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Immediately before mo lay Lawford, of my office, dead on

his back from a bullet through his forehead, his hand still

grasping his rifle. A t every step was some friend or ac-

quaintance killed or wounded, and a few paces down the

lane I found Travers, sitting with his back against the

bank. A ball had gone through his lungs, and blood was

coming from his mouth. I was lifting him, but the cry of

agony he gave stopped me. I then saw that this was not

his only wound—his thigh was smashed by a bullet (which

must have hit him when standing on the bank), and the

blood streaming down mixed in a muddy puddle with the

rain water under him. Still he could not be left here, so,

lifting him up as well as I could, I carried him through the

gate which led out of the lane at the back to where our

camp hospital was in the rear. The movement must have

caused him awful agony, for I could not support the

broken thigh, and he could not restrain his groans, brave

fellow though he was; but how I carried him at all I can-

not make out, for he was a much bigger man than myself;

but I had not gone far, one of a stream of our fellows, all

on the same errand, when a bandsman and Wood met me,

bringing a hurdle as a stretcher, and on this we placed

him. Wood had just time to tell me that he had got a

cart down in the hollow, and would endeavor to take off

his master at once to Kingston, when a staff officer rode

up to call us to the ranks. " You really must not straggle

in this way, gentlemen," he said; "pray keep your ranks."

"But we can't leave our wounded to be trodden down and

die/' cried one of our fellows. " Beat off the enemy first,

sir," he replied. "Gentlemen, do, pray, join your regi-

ments, or we shall be a regular mob." And no doubt he


