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ieinaik(!(l Hoon sifU;r tlu; I){ittli3 Unit in tho nioniiii^

ilioy fouglit like good lM>yH, ul)out noon liku nu;n, and

in till) afternoon like devilH.* In the Hjning of 1757

lu! Hailed for England, and was for a time at Fal-

mouth; wlieneo Colonel Matthew Sewell, fearing

that he might see and learn too much, wrote to tho

Karl of lloldernesso: "Tho Baron has great i)enetra-

tion and quickness of apprehension. His long ser-

vice under Marshal Saxo renders him a man of real

consoquenco, to bo cautiously observed. His cir-

cumstances deserve compassion, for indeed they are

very melancholy, and I much doubt of his l)eing ever

perfectly cured." He was afterwards a long time at

Bath, for the benefit of the waters. In 1760 the

famous Diderot met him at Paris, cheerful and full

of anecdote, though wretchedly shattered by his

wounds. He died a few years later.

On the night after the battle the yeomen warriors

felt the truth of the saying that, next to defeat, the

saddest thing is victoiy. Comrades and friends by

scores lay scattered through the forest. As soon as

he could snatch a moment's leisure, the overworked

surgeon sent the dismal tidings to his wife: "My
dear brother Ephraim was killed by a ball through

his head; poor brother Josiah's wound I fear will

prove mortal; poor Captain Hawley is yet alive,

though I did not think he would live two hours after

bringing him in." Daniel Pomeroy was shot dead;

and his brother Seth wrote the news to his wife

* Dr. Perez Marsh to William Williams, 26 September, 1765.
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