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frank faces and honest, kindly smiles, — have in-
spected their men and made their reports, and
¢ fallen in’ in their proper places ; and the word
is given, and its head moves off— By the left;
(f&ﬁk march!” and the column winds quietly
.down into the valley of the shadow of death.
The sun is just setting, and gilds the men’s
faces, and the tufts of arid grass above their
heads in the deepening ravine, with a tawny
orange hue peculiar to a sunset in the East.—4
The evening is beautifully soft and still, but
the dust is suffocating, rising asit does in clouds
from the measured tread of so many feet ; and
there is a feeling of depression, a weight in the
atmosphere, such as I have often observed (o
accompany the close of day on the shores of the
Black Sea. Even the men seem to feel its
influence—the whispered jest, the ready smile
which usually aceompanies a march is want-
ing; the youngest ensign looks thoughtful,and
as if he were brooding on his far-away home;
and the lines deepen on many a bearded coun-
tenance as we wind lower and lower down the
ravine and reach the first parallel, which to some
‘now present must be so forcible a reminder of
sdisappointed hopes, fruitless sacrifices, and many
W t.r;e and hearty comrade who shall be friend
and comrade no more.

NIGHT ATTACK.

The officers havesestablished a sort of head :
quarters at a place d'armes, or re-assembling
spot near the centre of their own ¢ attack,) —
Three or tour are coiled up in different atti-
tudes, beguiling the long dark heurs with whis-
pered jests and grave speculations as to the in-
tentions of the enemy. Here a stalwart cap-
tain of Highlanders stretches his huge frame
across the nath, puffiog forth volumes of smoke
from the short black pipe that has accompanied
him through the whole war—the much prized
‘ cutty’ that was psesented to him by his fa-
ther’s forester when he shot the roval stag in
the ¢ pass abune Craig-Owar’;’ there ‘a slim and
dandy rifleman passes a - wicker-eovered flask
of brandy-and-water to a tall sedate personage
who has worked his way through half-a-dozen
Indian actions to be senior captain of a line
regiment, and who, should he be fortunate
enough to survive the present siege, may pos-
sibly arrive at the distinguished rank of Brevet-
Major. e prefers his ewn bottle of cold tea ;
as it gurgles into his lips the Highlarder pulls
a face of disgust.

¢ Tdie those long, indecent legs of yours
out ‘of the way, Sandy,” says a merry voice,
the owner of which, stumbling over these
brawny limbs in the darkness, makes his way up

to Ropsley,and whispers a few words in  his
ear which seems to afford our colonel much
satisfaction,

¢ You couldn’t have doneit better,’ says he
to the new arrival, a young officer of engi-
‘neers. the ‘ bravest of the brave,’ and « the gay-
‘est of the gay; ‘I could have spared you a
few more men. but it is better as it is, hate
‘harrasing our fellows, if we can help it. What
will you have to drink ?’

¢ A drainat the flask, first, Colonel,” answers
‘the light-hearted soldier; *I've been on duty
ROW, one way and another, for eight and
forty hours, and I’m about beat. Sandy, my

boy, give us a whiff out of ¢ the cutty.’ 'l sit
by you. You remind me of an opera dancerin
that dress. Mind, you dine with me to-mor-
Tow, if you're not killed-’

The Highlander growls out a gruff affirma-
tive. e delights in his volatile friend ; but
he is a man of few words, although his arm is
weighty and his brain is clear.

A shell shrieks and whistles over our heads.
We mark it revolving bright and beautiful, like
a firework through the darkness. It lights far
away #0 our rear and bounds dhce more from
thesarth ere it explodes with a loud report.

“Not much mischief done by -that gentle-
man,’ observes Ropsley, taking his cigar from
his mouth; ¢he must have landed clear of all
our people. 'We shall soon have another from
the same battery. I wish I knew what they are
doing over yonder,” he adds, pointing signifi-
cantly in the direction of the Redan.

I think [ can find out for you, Colonel,
says the engineer; ¢ | am going forward to the
last “ sap,’ and Ishall not be very far trom them
there.  Your sharpshooters are just at the
corner, Green,’ he adds to the rifleman, ¢ wont
you come with me # The latter consents wil-
lingly; and as they rise from their dusty lair
ask leave to accompany them, for my curiosity
is fearfully excited, and Iam painfully anxious
to know what the enemy is about. The last
“sap’ is a shallow and nawow trench, the ter-
mination of which is but a short distance from
the Russian work. It is discontinued at the
precipitous declivity which here forms one side

of the well-known Woronzoff ravine ; and from
~his spot, dark as it is, the sentry can be dis-
cerned plainly moving to and fro — a dusky,
indistinct figure—above the parapet of the
Redan.

The engineer officer and Green of the Rifles
seat themselves on the very edge of the ravine ;
the former plucks a blade ‘or two of grass, and
flings them into the air.

¢ They can’t hear us with this wind,’ says he.
* What say you Green; wouldn’t it'be a good
lark to creepin under there, and make sut what
thev’re daing ¥

‘I'm game ! says Green, one of those dare-
devil young gentlémen to be found antongst the

interest.
was a ray or two of moonlight struggling fitful-

subalterns of the British army, who would make |
the same reply were it a question of crossing

that glacis in the full glare of day to take the

work by wassault, single-handed. *Put your

sword off, that’s all, otherwise you’ll make such

a row, that our own fellows will think they’re

attacked, and fire on us.
have had lots of practice, and can hit a haystack
as well ag their neighbors. Now then,are you
ready ? Come on.

Mind you, my chaps

The engineer laughed, and unbuckled his

sabre,

‘Good afternoon, Mr Egerton, in case 1

shouldn’t see you again,’ said he; and so the

two crept silently away upon their somewhat
hazardous expedition.

1 watched their dark figures with breathless
The sky had lifted a little, and there.

ly through the clouds. I could just distinguish

the two English officers as they crawled on

hands and knees amongst the slabs of rock and

inequaities of ground which now fermed their

only safety. 1 shuddered to think that if I
could thus distinguish their forms, why not the
Russian Riflemen —and what chance for them
then, with twenty or thirty * Minies’ sighted on
them at point-blank distance ? However,* For-
tune fayors the brave;’ the light breeze died
away, and the moon was again obscured. Icould
see them no longer, and I knew that by this
time they must have got within a very few pa-
ces of the enemy’s batteries, and that discovery
was now certain death. -~ The ground, too, im-
mediately under the Russian work was smoother
and less tavorable to concealment than our own.
The moments seemed to pass very slowly. I
scarcely dared to move, and the tension of my
nerves was absolutely painful, every faculty seem-
ing absorbed in the one concentrated effort of
listening.

Suddenly a short, sharp stream of light, fol-
lowed by the quick, angry report of the Minnie
—then another and another—they illumine the
night for an instant; and during that instant I
sirain my eyes in vain to discover the two dark
creeping forms.  And now & blinding glare fills
our own trenches—the figures of our men co-
ming out like phantoms, in their different atti-
tudes of labor and repose. The enemy has
thrown a fire-ball into our works to ascertain
what we are about. Lize the pilot fish before
the shark, that brilliant messenger is soon suc-
ceeded by its deadly followers, and ere I can
hurry back to the rallying point of the attack,
where I have left Ropsley and his comrades, a
couple of shells bave already burst amongst our
soldiers, dealing around them their quantum of
wounds and death, whilst a couple more are
winging their way like meteors over our heads,
to carry the alarm far to the rear, where the
gallant blue jackets bave established a tremen-
dous battery, and are at this moment in all pro-
bability chafing and fretting that they are not
nearer the point of danger,

¢ Stand to your arms! Steady, men, steady !
is the word passed from soldier to soldier along
the ranks, and the men spring like lions to the
parapet, every heart beating high with cou-
rage, every firelock held firmly at the charge.
They are tired of ‘ long bowls' now, and would
fain have it out with the bayonet,

The fire from the Redan lights up the inter-
vening glacis. and as [ rush hurriedly along the
trench, stooping my head with instinctive pre-
caution, 1 steal a glance or two over the low
parapet, which shows me the figure of a man
runuing as hard as his legs can carry him to-
wards our own rallying point. He isa mark
for fifty Russian rifles, but he speeds on never-
theless. His cheery voice rings through all the
noise and confusion, as he holloas to our men not
to fire at him,

* Hold on, my lads’. he seays, leaping
breathlessly into the trench ; ‘1 have had a
precious good run for it. WHere is the Co-
lonel ¥ !

His report is soon made. It is the young
officer of engineers who thus returns in haste
from his _reconnoitring expedition. His com-
panion, Green, has reached his own regiment
by anotker track, for they wisely separated
when they found themselves observed, and
strange 10 say, notwithstanding the deadly fire
throngh which they have ‘run the gauntlet,’
hoth are unwounded. The engineer confers
with Ropsley in a low voice,

¢ They only want te draw off our attention,
¢ Colonel,’ says he; I am quite sure of it, —
When I was under the Redan 1 could heqr
large bodies of men moving towards their jeft.
That is the point of attack depend upon it,—
There they go on our right! I teold vou go.
Now we shall have it hot and heavy, or I'm
mistaken.’ A

Even while he speaks a brisk fire is heard 1o

open on our right flank. _The_ clouds clear off
te0,and the moon, now high in the heavens,
shines forth unveiled. By her soft light we
can just discetn a dark, indistinet mass wind-
ing slowly along a&cross an open space of
ground betwéen the Russian werks,
of a round shet from one of cur own batteries
whizzes over our heads. That dusky column
wavers, separates, comes together again, and
presses on.  Ropsley gets cooler and cooler,
for it is coming at last.

The rush

¢ Captain McDougal,’ says he to that brawny

warrior, who does not look the least like an
opéra daneer now, as he rears his six feet of

vigor on these stalwart supporters, ¢ I can spare
all the Highlanders; form them directly, and
move to your right flank. Do not hait till you
reach the ground I told you of. The Rifles
and our own Light Compeny will stand fast }—
Remainder, right, form four deep—margh P

There is an alarm along the whole line.—
Our allies are engaged in a brisk cannopade
for their share, and many an ugly missile hisses
past our ears from the foe, or whistles over our
heads from our own supports. Isit to be a
generalattack P a second Inkermann, fought
out by moonlight? Who knows? The un-
certainty is harassing, yet attended with its
own thrilling excitement—half a pleasure, half
a pain.

A few of our own people (we cannot in the
failing light discover to what regiment they
belong) are giving way before a dense mass of
Russian Infantry that ‘outpumber them a hun-
dred to one, They have shown a determined

I front for a time, but they are sorely pressed and

overpowered, and by degress they give back
more and more. The truth musé out—they
are on the point of turning tail and running
away. A little fiery Irishman stands outin front
of them ; a simple private is he in the regi-
ment, and never likely to reach a more exalted
rank, for, like all great men, he has a darling
weakness, and the temptation to which he cannet
bus succumb is inebrity—the pages of the
Defaulters’ Book call it “habitual drunkenness.’
Nevertheless, he has the heart of a hero. Ges-
ticulating furiously, and swearing, I regret 10
say, with blasphemous volubility, he tears the
coat from his back, flings his cap on the
ground, and tossing his arms wildly above his
head, thus rebukes, like some Homeric kiero,
his more prudent comrades—

¢ Och, bad luck to .ye, rank cowards and shuf-
flers that ye are! and ‘bad luck to the rigiment
that’s disgracin’ me. Would [ weor the uni-
form, and parade like a soldier again, when it's
been dirtied by the likes of you ? 'Faith, not
I, ye thunderin’ villains. I'll tread and I’ll
trample the coat, and the cap, and the facin’s,
and the rest of it ; and I'il fight in my shirt,
s0 I will, if they come on fifty to one. Hur-
roo !’

Off goes his musket in the very faces of the
enemy ; with a rush and a yell he runs at thqm
with the bayonet, His comrades turn, and strike
in vigorously with the hero. Even that little
handful of men serves for an instant to check
the onward progress of the Russians. By this
time the supports—Guards, Highlanders, and
the flower of the British infantry--are pouring
from their entrenchments ; a tremendous fire
of musketry opens from the whole line ; staff
officers are galloping down hurry-skurry from
the camp. Faraway above us, on those dark
heights, the whole army will be underarms in
ten minutes,

The Russian column wavers once more— breaks
like some wave against a sunken rock; dark
flitting figures are seen to come out, and stag-
ger and fall; and then the whole body goes to
the right-about and returns withir its defences,
just as a mass of heavy clouds rising from the
Black Sea sweeps across the moon, and dark-
nesss covers once more besiegers and besieged,

We may lie down in peace now till the first
blush of dawn rouses the riflemen on eack side
to that sharpshooting practice of which it is
their custom to take at least a couple of hours
before breakfast. We may choose the softest
spots in those dusty covered ways, and lean our
backs against gabions that are getting sadly
worn out,and in their half emptied inefficiency
afford but an insecure protection even from the
conical ball of the wicked * Minnie.” We may
finish our flasks of brandy-and-water, and our
bottles of cold tea, und get a few winks of sleep
and dream of home and the loved opes that, ex-
cept in the hours of sleep, some of us will no-
ver see more. All these luxuries we may eu-
joy undisturbed, We shall not be attacked
again, for this is what the soldiers term*a
quiet night in the trenches.’

(To be continued.)

SPARTAN-LIKE INDIANS.

WE slept very comfortably at an hetel, at
Three Rivers: then up by times next morning
and off in waggons and caleshes over a road
reughened with the wheels of charcoal carts,
and then got into a large canoe, and paddled
¢ up stream’ to the bottom of the Falls, where
the river rushed round a large wooded island,
and dashed with great noise, and amidst clouds
of spray, over black rocks of fintastic shape
into a vast caldron of unknown depth. Years
ago, an incident of a tragic nature took place at
these Falls. Part ofa tribe of Indians was des-
cending the St. Maurice, in several canoes, in-
tending to stopabove the Falls and make a
portage round them. +Aq they drew near, the
chief, in the leading canoe, observed the banks
iined with the warriers of a hostile tribe waiting
in ambush to surprise and overpower them.
Standing up in his canoe he pointed with his
paddle to the bush, and then down the stream
to the eataract, his people understood his mea-
ning, better to perish in the thunder of waters
than by the scalping knife and tomahawk of
their foes, and the whole, without hesitation,
glided down the rapids, and perished amidst

Commumicahon, !

+ Matapedia, December 17, 1857,

Mr Editor,

I shall not comment on the last quotation,

but shall quote another.

“ But Mr. Editor Common Jack is much in

want of a new coat for the rubbing the old one

got while in Dalhousie, o boarder at five shil-

lings a week, no wonder he flatters his friends

there, of their knowledge not knowing how soon,
he may return, the oid coat being ko often turn-

ed and ready to be turned aguin. But having

to be employed by Mr Meagher for reasons

only known to themselves; is was rot for his
ability as a road maker, that is a thing he
knows nothing about, but just to enable him

to get a new coat, so that it will not require tb

be turned at the next Election, and will kecp

him from being clerk, and rending aceounts for

the open houses at that time.” i

Well, after all, Common Jack is worth a new
coat at Election times, more particularly to
¢ keep him from being Clerk and RENDING ac-
counts for the open houses at that time.”” Bad
work, I should say, for Common Jack to be
engaged in — ¢ rending accounts Jor the open
houses at that time ;** better far, in my opinion,
to Lave saved them as curiosities, and to have
them sent to a museum, or make them a pre-
sent to an antiquarian society. I never knew
before, Bir, that the open houses kept ac-
counts. Well, let this pass too, and I shall
not mind the turning and losing of the old coat
at present, Imay perhaps take it up when I
come to examine yours, and in the meantime
slightly notice your opinion of ¢ Common Juek’
as a road maker.

You say—¢ But having been employed by
Mr Meagher for reasons only known to them-
selves; it was not for his ability as a road ma-
ker, that is a thing he knows nothing about,’”
Wonderful, that Mr Meagher should conduet
himself so strangely. First, to employ ¢ an in-
dustrious honest man,” because he had ¢ conti-
dence in him,” and next to employ & man who
had no « ability as a road maker,” and all, as
Contractor says ¢ for reasons only known to
themselves.”

Give an account of your stewardship, Mr
Meagher, such work as this will never do. But
let me whisper this into your ear, Mr Contrac-
tor—Common Jack knew about road making
(both practically-and theoretically) long before
he saw the lovely mountains of the Resti-
gouche, having served an appreuticeship with
some of the best road engincers Nova Scotia
could produee at that time, and he doubts if
you, Mr Contractor, or any of your clique in
Restigouche, can teach him a great deal in the
road making line. But this is neither here nor
there, so we will just passon to something else.

Another extract, you report this dog earried
mail, is the ¢ most regular mail in the three
Provinees during that time, from that te may
judge the honest Scotechman has not often lost
his road, but that long eared gentleman would
very willingly put his feet into the Scotchman's
shoes, but the responsibility would be too
much for him, and security hard to find.”

Well, Sir, chat long eared gentleman is by no
means covetous; he has not the smallest desire
to ‘“put his feet in that Scotchman’s shoes;’”
yet, although he has no desire to fill 'the office
nimself or any person belonging to him, I am
not quite sure when mail bags come to be exa-
mined, and coats compared, a PE¥SON Or persons
might be found or pointed out, fit 10 put their
feet into that Scotchman’s shoes; and securily
found too, to bear all the responsibility.

As to your honest Scotchman,not often losing
his road, I would just say that there was no
great danger on that head, without he got as-
tray betwixt his door and bed post, That he
did get astray the time alluded to in Common
Jack’s Letter, there are too many living with
nesses in the land to prove the fact. Théname
of one I am permitted to give — Mr Anthony
Clark, who was'in the camp at the time, and
from your honest Scotchman’s sallow looks and
haggard appearanee, mistook him for an Indian,
end accosted him as such. But let us gather
one or two more extracts for the public, and
see how they will bear investigation, e

I was always an advocate for the Mnteprixa
road, that long eared gentlemen would not sign
a petition in favour of the road; he is now
braging over what he has done with his wri-
ting his writings only attack private indivi-
duals, and only Calculated to hurt the eir-
culation of the paper they are published in,”

Take another extract and compare them.-—
« But when the government of Canada has Ex-
ended thirty or forty thousand pounds, can this
ong eared gentleman or his employer, give
any information how this road will be kept
open in winter, 8§ it is well known there is
land left for scttlements for many males togetor
on this line of Road, an nothing will ever im-
prove the County until an iron road is made.’”
What do youmean, Mr Contractor? Do you
mean to lead the Government of Canada into
another serape ? did you not « always advocate
the Matepidia road ¥ and now you turn about
and advocate an < jron road io improve the
County ;”” and now gravely ask the question
tow the road is to be kept openin winter, that
you “always advocated,” and jeer the Govern-
ment of Canada for having allowed itself to ke
induced to expend ‘¢ ¢iity or Sorty thousand
pounds” on this rodd. Really and truly, Sir,
your advocacy of *an iron road to improve the
County,” must carry with it great weight and
consideration in forwarding this favourite
road of yours, I trust should you convey your

the thundering waters of tne great Shewene-
gan,

thought or wishes to the Government on this
favourite scheme, that you will be more expli-



