking on the stage from the boxes of a theatre. Nearly everyone dismounted and sat down, and not a word was said.




  The Russians advanced down the hill at a slow canter, which they changed to a trot and at last nearly halted. The first line was at least double the length of ours – it was three times as

  deep. Behind them was a similar line, equally strong and compact. They evidently despised their insignificant-looking enemy, but their time was come.




  The trumpets rang out through the valley, and the Greys and Enniskillens went right at the centre of the Russian cavalry. The space between them was only a few hundred yards; it was scarce

  enough to let the horses “gather way”, nor had the men quite space sufficient for the full play of their sword arms. The Russian line brings forward each wing as our cavalry advance and

  threaten to annihilate them as they pass on. Turning a little to their left, so as to meet the Russians’ right, the Greys rush on with a cheer that thrills to every heart – the wild

  shout of the Enniskillens rises through the air at the same moment. As lightning flashes through a cloud the Greys and Enniskillens pierced through the dark masses of the Russians. The shock was

  but for a moment. There was a clash of steel and a light play of sword blades in the air, and then the Greys and the redcoats disappear in the midst of the shaken and quivering columns. In another

  moment we see them merging and dashing on with diminished numbers, and in broken order, against the second line, which is advancing against them to retrieve the fortune of the charge.




  It was a terrible moment. “God help them! They are lost!” was the exclamation of more than one man, and the thought of many. With unabated fire the noble hearts dashed at their enemy

  – it was a fight of heroes. The first line of Russians which had been smashed utterly by our charge, and had fled off at one flank and towards the centre, were coming back to swallow up our

  handful of men. By sheer steel and sheer courage Enniskillen and Scot were winning their desperate way right through the enemy’s squadrons, and already grey horses and redcoats had appeared

  right at the rear of the second mass, when, with irresistible force, like one bolt from a bow, the 1st Royals, the 4th Dragoon Guards, and the 5th Dragoon Guards rushed at the remnants of the first

  line of the enemy, went through it as though it were made of pasteboard, and dashing on the second body of Russians, as they were still disordered by the terrible assault of the Greys and their

  companions, put them to utter rout. This Russian horse in less than five minutes after it met our dragoons was flying with all its speed before a force certainly not half its strength.




  A cheer burst from every lip – in the enthusiasm officers and men took off their caps and shouted with delight, and thus keeping up the scenic character of their position, they clapped

  their hands again and again . . .




  And now occurred the melancholy catastrophe which fills us all with sorrow. It appears that the Quartermaster General, Brigadier Airey, thinking that the Light Cavalry had not gone far enough in

  front when the enemy’s horse had fled, gave an order in writing to Captain Nolan, 15th Hussars, to take to Lord Lucan, directing His Lordship “to advance” his cavalry nearer to

  the enemy. A braver soldier than Captain Nolan the army did not possess. He was known to all his arm of the service for his entire devotion to his profession, and his name must be familiar to all

  who take interest in our cavalry for his excellent work published a year ago on our drill and system of remount and breaking horses. I had the pleasure of his acquaintance, and I know he

  entertained the most exalted opinions respecting the capabilities of the English horse soldier. Properly led, the British Hussar and Dragoon could in his mind break square, take batteries, ride

  over columns of infantry, and pierce any other cavalry in the world, as if they were made of straw. He thought they had not had the opportunity of doing all that was in their power, and that they

  had missed even such chances as they had offered to them – that, in fact, they were in some measure disgraced. A matchless rider and a first-rate swordsman, he held in contempt, I am afraid,

  even grape and canister. He rode off with his orders to Lord Lucan. He is now dead and gone.




  God forbid I should cast a shade on the brightness of his honour, but I am bound to state what I am told occurred when he reached His Lordship. I should premise that, as the Russian cavalry

  retired, their infantry fell back towards the head of the valley, leaving men in three of the redoubts they had taken and abandoning the fourth. They had also placed some guns on the heights over

  their position, on the left of the gorge. Their cavalry joined the reserves, and drew up in six solid divisions, in an oblique line, across the entrance to the gorge. Six battalions of infantry

  were placed behind them, and about thirty guns were drawn up along their line, while masses of infantry were also collected on the hills behind the redoubts on our right. Our cavalry had moved up

  to the ridge across the valley, on our left, as the ground was broken in front, and had halted in the order I have already mentioned.




  When Lord Lucan received the order from Captain Nolan and had read it, he asked, we are told, “Where are we to advance to?”




  Captain Nolan pointed with his finger to the line of the Russians, and said, “There are the enemy, and there are the guns, sir, before them. It is your duty to take them,” or words

  to that effect, according to the statements made since his death.




  Lord Lucan with reluctance gave the order to Lord Cardigan to advance upon the guns, conceiving that his orders compelled him to do so. The noble Earl, though he did not shrink, also saw the

  fearful odds against him. Don Quixote in his tilt against the windmill was not near so rash and reckless as the gallant fellows who prepared without a thought to rush on almost certain death.




  It is a maxim of war that “cavalry never act without support”, that “infantry should be close at hand when cavalry carry guns, as the effect is only instantaneous”, and

  that it is necessary to have on the flank of a line of cavalry some squadrons in column, the attack on the flank being most dangerous. The only support our Light Cavalry had was the reserve of

  Heavy Cavalry at a great distance behind them – the infantry and guns being far in the rear. There were no squadrons in column at all, and there was a plain to charge over before the

  enemy’s guns were reached of a mile and a half in length.




  At ten past eleven our Light Cavalry Brigade rushed to the front. They numbered as follows, as well as I could ascertain:
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  The whole brigade scarcely made one effective regiment, according to the numbers of continental armies; and yet it was more than we could spare. As they passed towards the

  front, the Russians opened on them from the guns in the redoubts on the right, with volleys of musketry and rifles.




  They swept proudly past, glittering in the morning sun in all the pride and splendour of war. We could hardly believe the evidence of our senses! Surely that handful of men were not going to

  charge an army in position? Alas! it was but too true – their desperate valour knew no bounds, and far indeed was it removed from its so-called better part – discretion. They advanced

  in two lines, quickening their pace as they closed towards the enemy. A more fearful spectacle was never witnessed than by those who, without the power to aid, beheld their heroic countrymen

  rushing to the arms of death. At the distance of 1200 yards the whole line of the enemy belched forth, from thirty iron mouths, a flood of smoke and flame, through which hissed the deadly balls.

  Their flight was marked by instant gaps in our ranks, by dead men and horses, by steeds flying wounded or riderless across the plain. The first line was broken – it was joined by the second,

  they never halted or checked their speed an instant. With diminished ranks, thinned by those thirty guns, which the Russians had laid with the most deadly accuracy, with a halo of flashing steel

  above their heads, and with a cheer which was many a noble fellow’s death cry, they flew into the smoke of the batteries; but ere they were lost from view, the plain was strewed with their

  bodies and with the carcasses of horses. They were exposed to an oblique fire from the batteries on the hills on both sides, as well as to a direct fire of musketry.




  Through the clouds of smoke we could see their sabres flashing as they rode up to the guns and dashed between them, cutting down the gunners as they stood. The blaze of their steel, as an

  officer standing near me said, was “like the turn of a shoal of mackerel”. We saw them riding through the guns, as I have said; to our delight we saw them returning, after breaking

  through a column of Russian infantry, and scattering them like chaff, when the flank fire of the battery on the hill swept them down, scattered and broken as they were. Wounded men and dismounted

  troopers flying towards us told the sad tale – demigods could not have done what they had failed to do. At the very moment when they were about to retreat, an enormous mass of lancers was

  hurled upon their flank. Colonel Shewell, of the 8th Hussars, saw the danger, and rode his few men straight at them, cutting his way through with fearful loss. The other regiments turned and

  engaged in a desperate encounter. With courage too great almost for credence, they were breaking their way through the columns which enveloped them, when there took place an act of atrocity without

  parallel in the modern warfare of civilized nations. The Russian gunners, when the storm of cavalry passed, returned to their guns. They saw their own cavalry mingled with the troopers who had just

  ridden over them, and to the eternal disgrace of the Russian name the miscreants poured a murderous volley of grape and canister on the mass of struggling men and horses, mingling friend and foe in

  one common ruin. It was as much as our Heavy Cavalry Brigade could do to cover the retreat of the miserable remnants of that band of heroes as they returned to the place they had so lately quitted

  in all the pride of life.




  At twenty-five to twelve not a British soldier, except the dead and dying, was left in front of these bloody Muscovite guns. Our loss, as far as it could be ascertained in killed, wounded, and

  missing at two o’clock today, was as follows:
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  WILLIAM HOWARD RUSSELL




  MOSCOW GOES TO TOWN




  The Times, 9 September 1856




  Despite emancipating the serfs Czar Alexander II, whose coronation Russell reports below, was assassinated by radicals in

  1881.




  There is nothing in the world like Moscow but itself. In Russia nothing must be regarded as destroyed or lost for ever. When the Winter Palace – a pile as large as

  Versailles – was burnt to the ground, the autocrat of so many millions, with the force and volition of a Cambyses or Xerxes in past ages, exclaimed, “On the anniversary of this day I

  will give a ball in a new palace on that very place”, and at his word a mass of stone and marble rose by the banks of the Neva till that promise was fulfilled to the very letter. So when the

  blackened and shattered walls of the Kremlin, a few stone houses, and the shells of desecrated churches, were all that was left of Moscow, the popular will, guided by the Czar and the nobility,

  resolved that a fairer and nobler city should spring up in the midst of the waste, on the identical spot where Napoleon imagined he had struck Russia to the heart. And thus, with loftier spires and

  ampler cupolas, in larger proportions, and more profuse elaboration, churches, palaces, Royal and princely mansions – this miraculous capital, the centre of the Russian’s faith, of his

  devotion, of his patriotism, of his obedience, of his history, again stood on the plain of the Moskva. Following their instinct and their national characteristics, they scarcely sought to improve

  on the ways of their ancestors, and the forms and directions of the old streets were preserved almost intact; so that the tortuous Tartar thoroughfares are still visible in their type in the best

  quarters of the new city. All the eccentricities of the Byzantine architecture are here developed and varied with traditionary skill. The wild Tartars, who could not perpetuate their faith, have

  given at least to the church of Russia some outward and visible signs of their religion, and the Mosque and the Greek chapel are here present, as it were, in perpetual silent conflict.




  But there is no time left for me to try and describe the city, even if I had power for the task. It is three o’clock, and the long street with an unknown name, which phonically I believe

  to be the Nerskaia, is crowded by the people of the town and those of the country who have flocked for miles to witness the coronation. This street leads from the Kremlin to the Petrovsky Chateau,

  the boundary of the city being marked by a gate and triumphal arch, on the top of which there is a statue of Victory driving her chariot in a very excited way with unmanageable and runaway-looking

  horses. A dull heavy noise, like the single beat of a deep drum, is heard a long way off. It is the first coup de canon of the nine which announces that the Emperor is on his way to the

  entrance of his ancient capital. In a moment, far and wide the chimes of some 400 churches, scattered, as it were, broadcast all over the great city, ring out with stupendous clamour, which is

  musical in the depth of its tumult, and the crowd settles into an attitude of profound expectation and repose. The two lines formed by the soldiery are as strict and exact as those of the street

  itself, and the eye wanders down a long perspective of helmets, faces, red collars, green frocks, red cuffs, and white trousers, till they are diminished into mere streaks of colour in the

  distance. The officers dress the men within a hair’s breadth, look along their chins and noses, till they are all in line, and then retire to their places in the ranks; again the careful

  sergeants and corporals go round and give their charges a last finishing touch, brush the dust off their shoes and crossbelts, and comb their moustaches. When the street has been made quite clear

  there are, of course, several dogs which run at full speed down the lines with their eyes staring and their tongues out in a manner quite worthy of Tattenham Corner, or the best race-courses in

  England, but these little incidents are not developed to their full extent for the interest and amusement of the public, inasmuch as there are no stoutish policemen to run after them, and these

  usually sagacious creatures are permitted to indulge in this folly of their race without let or hindrance. All this time a thousand church bells are ringing far and near with loyal vehemence,

  driving the rooks and pigeons in swarms out of their resting-places, to wheel and circle in the air. In a few moments more the flourishing of trumpets and the strains of martial music rise above

  all this tumult, and the trumpet band of the Rifles of the Guard, close at hand, commence a wild alerte, which is subdued after a time to the measure of a quick march. A few moments of

  suspense pass heavily, and at length there appears on the red path of sand, which looks like a carpet spread in the roadway, a small party of Gendarmes-d-Cheval, preceded by a

  maître de police in full uniform. This latter officer is not like the quiet gentlemen who administer justice in Bow Street or Guildhall, nor does he resemble the more

  formidable-looking personages who, in round hats and silver-bound collars, ride on whirlwind and direct the storm of popular enthusiasm in England. He is a soldier every inch, from plumed casque to

  spur, mounted on a prancing war horse, and clad in a rich uniform; two and two, one at each side of the way, his gendarmes follow him in light blue uniforms with white facings, and with

  helmets and plumes also. They are fine looking dragoons, and ride splendid horses. Behind them – but who shall describe these warlike figures which come on to their own music of clinking

  steel and jingling of armour? They fill up the whole roadway with a flood of colour. Such might have been the Crusaders, or rather such might have been the Knights of Saladin, when the Cross and

  the Crescent met in battle. Mounted on high-bred, spirited horses which are covered with rich trappings of an antique character, the escort of the Emperor comes by, and calls us at once back to the

  days of Ivan the Terrible. Their heads are covered with a fine chain armour – so fine, indeed, that some of them wear it as a veil before their faces. This mail falls over the neck and covers

  the back and chest, and beneath it glisten rich doublets of yellow silk. Some of the escort carry lances with bright pennons. All are armed with antique carabines, pistols, and curved swords. Their

  saddles are crusted with silver, and rich scarfs and sashes decorate their waists. Their handsome faces and slight sinewy frames indicate their origin. These are of that Circassian race which,

  mingling its blood with the Turks, have removed from them that stigma of excessive ugliness that once, according to old historians, affrighted Europe. Their influence on the old Muscovite type is

  said to be equally great, and the families which are allied with the Circassians, Mingrelians, or Georgians exhibit, we are told, a marked difference from the pure and unmixed breed of Russian

  origin.




  The whole breadth of the street was now occupied by a glittering mass of pennons, armour, plume, steel, and bright colours; the air was filled with the sounds of popular delight, the champing of

  bits and clinking of weapons, the flourishing of trumpets, and, above all, the loud voices of the bells. Close behind the Circassian escort and the wild Bashkirs comes a squadron of the Division of

  the Black Sea Cossacks of the Guard, in large flat black sheepskin caps, with red skull-pieces, long lances, the shafts painted red, and the pennons coloured blue, white, and red; their jackets of

  scarlet; their horses small, handsome, and full of spirit.




  The forest of red lance shafts through which one looked gave a most curious aspect to the gay cavalcade. A squadron of the Regiment of Cossacks of the Guard, in blue, follows. Except in the

  shape of the head-dress, which is like one of our shakos in the olden time, and the colour of their uniform, these men resemble the Black Sea Cossacks.




  Each squadron consists of about 200 men, and the men are by no means of that hairy, high-cheeked, retrousse-nosed, and small-eyed kind identified in the popular mind with their name; and

  far different are they from the long-coated, round-headed lancers on scraggy ponies who so long kept watch and ward over us from Canrobert’s hill. These Cossacks are well mounted and well

  clad, and would afford to the stranger a very imperfect notion of what the Cossacks are who plunder and burn in the front of an advancing enemy, sweep away its supplies, and hover round it to do

  anything but fight, unless at some enormous vantage. Suggesting some strange likenesses and comparisons, there follows after these 400 Cossacks a large body of the haute noblesse on

  horseback and in uniform, two and two, headed by the Marshal of the Nobility for the district of Moscow. Nearly all of these nobles are in military uniforms, those who are not wear the old Russian

  boyard’s dress, a tunic glistening with precious stones, golden belts studded with diamonds, and high caps with aigrettes of brilliants. On their breasts are orders, stars, crosses,

  ribands, innumerable. Menschikoffs, Rostopchins, Galitzins, Woronzoffs, Gortschakoffs, Strogonoffs, Cheremetieffs, Platoffs, Tolstoys, and the bearers of many another name unknown in Western Europe

  before the last century, are there carrying whole fortunes on their backs, the rulers and masters of millions of their fellow men; but, brilliant as they are, the interest they excite soon passes

  away when the next gorgeous cavalcade approaches. This consists of the deputies of the various Asiatic peuplades or race; which have submitted to Russia, all on horseback, two and two. Here

  may be seen the costume of every age at one view, and all as rich as wealth, old family treasures, hoarded plunder, and modern taste can make it. Bashkirs and Circassians, Tcherkess, Abassians, in

  coats of mail and surcoats of fine chain armour, Calmucks, Tartars of Kazan and the Crimea, Mingrelians, Karapapaks, Daghistanhis, Armenians, the people of Gouriel and Georgia, the inhabitants of

  the borders of the Caspian, Kurds, people of Astrakhan, Samoiedes, wild mountaineers from distant ranges to which the speculations of even the “Hertfordshire Incumbent” have never

  wandered, Chinese from the Siberian frontiers, Mongols, and strange beings like Caliban in court-dress. Some of them had their uncovered hair plaited curiously with gold coins; others wore on the

  head only a small flat plate of precious metal just over the forehead; others sheepskin head-dresses studded with jewels; old matchlocks that might have rung on the battlefields of Ivan Veliki,

  battle-axes, lances, and scimitars and daggers of every form were borne by this gaudy throng, whose mode of riding offered every possible variety of the way in which a man can sit on a horse. Some

  rode without stirrups, loose and graceful as the Greek warriors who live on the friezes of the Parthenon; others sat in a sort of legless armchair, with their knees drawn up after the manner of

  sartorial equestrians. Every sort of bit, bridle, saddle, and horse-trapping which has been used since horses were subjugated to man could be seen here. Some of the saddlecloths and holsters were

  of surpassing richness and splendour. In the midst of all these cavaliers two attracted particular notice. One was a majestic-looking old Turk with an enormous beard and a towering turban, whose

  garments were of such a rich material and strange cut that one was reminded immediately of the figure of the High Priest in Rembrandt’s picture, or of the old engravings of the Sultan in old

  books of travel. The other was a young deputy from Gouriel, with clustering hair flowing down in curls from beneath a small patch of gold and jewels fixed on the top of the head, whose face and

  figure were strikingly handsome, and who was dressed in a magnificent suit of blue velvet cramoisi, flashing with precious stones. He was a veritable Eastern Antinous, and was well matched

  with his beautiful horse. This cavalcade of the peuplades soumises à la Russie was to strangers the most interesting part of the procession; but it passed too quickly by for the eye

  to decompose its ingredients. What stories of the greatness and magnificence of Russia will those people take back to their remote tribes! They went by, bright, shifting, and indistinct as a dream

  of the Arabian Nights. The only objection one could make to this part of the procession was that it was over too soon, and the eye wandered after it to the curve of the lines of soldiery

  which hid it from view. Already the premier fourrier de la Cour, in a uniform of green and gold, has passed us on a prancing charger, and then, two and two at each side of the street, comes

  an array of sixty valets of the Court, in cocked hats, gold and green liveries, breeches, and white silk stockings, shoes, and buckles. Alas! those shoes are often new and the buckles tight, for

  the four mile march on foot has much distressed these worthy gentlemen, and they walk gingerly over the red sand. After them in like order come six lacqueys of the chamber, then six Court runners,

  and finally, in gorgeous attire, eight negroes of the Court, grinning with all the dental abandon of their race. The ceremony is now becoming most exciting, for the carriages come in view round the

  turn of the street. They are preceded, however, by the piqueur of the Emperor on horseback, and twenty huntsmen in full livery, after whom rides in great grandeur the Head Huntsman –

  the master of the Emperor’s hounds, or the Chef de la Vénerie Imperiale. The first vehicle is an open phaeton gilt richly from stem to stern, and lined with crimson velvet,

  drawn by six noble horses with the richest trappings; at the head of each horse there is a footman in cocked hat, green and gold livery, buckskins, and patent-leather jackboots, who holds his

  charge by a richly embossed rein; the driver, barring his livery, seems to have been abstracted from Buckingham Palace. In this gay vehicle are seated in uniforms of green and gold, two Masters of

  the Ceremonies of the Court, with huge wands of office. This description, bad as it is, must suffice for the next open phaeton and its paraphernalia, in which is seated the Grand Master of the

  Ceremonies. After this carriage comes a Master of the Ceremonies on horseback, followed by twenty-four Gentlemen of the Chamber, mounted on richly caparisoned horses, riding two and two. Another

  Master of the Ceremonies is next seen, preceding a cavalcade of twelve mounted chamberlains, who are stiff with gold lace, and covered with orders and ribands. Having got rid of an officer of the

  Imperial stables who looks very like a field-marshal, and two Palefreniers in uniforms too rich for an English General, we turn our attention to the following objects: The second Charges de la

  Cour, in gilt carriages, four and four, crimson velvet linings, green and gold footmen, and fine horses. Next the Marshal of the Court, in an open phaeton, gilt all over, with his grand baton

  of office flashing with gems. Next the Grand Charges de la Cour, by fours, in gilt and crimson carriages, all and each drawn like the first, with running footmen and rich trappings:




  

    

      

        

          All clinquant – all in gold like heathen gods;




          Every man that walked showed like a mine.


        


      


    


  




  The members of the Imperial Council, in gilt carriages, followed the Grand Charges – all that is esteemed wise in Russia, skilful in diplomacy and venerated for

  past services, grave, astute, and polished nobles and gentlemen, whose lives have been spent in devoted efforts for the aggrandisement of their country and the promotion of the interests of their

  Imperial master, their breasts bear witness to the favour with which they have been regarded. It is with strange feelings one gazes on the representatives of a policy so crafty and so ambitious as

  that which is attributed to the Russian Court, and which in this nineteenth century is supported by no inconsiderable part of the learning and logic of the statesmen of Europe. As the last of the

  train of carriages passes a noise like distant thunder rolling along the street announces the approach of the Czar. But his presence is grandly heralded. Immediately after the members of the

  Council of the Empire the Grand Marshal of the Court rides in an open phaeton, gilt like the rest; but, bright as is he and all about him, there comes after that compared with the lustre of which

  he is as a mote in the sun. In gilt casques of beautiful form and workmanship surmounted by crest eagles of silver or gold, in milk-white coats and gilded cuirasses and back-plates, approach the

  giants of the first squadron of the Chevaliers Gardes of His Majesty the Emperor, each on a charger fit for a commander in battle. These are the picked men of 60,000,000 of the human race,

  and in stature they certainly exceed any troops I have ever seen. All their appointments are splendid, but it is said that they looked better in the days of the late Emperor, when they wore white

  buckskins and jack-boots, than they do now in their long trousers. The squadron was probably 200 strong, and the effect of the polished helmets, crests, and armour was dazzling. Their officers

  could scarcely be distinguished, except by their position and the extraordinary beauty and training of some of their horses, which slowly beat time, as it were, with their hoofs to the strains of

  the march. The First Squadron of the Garde à Cheval follows:




  

    

      

        

          . . . All furnished – all in arms,




          All plumed like estridges that wing the wind;




          Bated like eagles having lately bathed,




          Glittering in golden coats, like images.


        


      


    


  




  So bright, so fine, that one is puzzled to decide which, they or the chevaliers, are the bravest. But as we are debating the point the tremendous cheering of the people

  and the measured hurrahs of the soldiers, the doffed hats and the reverences of the crowd, the waving of handkerchiefs, and the clash of presenting arms warn us that the “Czar of All the

  Russians, of the Kingdom of Poland, and of the Grand Duchy of Finland, which are inseparable from them”, is at hand, and Alexander Nicolaievitch is before us. His Majesty is dressed in the

  uniform of a general officer, and seems quite simply attired, after all the splendour which has gone past. He wears a burnished casque with a long plume of white, orange, and dark cock’s

  feathers, a close fitting green tunic, with aiguillettes and orders, and red trousers, and he guides his charger – a perfect model of symmetry – with ease and gracefulness.




  At the moment the Emperor entered the city of Moscow a salvo of seventy-one guns was fired by the artillery outside the town; and the Governor-General of the city, at the head of all the

  officers and employe’s of the military departments, received His Majesty, and afterwards joined the procession. The functionaries of the Hotel de Ville and the city magistrates

  received him at the entry of the Zemlenoy-Gorod Quarter, and the Marshal and the nobility of Moscow at that of the Beloy-Gorod Quarter. Thence the procession moved on to the Gate of the

  Resurrection (Vosresenkie Vovota), where the whole cortege, all save the Emperor and two carriages, moving rapidly on, was lost to sight inside the Kremlin.




  
 





  GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA




  EXPLOSION ABOARD THE GREAT EASTERN




  
Daily Telegraph, 12 September 1859




  The Great Eastern steamship was designed by I.K. Brunei for the Ceylon run. Her trial run is reported by the

  one-eyed Sala, one of the most accomplished and exotic of Victorian British journalists, whose usual beat was abroad but who in true professional style would “do” funerals and flower

  shows when there was “no war afoot”.




  

    On Board the Great Eastern, Portland Harbour, Saturday, 10.30 a.m.


  




  We had dined. It was six o’clock, and we were off Hastings, at about seven miles’ distance from the shore. The majority of the passengers, having finished their

  repast, had gone on deck. The ladies had retired, and, as we conjectured, according to their usual custom, to their boudoir. The dining saloon was deserted, save by a small knot of joyous guests,

  all known to each other, who had gathered round the most popular of the directors, Mr Ingram. That gentleman, his hand on the shoulder of his young son, was listening, not apparently unpleased, to

  the eloquence of a friend, who was decanting on his merits while proposing his health. The glasses were charged; the orator’s peroration had culminated; the revellers were upstanding; when

  – as if the fingers of a man’s hand had come out against the cabin wall, and written, as in sand, that the Medes and Persians were at the gate, the verberation of a tremendous explosion

  was heard. The reverberation followed. Then came – to our ears, who were in the dining room – a tremendous crash, not hollow, as of thunder, but solid, as of objects that offered

  resistance. Then a sweeping, rolling, swooping, rumbling sound, as of cannon balls scudding along the deck above. Remember, I am only describing now my personal experience and sensations.

  The rumbling noise was followed by the smash of the dining saloon skylights, and the irruption of a mass of fragments of wood and iron, followed by a thick cloud of powdered glass, and then by

  coaldust. My garments are full of the first, my hair and eyebrows of the last, now. There was but one impulse, one question – to go on deck; to ask, “What can it be?” To me, the

  crash was greater than the explosion; and I thought more of a collision, or of the fall of one of the huge yards, than of an explosion; but my next neighbour cried out, “The boiler has

  burst!” On gaining the deck I could at first see nothing but billows of steam rolling towards us. Then along the deck I saw the engine hose rapidly drawn along, and in another moment dozens

  of men were seizing it and carrying it forward. The wind was blowing tolerably strong, and when the steam cleared away a little in my immediate vicinity, there came an eddying shower of splinters,

  fragments of gilt moulding, shreds of ornamental paper, and tatters of crimson curtains. Several gentlemen now exerted themselves in the most praiseworthy manner to get the passengers aft; the

  danger was evidently forward; a thick cloud of steam there concealed all objects; but there was smoke as well as vapour, and I thought the ship was on fire. As men and passengers came rushing by I

  heard ejaculations of “Fire”, “The boilers”, “The donkey engine has burst”; but these were more matters of question and answer than evidences of terror. There

  seemed to be amazement and curiosity, but – among the passengers at least – not the slightest panic. The Great Ship Company’s guests requited the hospitality of the directors by

  rendering every assistance in their power to the officers by setting an example of quietude and cheerfulness, and by endeavouring to inspire confidence. It was a noble sight afterwards to see the

  young Marquis of Stafford, his sleeves tucked up, his hands and face grimed to the similitude of a chimneysweep, panting with his exertions in working at the hose and clearing away rubbish. There

  was another nobleman, who passed the ensuing night anointing the scarified limbs of tortured men with oil, and cheering them up with kindly words. There was another, who, the moment the

  accident occurred, derogated slightly from the dignity of his pilot coat and “Jack Tar” manners, wanted a boat to be lowered for his conveyance on shore, and vehemently expressed his

  opinion that the conduct of the Captain, in not making immediately for Dungeness, was “unjustifiable”. But let this pass. I went forward and then had the first glimpse of the Ruin that

  had blasted a large portion of the ship. The “very forward” funnel and its flange, which last should have been dozens of feet below, were lying aslant on the raised centre of the

  foredeck; and forward of the grand saloon staircase the hoses were playing fast and furiously down through the cavity where the funnel should have been, down down into a hideous pit of Flame. The

  ship, thank God! was not on fire; but, by the abolition of the upward draught caused by the loss of the funnel – which had shot upwards through three tiers of deck like a skyrocket, and had

  been projected, some say ten, some say twenty, some say thirty feet into the air – the flames of the now unconfined furnace were spreading outwards below in a hundred myriad tongues of fire.

  Once for all, let me assure you that, although the danger was imminent, the Great Eastern was never on fire. Objects were blown up and away; but of the planks, and beams, and girders, I saw

  afterwards among the debris, I could not discern so much as a batten that, shattered and splintered as it may have been, was charred or even scorched.




  The effects of the catastrophe soon became lamentably apparent. One by one, borne on the shoulders or in the arms of their comrades, or, in one or two cases, staggering past, came by the

  unfortunate men who had been scalded in the stokehole. The face of one was utterly without human semblance, and looked simply like a mass of raw beef-steak. Another was so horribly scalded about

  the groin, that the two hands might be laid in the raw cavity, and scraps of his woollen undergarment were mixed up with hanks of boiled flesh. Another I saw had his trousers scalded away from the

  mid-thigh; his two legs, bare from thigh to heel, were continuous scalds, the skin and flesh hanging here and there. As they raised another man, the flesh of his hands came away in the grasp of

  those who held him, and he looked as though he had two bloody gloves on. There were some cases of severe contusions, and cuts from fractured glass; but curiously enough, not one instance of broken

  limbs. Some of the sufferers were hysterical, laughing and crying in a pitiable manner. When in the hospital, or sick bay, the agony of some was so intolerable that – all gently and

  soothingly as it was done – they had to be held down. The remedies applied were linseed oil and cotton-wool, continuously renewed.




  Descending to the lower deck, the scene irresistibly reminded one of the interior of the area of Covent Garden Theatre after the fire of 1856. The vast expanse between decks was one heap of

  fragments. You trod upon one vast sultry mass of ruin and desolation. The nests of sleeping berths, the corridors and staircases were all (save the main one) gone. The cabin which with two friends

  I had occupied no longer existed. With all in the same block it had been blown entirely away. A portmanteau belonging to your correspondent was subsequently recovered from the debacle; but

  my two companions lost everything they possessed on board. Forward, in this lower deck, you saw the great, gaping pit, which had vomited forth the fruits of the “collapse”. It was an

  infernal region, that horrible hole. The bed of the accursed “jacket”, with torn and jagged ends, was still visible. In the hole, were beams and girders, planks and rails, and gigantic

  steampipes twisted double like disused speaking trumpets. The huge iron plates at the root of the funnel were torn or crumpled up like writing paper. The great wrought iron girders supporting the

  lower deck were curved and bent; the flooring of the deck itself was, in part, upheaved, and disclosed ominous gaps. The boilers had sustained no injury. Weeks’ time and thousands of pounds

  in expenditure, must be consumed ere the Great Eastern’s proprietors will be able to repair the damage done to her “main cabin fittings”.




  Neither ship – as a ship – nor paddles, nor screw, were injured. At first there was an expressed intention to put into the nearest haven; but this idea was abandoned, and the

  Great Eastern proceeded on her voyage to Portland.




  
 





  GEORGE W. SMALLEY




  THE CONTEST IN MARYLAND




  New York Tribune, 19 September 1862




  The battle fought at Antietam Creek on 17 September 1862 was the bloodiest single-day engagement of the US Civil War.

  Although the casualties were near evenly split at 12,000 each for the North and the South, the battle crucially stemmed Robert E. Lee’s invasion of the Union states. George Washburn Smalley,

  a Harvard attorney turned war correspondent, witnessed the contest at Antietam by posing as an aide-de-camp to General Hooker (correspondents, in 1862, were forbidden to accompany units in the

  field), a piece of cleverness he turned to even greater effect by being the first person to bring news of Antietam out of Maryland, sending a brief telegraphic report – intercepted by an

  anxious War Department in Washington DC – to the New York Tribune at 7 a.m. on the 18th, enabling it to be the only paper in the world to carry the story. His inspiration and

  determination not deserting him, Smalley then made a headlong dash for New York by train, writing a longer account of Antietam by the swinging oil lamp of the railroad coach, which the

  Tribune carried on the morning of Sunday, 19 September in a special edition. It was the journalistic feat of the nineteenth century. Most of his peers either missed the bloody game or were

  still becalmed in Maryland.




  Fierce and desperate battle between 200,000 men has raged since daylight, yet night closes on an uncertain field. It is the greatest battle since Waterloo – all over the

  field contested with an obstinacy equal even to Waterloo. If not wholly a victory tonight, I believe it is the prelude to victory to-morrow. But what can be foretold of the future of a fight in

  which from five in the morning till seven at night the best troops of the continent have fought without decisive result?




  I have no time for speculation – no time even to gather detail of the battle – only time to state its broadest features – then mount and spur for New York.




  After the brilliant victory near Middletown, Gen. McClellan pushed forward his army rapidly, and reached Keedysville with three corps on Monday night. That march has already been described. On

  the day following the two armies faced each other idly, until night. Artillery was busy at intervals; once in the morning with spirit, and continuing for half an hour, with vigor, till the Rebel

  battery, as usual, was silenced.




  McClellan was on the hill where Benjamin’s battery was stationed and found himself suddenly under rather heavy fire. It was still uncertain whether the Rebels were retreating or

  re-enforcing – their batteries would remain in position in either case, and as they had withdrawn nearly all their troops from view, there was only the doubtful indication of columns of dust

  to the rear.




  On the evening of Tuesday, Hooker was ordered to cross Antietam Creek with his corps, and feeling the left of the enemy, to be ready to attack next morning. During the day of apparent

  inactivity, McClellan and been maturing his plan of battle, of which Hooker’s movement was one development.




  The position on either side was peculiar. When Richardson advanced on Monday he found the enemy deployed and displayed in force on a crescent-shaped ridge, the outline of which followed more or

  less exactly the course of Antietam Creek. Their lines were then forming, and the revelation of force in front of the ground which they really intended to hold, was probably meant to delay our

  attack until their arrangements to receive it were complete.




  During that day they kept their troops exposed and did not move them even to avoid the artillery fire, which must have been occasionally annoying. Next morning the lines and columns which had

  darkened cornfields and hill crests, had been withdrawn. Broken and wooded ground behind the sheltering hills concealed the Rebel masses. What from our front looked like only a narrow summit

  fringed with woods was a broad table-land of forest and ravine cover for troops everywhere, nowhere easy access for an enemy. The smoothly sloping surface in front and the sweeping crescent of

  slowly mingling lines was only a delusion. It was all a Rebel stronghold beyond.




  Under the base of those hills runs the deep stream called Antietam Creek, fordable only at distant points. Three bridges cross it, one on the Hagerstown road, one on the Sharpsburg pike, one to

  the left in a deep recess of steeply falling hills. Hooker passed the first to reach the ford by which he crossed, and it was held by Pleasanton with a reserve of cavalry during the battle. The

  second was close under the Rebel center, and no way important to yesterday’s fight. At the third, Burnside attacked and finally crossed. Between the first and third lay most of the battle

  lines. They stretched four miles from right to left.




  Unaided attack in front was impossible. McClellan’s forces lay behind low, disconnected ridges, in front of the Rebel summits, all or nearly all unwooded. They gave some cover for

  artillery, and guns were therefore massed on the center. The enemy had the Shepherdstown road and the Hagerstown and Williamsport road open to him in the rear for retreat. Along one or the other,

  if beaten, he must fly. This, among other reasons, determined, perhaps, the plan of battle which McClellan finally resolved on.




  The plan was generally as follows: Hooker was to cross on the right, establish himself on the enemy’s left if possible, flanking his position, and to open the fight. Sumner, Franklin and

  Mansfield were to send their forces also to the right, co-operating with and sustaining Hooker’s attack while advancing also nearer the center. The heavy work in the center was left mostly to

  the batteries, Porter massing his infantry supports in the hollows. On the left Burnside was to carry the bridge already referred, advancing then by a road which enters the pike at Sharpsburg,

  turning at once the Rebel left flank and destroying his line of retreat. Porter and Sykes were held in reserve. It is obvious that the complete success of a plan contemplating widely divergent

  movements of separate corps, must largely depend on accurate timing, that the attacks should be simultaneous and not successive.




  Hooker moved on Tuesday afternoon at four, crossing the creek at a ford above the bridge and well to the right, without opposition. Fronting south-west his line advanced not quite on the Rebel

  flank but over-lapping and threatening it. Turning off from the road after passing the stream, he sent forward cavalry skirmishers straight into the woods and over the fields beyond. Rebel pickets

  withdrew slowly before them, firing scattering and harmless shots. Turning again to the left, the cavalry went down on the Rebel flank, coming suddenly close to a battery which met them with

  unexpected grape shot. It being the nature of cavalry to retire before batteries, this company loyally followed the law of its being, and came swiftly back without pursuit.




  Artillery was sent to the front, infantry was rapidly deployed, and skirmishers went out in front and on either flank. The corps moved forward compactly, Hooker as usual reconnoitering in

  person. They came at last to an open grass-sown field inclosed on two sides with woods, protected on the right by a hill, and entered through a cornfield in the rear. Skirmishers entering these

  woods were instantly met by Rebel shots, but held their ground, and as soon as supported advanced and cleared the timber. Beyond, on the left and in front, volleys of musketry opened heavily, and a

  battle seemed to have begun a little sooner than it was expected.




  General Hooker formed his lines with precision and without hesitation. Rickett’s Division went into the woods on the left in force. Meade, with the Pennsylvania Reserves, formed in the

  center. Doubleday was sent out on the right, planting his batteries on the hill, and opening at once on a Rebel battery that began to enfilade the central line. It was already dark, and the Rebel

  position could only be discovered by the flashes of their guns. They pushed forward boldly on the right, after losing ground on the other flank, but made no attempt to regain their first hold on

  the woods. The fight flashed; and glimmered, and faded, and finally went out in the dark.




  Hooker had found out what he wanted to know. When the firing ceased the hostile lines lay close to each other – their pickets so near that six Rebels were captured during the night. It was

  inevitable that the fight should commence at daylight. Neither side had suffered considerable loss; it was a skirmish, not a battle. “We are through for to-night, gentlemen,” remarked

  the General, “but to-morrow we fight the battle that will decide the fate of the Republic.”




  Not long after the firing ceased, it sprang up again on the left. General Hooker, who had taken up his headquarters in a barn, which had been nearly the focus of the Rebel artillery, was out at

  once. First came rapid and unusually frequent picket shots, then several heavy volleys. The General listened a moment and smiled grimly. “We have no troops there. The Rebels are shooting each

  other. It is Fair Oaks over again.” So everybody lay down again, but all the night through there were frequent alarms.




  McClellan had been informed of the night’s work, and of the certainties awaiting the dawn. Sumner was ordered to move his corps at once, and was expected to be on the ground at daylight.

  From the extent of the Rebel lines developed in the evening, it was plain that they had gathered their whole army behind the heights and were waiting for the shock.




  The battle began with the dawn. Morning found both armies just as they had slept, almost close enough to look into each other’s eyes. The left of Meade’s reserves and the right of

  Rickett’s line became engaged at nearly the same moment, one with artillery, the other with infantry. A battery was almost immediately pushed forward beyond the central woods, over a plowed

  field, near the top of the slope where the cornfield began. On this open field, in the corn beyond, and in the woods which stretched forward into the broad-fields, like a promontory into the ocean,

  were the hardest and deadliest struggles of the day.




  For half an hour after the battle had grown to its full strength, the line of fire swayed neither way. Hooker’s men were fully up to their work. They saw their General everywhere in front,

  never away from the fire, and all the troops believed in their commander, and fought with a will. Two-thirds of them were the same men who under McDowall had broken at Manassas.
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