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PREFACE.

OUR aim in the volumes we present to the kindly consideration of our
English friends, has been not only to give a simple and truthful sketch of
personal experiences, during the campaigns of 1870-71, but to show the
evils war inflicts on those who take no active part in it, its degrading
influence on national character, and the cruel sufferings of an invaded
country.

In speaking of our great National Society for the Relief of the Sick and
Wounded in War, we have given a straightforward statement of our
transactions with them. No attempt has been made to enter into any
discussion as to the causes of what we consider to have been much of
failure in carrying out the great work before them.

Their intentions were, undoubtedly, the noblest and best; and if,
unfortunately, their services should again be required, they will have learnt
wisdom and economy by the past.

That our sympathies were and are French we do not deny. We lived
amongst them, and were daily witnesses of their miseries. But we have
tried to do justice to all, and to record our gratitude to the officers of the
German army, whose kindness, with a few exceptions, was unvarying.

EMMA MARIA PEARSON,
LOUISA ELISABETH MACLAUGHLIN.

BORASTON RECTORY,* TENBURY: JUNE 1871.

LONDON: PRINTED BY
SPOTTISWOODE AND CO., NEW-STREET SQUARE
AND PARLIAMENT STREET

* This was the home of Louisa’s parents, the Very Rev. Hubert McLaughlin, MA. (1805-82), Rural
Dean and a Prebendary in Hereford Cathedral, and the Hon. Frederica Crofton (1816-81), a sister of
Edward, Second Baron Crofton, Lord-in-Waiting to Queen Victoria. Their Georgian house with three-
acre garden now provides Bed and Breakfast.
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WAR OF 1870.
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CHAPTER L.
THE START FOR THE WAR.*

LIFE in an invaded country, overrun by the troops of a foreign power,
is in every respect so different from life in our peaceful English land, that
the simple record of personal adventures and impressions during a
residence in various parts of France in the autumn of 1870, and the winter
and early spring of 1871, may help to realise the horrors and the
demoralisation of War to the minds of those who happily never knew by

* The Franco-Prussian War was provoked by the Prussian chancellor, Otto von Bismarck, as part
of his plan to weld the 25 German states into a single nation. The pretext for war came when
Spain’s throne was offered to a Prussian prince, Leopold of Hohenzollern. The offer was rejected
after strong protests by the French, who were concerned by Prussia’s growing strength. The
French Ambassador asked King William | of Prussia for a guarantee that the offer would not be
renewed. The request was refused. Informed of this in a telegram sent from their meeting place,
Ems, Bismarck published the telegram — having first edited it to imply that the King had been
contemptuous in his refusal.

This inflamed French feeling, which Emperor Napoleon I11, hoping to remedy his unpopularity,
used as an excuse to declare war on 19 July 1870. Believing France to be the aggressor, the South
German states joined in with the North German Confederation — as Bismarck had hoped.

The German Army was commanded by a military genius, General (and later Count) Helmuth von
Moltke, who had been making preparations for years, but the irresolute Napoleon Il led the
French. Whereas all Prussian men without exception were liable for military duty, the French
selected by ballot from men who came of military age each year those who would serve five years
with the colours. Far the larger part of the contingent remained as a reserve called the Garde
Mobile, who trained at most 14 days of the year, going home each night. Half of the million men
of the French forces were in the Garde Mobile, but it was unorganised, unequipped and untrained
when the Germans, 1,183,000 strong, crossed the border into Alsace on 4 August, 1870. They
immediately scored victories, beating the French Marshal MacMahon's advance guard at
Wissembourg, and outnumbering MacMahon’s own corps at Reischoffen. This pushed him to
Chalons, forcing a wedge between his forces and those of Bazaine, centred on Metz.

The standard history is Michael Howard’s The Franco-Prussian War. the German invasion of
France, 1870-1871. London: Routledge 1988, & New York: Dorset Press, 1990, originally
published 1961, 512p. maps, plans, pbk. The footnotes draw on that book and on David
Eggenberger’s An Encyclopedia of Battles. New York: Dover Publications, 1985, pp viii, 533, maps.
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experience what is the sad condition of provinces in military occupation of
an enemy, the domestic state of their towns and villages, and the
sufferings of all classes from details of misery which naturally are
overlooked by the military and special war correspondents of the English
journals. They record faithfully what they see, but much escapes their
notice as they follow the advance or retreat of the contending armies.
Many of these miseries are the necessary consequences of war, but are
often aggravated by the violence of the victorious soldiery, and the utter
want of comprehension which must exist when an excited trooper
endeavours to explain in an unknown tongue to a frightened peasant
what is required of him. Whilst wishing to do every justice to both
belligerent powers, it must be admitted that the impatience of a German
soldier, when his harsh gutturals fail to produce any effect on the
understanding of those around him, is something perfectly horrible, and
his howls and yells enough to drive an unoffending citizen into a state
of distraction. During our sojourn in this unhappy land of France we
met with many instances of this, and many lives were lost simply from
this unfortunate want of knowledge of a few words of each other’s
language.

I must premise before fairly starting the story of our lives during this great
war, that from the first Louise and myself formed a deep attachment to each
other, our sympathies on almost every point were the same, and we became
inseparable companions. If in writing this sketch of our adventures I am
obliged to use the singular and egotistical pronoun ‘I’ in many places, it is only
to avoid the difficulty of describing scenes in which each took a separate part.
There was no danger, no hardship, no adventure, she did not equally share;
and as we sit side by side, recalling the events we witnessed, and looking over
the diary she kept, whilst we feel it is far better one should act as scribe, we beg
it distinctly to be understood our little work is a joint composition.

No idle curiosity brought us to the seat of war: we formed part of what
was called, in France, ‘the English Column,” sent from ‘the British National
Society for the Relief of the Sick and Wounded in War,”™ and consisting,
when it started, of four ladies, a paid nurse, a surgeon, and a secretary, and
with orders to repair directly to the King’s headquarters for service with the
Prussian army.

* The Society obtained funds to provide humanitarian aid to both sides in the war largely
through an appeal to readers of The Times in July 1870. The Prince of Wales and Florence
Nightingale immediately wrote letters of support. The appeal raised £40,000 within weeks. On
August 4, after a public meeting was held in London, the Society was formed. In 1905 the British
National Society was reconstituted as the British Red Cross Society and granted its first Royal
Charter by Queen Alexandra who became its President.
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We left London for Dover on the night of August 16, with all the fresh
enthusiasm of untried soldiers, determined not to spend on ourselves a
shilling more than we could help of the Society’s money; and so sternly
resolved to go through any amount of hardship, that we should have been
actually annoyed if any amount of decent comfort had been predicted as our
lot. On our arrival we went on board the Ostend boat, beginning our course
of self-denial by taking second-class tickets; however, the second-class cabin
was an utter impossibility: we got ready to bivouac on deck, and commence
campaigning experiences by passing a night in the open air. We did not, I
am afraid, reflect sufficiently, as I was afterwards told, on the dignity of the
great Society whose pioneers in active personal work we were, or how
incumbent it was upon us to keep it up under all circumstances. In harbour
the sea was calm, and the night seemed fine. We were undeceived. I believe
it rained, I know it blew; but except a consciousness of suffering, we were
beyond all speculations on any subject. We had wrapped ourselves up in
our railway rugs,” and spread our water-proof sheets over us; but it was all
in vain: the spray dashed over us, the cold wind chilled us; and the only
consolation we had was, that happen what might, we never could be more
wretched — we had reached the Ultima Thulet of misery.

But morning and Ostend came at last, and we crawled to the custom-
house, where our baggage was to be examined. The Red Cross marked
upon it saved us all trouble on that score, but the boxes sent out with us by
the committee were a great trial. They showed a wonderful facility for
coming to pieces on the slightest provocation, and depositing their contents
by the way; and we were very glad to register them through to Aix-la-
Chapelle,t which was our first destination. But from that day to this we
never saw them again. They did arrive at last at Aix, but the expense of
forwarding them was more than the worth of them, and they were
probably opened, and their contents used for the Hospitals there. They
contained bandages, linen rags, and some second-hand shirts and socks;
also two pairs of white kid gloves — for what purpose sent is a mystery.
All through the war, much was sent out that was utterly useless, much that
was not worth carriage. I mention this to show how much money and
labour was wasted in this gigantic effort to alleviate measureless human
suffering, from want of practical experience, and a due consideration of the
fitness of things. Second-hand under clothing, unless almost new, will not
bear one washing. Bandages especially do not answer the expense of

* Wool blankets with a fringed edge, often held in a roll by leather straps.
T The most extreme point attainable. Thule was the most northern point known to the ancient Romans.
T Now generally called Aachen, in northwestern Germany, bordering on Belgium and the Netherlands.



4 THE START FOR THE WAR.

sending out; they weigh very heavily; calico can be always purchased near
the scene of action, and they cost far less made on the spot.

We lost no time in proceeding to Brussels, where we arrived at noon;
and having a letter to deliver to the President of the International Society
there, I went at once, accompanied by one of the ladies, to the committee
rooms. It was a singular proceeding. A number of letters were read
which had no particular bearing on any subject, and the affair was getting
dull, when a lady begged permission to address the meeting. The gravity
with which the Chairman and Committee listened to the tale of her
grievances was really ludicrous. It seemed some other zealous lady had
refused to allow her collection of linen and charpie™* to be added to the
general collection, though a special portion of space had been allotted to
the contributions of the faubourgs and villages around. This ambitious
village declined to disappear in the general mass of villages, had taken
back its bales, had set up for itself under the presidentship of the
ambitious lady, and had even presumed to seek for aid in the city. Such
insubordination and poaching upon other people’s manors could not be
allowed: the lady of the village was to be duly admonished that the lady
of the city would not stand it, and the village was temporarily
excommunicated. How the affair ended, of course I have no means of
knowing, but I hope by a reconciliation between city and suburb.

Next morning we duly repaired to the station, where we met the
secretary, who had been detained by the charge of bringing out five
hundred pounds’t worth of very valuable stores for our use: instead of
having to wait for his arrival at Aix-la-Chapelle, we were enabled thus to
proceed direct to Luxembourg en route for Saarbruck and the front.

We arrived early in the evening. It was a sunny August day, and the
little town of Luxembourg looked actually sleepy in the light of the setting
sun. War might have been a thousand miles away for any signs we could see

* Surgical dressings made of narrow strips torn from old linen sheets picked apart to leave
relatively long frayed edges. Old linen was also scraped or unravelled to make lint. One of the
Budapest National Gallery’s most important holdings, The Lint Makers, painted in 1871 by
Mihaly Munkacsy, shows a large group of workers around a long table shredding linen and
looking with intense emotions at a soldier who sits at the head of the table, his badly wounded leg
swathed in their product. Charpie was rendered obsolete by Herman S. Gauze’s invention of the
sterile surgical dressing in Zurich shortly before the First World War. The Oxford English
Dictionary’s first citation of the spelling ‘charpie’ is dated 1872, a year after this book.

T Today’s value of £500 is approximately £32,500 ($47,000). In 1870 the pound sterling was
worth about 65 times its present value, according to House of Commons Library Research Paper
99/20. The symbol for the English pound is based on the first letter of the ancient Roman pound
libra; now written £ but in this book I served instead.
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of it there, but there were rumours that sounds of heavy firing had come on
the still summer air to the quiet neutral town, and it was true: only thirty
miles away, across the frontier, was Metz, and that day was one of the
terrible three days’ struggle called by the Germans the battle of Gravelotte,*
by the French the battle of St. Privat. It was the great struggle after which
Bazaine retreated within his lines, and the ring of the besiegers closed round
him and his army, and left famine to do its work in the doomed city. The
battle covered a great space of ground, on which stood many small villages,
and it is called by the various names of these by the soldiers of different corps.

Next day we left for Saarbruck, and at the station met a gentlemanly
Englishman, evidently a soldier, who entered into conversation with some
of our party, and whom we afterwards called ‘the General’ when he took
command of us a few days later. All went well till we reached a way-side
station, called Wasserbillig: here the line was cut, and we were transferred
to an omnibus, and our baggage to country waggons. As we drove slowly
along we saw on our left an ancient Roman tomb in three storeys.t There
was sculpture in bas-relief still left upon it that showed its occupant had
been some great warrior, but its situation was its chief beauty in our eyes.
Its history was then and is still unknown to us — what celebrated chieftain
slept there, or what event it was built to record; but there it stood, at the
head of a gorge that, opening between, deep-wooded banks, gave a view
of the fertile plain below, with the blue Moselle winding through it. Those
old Romans knew how to build, and where to place their buildings. They
were at once artists and architects.

At last we reached Tréeves. The station was crowded with soldiers;¥
and, as we lingered on the broad steps leading up to it, and whilst the

* After two weeks of defeats and retreats, Napoleon 111 handed over command of his 113,000-man
army to Marshal Achille Bazaine (1811-88). He found his route to the west (towards Verdun)
blocked by the First and Second Prussian armies of General von Moltke. Bazaine then made a
stand west of Metz at Gravelotte, his right wing holding Saint-Privat, to the north. On 18 August
1870 the combined Prussian armies of almost 190,000 men under the titular command of King
Wilhelm I, attacked the French positions. At Gravelotte the French held their ground and threw
back the First Army in wild disorder. At Saint-Privat, too, the defenders inflicted cruel casualties
on the Prussian Second Army, but here Saxon reinforcements and augmented artillery finally
forced the French to yield the village. The Prussians had lost about 20,000 men, the French lost
13,000 in killed and wounded with another 5,000 captured. A more energetic French marshal might
have counterattacked to win a decisive battle and perhaps change the course of the war. But
Bazaine, at nightfall, withdrew all his troops into the fortress at Metz, which was promptly besieged.

T Perhaps the one at Polsen, on Germany’s border with Luxembourg. The Romans lost three
legions battling Germans around there at the time of Christ.

I The Germans made great use of the railways for rushing troops into battle. The Prussians
pioneered the military use of trains in 1846. The French railway administration was incompetent.
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secretary was enquiring for the waggons, which had not yet come up with
us, the General in opening his valise to take out something, showed his
papers and his passport, which proved he was the real Simon Pure.* Now
when he had given his name at Luxembourg, the secretary had chosen to
doubt the fact: we had believed in it, and we enjoyed a little triumph in
informing him that we were right, and he was wrong. The proof was too
clear, and the secretary admitted his error, and permitted us to present the
General with a little white shield, on which was a red velvet cross, to place
in his hat, like those we had made for the secretary and our surgeon, Mr.
Parker,T and which the General had admired and wished for.

We had to wait at Tréves for the baggage, and we went into the station
to try and find a refreshment room; but in war time, as we found,
refreshment rooms and waiting rooms are all invaded and taken possession
of by the soldiery, and we were obliged to content ourselves with some
bread and beer in a large hall, round the centre table of which sat a number
of recruits for the Prussian army, drinking, smoking, and singing. Our
entrance was the signal for a burst of delight. ‘The English! the English!
come to nurse our wounded!” was the cry from all; and directly after, one
man gravely advanced from the rest, and begged us to drink their health,
which of course we did, and they then sang for us the chorus our entrance
had interrupted, and we heard for the first time ‘Die Wacht am Rhein.’} Tt
seems they were all bakers, part of the reserve called out for service, and
their uniforms were rough and ill-fitting, very unlike the smart, well-drilled
Prussian soldiers we afterwards encountered. They were stupid, heavy
looking fellows, and, in spite of all their singing, certainly much depressed.
No wonder. Would our gallant volunteers feel more cheerful if ordered
from the office, the workshop, and the farm, to hard and dangerous
service? From first to last the greater part of the German soldiery we
encountered detested the war, and only longed for peace and home.
Bavarians, Hessians, and Prussians proper were divided amongst
themselves, yet they fought well. The German army is a splendid machine,

* The real Simon Pure is a character in the play A Bold Stroke for a Wife, by Susannah Centlivre
(1669-1723). Simon-pure generally means genuinely pure, but can also connote hypocritical
virtuousness.

T British surgeons rejoice in the title ‘Mister’ because their profession developed from Henry
VIII’s union of surgeons and barbers to form the Company of Barber Surgeons in 1540. British
physicians use the title ‘Doctor’ although they generally have the twin degrees of Bachelor of
Medicine and Bachelor of Surgery, rarely a doctorate.

I The Watch on the Rhine became widely popular in 1840 when many German states felt that the
Rhine was imperilled by France. Words by Max Schneckenburger (1819-49). Music by Karl
Wilhelm (1815-73).
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but no English soldier would submit to the treatment the German soldiers
endure from the sergeants and corporals of their regiments. They are
governed by simple brute force, and that, combined with Schnapps* and a
good dinner, will always manage the worst of them. Yet it must be
confessed that drunkenness is the exception, not the rule. They have
enormous appetites, and a great capacity for strong liquors, but they
seemed to take both meat and drink in huge quantities with impunity.

At the appointed hour we found ourselves at the train, and were
implored to get in, as it was then starting. We remonstrated that the
gentlemen had not arrived, and the guard remarked that the train would
wait half an hour or so. In time of war it was of no consequence. Having
made this comfortable arrangement, we inspected the preparations for
receiving the wounded. A staff of Red Cross stretcher bearers was in
attendance to carry them from the train to the carriages, waiting to take
them to hospital. After experience convinced us it would be far better to
carry the seriously wounded on the stretchers to the hospital, instead of
transferring them to a carriage, but it is only experience that teaches these
details. Trays with glasses of raspberry vinegar and water, bread, biscuits,
and fruit, were there ready for the refreshment of the sufferers, and kind
and active helpers waiting to distribute it all.

The train which brought them came in at last: there were very few, and
they were not badly wounded. There had not been time to bring the mass
of wounded from the scene of action. We watched the emptying of the
carriages. Our gentlemen had arrived, still our train did not move on, and,
at last we discovered we were waiting for some high official who was to act
as convoy of a large sum of money for the army. Apparently it was difficult
to get, for two hours elapsed before three or four country carts arrived, and
were brought up close to the platform. They were loaded with canvas bags,
containing silver coin, which were passed or rather thrown from hand to
hand by a line of soldiers to the waggon reserved for them. It seemed a
cumbrous way of sending money, but was probably the easiest distribution
in small sums. During this time ‘Die Wacht am Rhein’ had been again
chanted by the warlike bakers, the chorus being led by our German
secretary, who had bought ‘a book of the words’ in town. Doubts as to the
neutrality of this proceeding might be suggested, but as he never professed
anything but the most intense Germanism, it was not surprising. At last the
train moved on. Treves vanished in the distance. We were fairly started
for the Seat of War.

* Schnapps is the generic term for all white (clear) brandies distilled from fermented fruits.
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CHAPTER 1L
AN EXPRESS TRAIN.

IT was 8 o’clock before we reached Saarlouis, a station on the
Saarbruck line. The railroad runs through the lovely valley of the Saar,
and in the light of an August evening all looked so still and quiet, that
war might have been a thousand miles away. The train had come thus
far in a jerky and deliberate manner, apparently for no particular reason
except the amusement of the guards and stokers. In time of war, a
general disorganisation of the details of every-day life takes place, which
induces irregularity even where there is no occasion for it; and though it
is most earnestly to be hoped that England will never experience this
scourge on her own shores, yet it is a matter of speculation if solid,
steady-going English men and women would ever become as *slip-shod’
as the French under the same circumstances. The horrors of war are
great: it is one long nightmare of suffering and terror to the miserable
inhabitants of the invaded country — one long holiday of recklessness to
the conquerors; but its worst feature is, after all, the universal
demoralisation to all concerned in it. Peace may be re-established, the
invaders may return home in triumph, the suffering people may shake
off their sullen despair and set themselves to recover their fallen
fortunes; but through long years the evil effects of that demoralisation
will be felt on the character of both nations.

We found we should remain some little time at Saarlouis, and whilst
walking on the platform several women came up and asked if we were
English, and if we had come to nurse the wounded. They seemed
surprised to find us on Prussian ground, as they thought all the English
were for the French. So delighted were they with our assurances that we
were strictly neutral, that they presented us with bunches of delicate pink
oleanders, which we placed in our hats to please them.

It was very late before the train arrived at the long suburb of
Saarbruck, St. Johann. We had stopped five or six times for an hour, and
were fairly worn out. As it was quite dark, we could see nothing but the
lights in the various houses: there was a feverish look about the place,
from the fact that every house was lighted at midnight. At last
Saarbruck station was reached; but what a scene met us there! The
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broad platform, which extended to a line on the other side of it, was
covered with stalls of provisions lighted by pine torches: the keepers of
them, wearied with a long day’s work, were sleeping here and there by the
side; the waiting room was turned into a rough kitchen, and the buildings
were much damaged by shells, fired on the celebrated day when the boy,
then heir to the Empire of France, received his ‘baptism of fire.”* No one at
that time foresaw by what a baptism of tears it would be followed.

Trains of wounded had been passing all day, another was momentarily
expected, and we heard that our convoy would go no farther that night, but
might start at any hour in the morning. The best arrangement seemed to be
that we should sleep in the carriages, and this was made for us. We then
tried to find some supper: here a Mr. Herbert, of the Cologne Ambulance,
was of great use to us; he found a stall where we could get some coffee,
bread, and oranges, and this was not the last occasion on which his
kindness was of essential service. He showed us where a shell had struck
the rooms, but the ruin was nothing compared to the accounts we had read
in the newspapers in England, and often since we have read of scenes in
which we ourselves took a part, with a sort of puzzled wonder where we
could have been not to have seen all this, till we finally decided either that
we had no eyes and ears, or newspaper correspondents had sometimes
more than the proper allowance, to say nothing of official telegrams and
reports, even those of ‘the pious King William to his dear Augusta.’f

Having finished our exploration, we started for our ‘Hotel du Chemin
de Fer,’t which we had seen comfortably shunted on to a siding a little
way a-head of the station. We blundered over the rails and tried to find a
place easy to walk on; and whilst, tired and out of breath with our
exertions, we plunged resolutely on, keeping our eyes fixed on the train
we had left, we suddenly saw it, to our great dismay, going off at what
appeared to be full speed down the line. Now all our ‘little baggages’
were there, and we commenced the pursuit of our flying hotel in good
earnest. Hunting a moveable lodging over the uneven ground of a
junction station at one in the morning, with no other prospect of a bed but
overtaking it, is not an exhilarating proceeding, and we were very glad to
see the hotel stop, and to climb into it, and compose ourselves for the

* On 2 August Prince Louis Napoleon was first exposed, by direction of his father, Napoleon 111, to
the fire of the enemy at Saarbriick: the event was called a “baptism of fire.” The French captured
Saarbriick but were almost immediately forced back by General Karl von Steinmetz’s army.

T Wilhelm I’s devout protestantism had the benefit of sustaining his beliefs that as king he had the
divine right to rule, and that he was answerable only to God.

I “Railway hotel.”
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night, having performed our toilette by putting on our wrappers* and
putting off our boots. Sleeping in a railway carriage as it flies along, with
a short halt here and there, and the conviction that one is approaching the
desired destination, is even then not a comfortable way of passing the
night; but deliberately doing it with the carriage standing still, is more
uncomfortable, and none of us felt much refreshed in the morning,.

We were fresh from England, and all its profusion of soap and water,
and had not got accustomed to sometimes a pint of water amongst us, and
sometimes none at all. Dirt had not become our normal condition, and
before we looked out for breakfast we tried to find some dressing room,
however rude. Whilst wandering hopelessly about the junction station
with its network of lines, we looked up, and on the top of a high green
bank, which bounded it, we espied our gentlemen, evidently with water
and a towel. We instantly climbed up, cleared the paling, and demanded
a share in their luxuries, which included a pump, with a wooden trough;
and after this, feeling greatly the better, we descended again and got some
coffee and oranges, after which Louise and myself strolled into the town.
We amused ourselves by going shopping, woman’s sure comfort, and
heard amusing tales of the bombardment from the people.

Nothing very terrible had happened: the station being on the heights
opposite the French batteries had suffered most. The young Frenchwoman
who told us this had passed three days in the cellar, for fear of the bomb-
shells. She was one of those who had volunteered, with the rest of her
townswomen, to nurse the wounded. They were divided into bands, and
each took ten days’ duty in turns. She had just returned to her shop, but
they had not had many gravely wounded in the town. At that time it was
too near the frontier, and the men were sent farther into Germany. When
we returned to the station we found what may be vaguely called ‘a great
many trains’ going to start. We knew ours by its having a truck attached
to it, on which was the omnibus of the Cologne ambulance — a light
waggonette for two horses, which would hold six inside, with a cover of
tarpaulin. It was an admirable vehicle for the purpose, for at night it was
a comfortable bed-room for two or three. We discovered it at last, but
quite in a different direction; and after reaching it with much difficulty,
and establishing ourselves for the journey, we were told we must go in
another train which had not yet been formed.

We waited about, were sent from one train to another, and at last,
utterly worn out, found the one which was finally decided upon by the

* Dressing gowns.
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authorities, and then to our sorrow heard that our kind friends of the
Cologne ambulance had had their truck and baggage wagon taken off the
train to make way for a carriage of soldiers, and must wait, how long no
one knew — not very long after all, as it turned out, for they came on an
hour or two later, and we all met at St. Avold, a lonely wayside station,
fairly in France. Close by was the battle-field of Forbach,* which extended
thus far, and traces of the combat were visible as we came along, also of
the march of an army, which we learned to track by an unfailing sign —
the number of empty bottles.

We passed the station without stopping, and about a quarter of a mile
beyond came to a stand-still, and there we remained till eight in the
evening, after nine hours’ delay. It must not be imagined this was a
passenger train — it was entirely for military purposes, and we travelled
in it as part of an Ambulance, and therefore we were independent of time-
tables; but even had it not been so, the line was so blocked that it was
impossible to stir. Eight trains were on the road before us, in a space of
sixteen miles, between St. Avold and Remilly, where the line ended at a
distance of only sixteen miles from Metz itself. Remilly was the station to
which all the wounded of the three days’ battle of Vionville and
Gravelotte were brought, and during that day and the next, both of which
we spent in our carriage on the line, two thousand waggons of wounded
passed us, each containing from six to ten men. This may give a truer idea
of the German losses on those days, than the official telegrams. There
were very few French amongst them.

This 19th of August was a very long day. The train might have started
at any moment, and we were afraid to go far. We saw on a high road,
which traversed the plain at the distance of a mile, a column of troops; but
we could not see the gleam of bayonet or sword, only a bright line of colour
above and below, and a few dark spots on either side the column. At last
we recognised them — French prisoners — in their red kepist and trousers;
the first but not the last time we saw so sad a sight. It was too far for us to
venture, and we contented ourselves with strolling in the fields, and
picking up such relics as we could find, principally torn papers.

In the midst of this occupation we heard a shrill whistle, and off went
our train. We immediately began to run over the heavy grass land, as if

* At Spicheren, General Steinmetz with 27,000 troops routed a French army of 24,000 under
General Charles-Auguste Frossard on 6 August. The Prussians lost nearly 5,000 killed and
wounded, the French about 4,000, in the confused battle, sometimes called Forbach, a village to
the west. On the same day another French force suffered defeat at Worth, 40 miles to the southeast.

T Cylindrical caps with horizontal visors.
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there was a possibility of catching it, and the proceeding afforded much
amusement to the soldiers in the carriages.

Just as we were breathless and despairing we saw a picturesque
dragoon officer, in a silver helmet and long white cloak, who was
standing on the line, wave his hand to us to stop, and we slackened our
pace. When we came up to him he told us the train was only going on a
few hundred yards, and we had no chance of reaching Remilly that night.
He was one of the finest and handsomest Germans I ever saw, with an
Italian complexion and jet black hair, a bright smile and a kindly manner.
We were told he was a Stolberg, one of the noble family of that name.*
When the White Cuirassierst fell so thick and fast at Floing, near Sedan,
we may hope he escaped from the massacre; for if he was as good as he
was handsome,} as the old proverb insinuates, he must have been the
enfant gaté8 of his home.

Another and another long hour passed, and finding there was no
possibility of getting on, we went back to the little station. It was ruined
and roofless: shot and shell had fallen round it all the day of the battle; but
in one small engine-house a few French prisoners were lying on the
ground, too tired and dispirited even to rise from their straw beds. One
was from Clermont Ferrand, and spoke sadly of his native village, and the
long imprisonment he feared lay before him. Now we wished we had
bread, wine, or tobacco to give them; but such things are not included in
‘little baggages,” or were not then. We learned wisdom afterwards, and
carried about cigars; and no greater comfort could be given to a sick or
captive soldier of either nation than those of tobacco.

It was getting late; coffee and oranges had not been a substantial
breakfast, and we had not even a morsel of bread — no water, only a little
brandy in our flasks. We began to be very hungry, and at last the General
produced a pot of Liebig:# a fire was lighted with sticks and dry grass,

* Until 1945, Stolberg Princes lived in their picturesque 12" century Wernigerode Castle, 70 km
south of Brunswick.

T Cuirassiers were heavy cavalry, wearing armour consisting of a breastplate and backpiece.
T “Handsome is that handsome does.”—Oliver Goldsmith: Vicar of Wakefield, chap. 1.
8 Spoiled child.

# Liebig’s Extract of Meat was invented by the physicist Baron von Liebig and was developed
commercially by a Belgian engineer, George Giebert of Antwerp. When the beef extract became
available in 20z. jars in 1856, Florence Nightingale found it "perfectly invaluable"” as a reviving
drink for the sick and wounded soldiers she nursed in the Crimean War. The name of the product
was changed to Oxo in 1899. The Liebig Company was the world's most prolific issuer of picture
cards for collectors, giving one free with every purchase. The cards were usually in sets of six.
More than 1,800 different sets of cards in many languages were issued from 1872 to 1973.
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some ditchwater was procured, and we had a little soup. The soldiery
began to light fires by pulling up the stakes and paling which bounded
the low wood on our left, and some adventurous spirits started off for a
potato field in the distance, and came back with a goodly quantity. We
were just watching the boiling of the potatoes, and meditating a friendly
exchange of brandy for a few of them, when the whistle sounded again,
and the poor fellows had to jump in, leaving their fires, and burning their
hands in trying to save their half-boiled potatoes, and we had to go
without our dinner.

At Faulquemont we stopped again, and this time for the night. It was
too early to sleep, and, indeed, something in the shape of supper was most
desirable; but as it was pitch dark, and we could see nothing except some
bivouac fires, which were being lighted, it seemed hopeless. At last a
young German, who had travelled in our carriage from Saarbruck, came
up to the window, and informed us that he had found a rough auberge*
in the village, and there was actually ‘bifteck.’f It was too tempting a
prospect; and as he kindly offered to escort us, two of us started off. It
was just midnight when we returned to the train, and the scene was most
picturesque. Under a group of trees, in a green meadow by the side of the
line, bivouac fires had been lighted, and crowds of soldiers were
assembled round them, singing in chorus the national airs of Germany;
and never again shall we hear ‘Vaterland’}# and ‘Die Wacht am Rhein’
sung under such effective circumstances, when all around seemed to add
reality to the words of the songs; the watch-fires throwing a lurid light on
the groups of soldiers — their deep rich voices rising in chorus on the still
air of an August night — and the consciousness that we were, in truth, on
the battle-fields of this great war. It was early morning before the singing
ceased, and we were left to find what rest we could. But still there were
no signs of going on, and the delay was most trying, knowing how much
our stores and help were needed at the front. We could get no conveyance
of any kind to take us across country, so there was nothing for it but to
wait patiently. The General, however, being offered a seat in a private
carriage, left his baggage in our charge, and went off straight to head-
quarters.

*Inn.

T Bifteck: steak.
T Mein Vaterland is a patriotic hymn by August Heinrich Hoffman (Hoffman von Fallersleben,
1798 - 1874), better known for his Deutschland tber alles. Hoffman was professor for German

and literature in Breslau. Ironically, he was dismissed and deported from Prussia in 1843 because
he espoused liberal ideals.
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If the detail of our journey to reach the scene of action seem somewhat
prolonged, let it be remembered that it is in such simple details that the
difference is seen between peace and war; the interruption of all ordinary
routine, and the little minor miseries which, in the aggregate, amount to
so much; and that this sketch is not only of battle-fields and scenes of trial
and excitement, but would aim to show what daily life is in an invaded
country.
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CHAPTER III.
THE TWO CHATEAUX.

AT the station we heard the sad-reason of our delay, which promised
to be so long that the General took a light country cart and pushed on to
headquarters at Pont-a-Mousson. As each train ran into the station at
Remilly, it was emptied of its load of soldiers and re-filled with the
wounded. This necessarily occupied a very long time, and kept the
entrance to Remilly blocked with trains. One going back to Saarbruck
soon ran into the station of Faulquemont, and the porters divided our
train, which was standing there, in two, so that we could cross to the
down line and give the poor fellows some bread and water. There was a
little at the station, not much; we gave to all we could, and the carriages,
with their burden of suffering, soon went on. We consulted what was best
to be done, and an expedition into the village was decided upon, to find
provisions. The Secretary went off into a violent state of excitement,
declaring that it was the duty of the mayor of the place to provide
refreshments for the wounded, and if he did not do his duty, he should be
made to do it; and taking the law into his own hands, presented himself
(at least so ran his tale) to the astounded official, and ordered him to send
bread and brandy to the station.

The effect was certainly the arrival of several women with this
assistance. We cut up the bread, and the Secretary procured some buckets of
water, into which he poured brandy. It was not a wise thing to do, as it was
probable the wounded would prefer pure water, and so it turned out.
Another train came in, and we commenced giving the provisions as fast as
we could. The poor fellows were lying on straw, in luggage vans, and one
side being left open for air, it was very easy to reach them; but one and all,
after a sip of brandy and water, asked for pure water, and we were obliged to
empty the buckets and re-fill them from a pump close by. It was hard work
carrying the bread and water, and perpetually re-filling the cups of our
flasks. The halt was but a short one, and we had to make all the haste we
could, while hands were thrust out, and pathetic appeals made to us to be
quick and give them some before they were off. All day long this went on at
intervals, and what between running with basket and buckets, and pumping
at an impracticable pump, we were fairly worn out, when at five o’clock we
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started on our way to Remilly. On that day 2,000 waggons passed, averaging
15 wounded in each. It was a very pretty country we ran through, green and
pastoral, and showing no signs of war till we reached Herny, a village six
miles further on; and there, in the meadows, on either side the way, was an
enormous camp of provisions, guarded by comparatively few soldiers. The
King’s head-quarters had been there two days before, and we heard their
camp was always that space of time in rear of them.

At last, at eight P.M., we reached Remilly, having been just thirty-four
hours coming thirty-nine English miles! The platform was crowded with
Ambulance-bearers, waiting for the next convoy of country carts bringing
wounded, and they were now coming in; but amidst all the confusion a
Prussian aide-de-camp made way up to our Secretary, who presented him as
Baron L—, sent from Pont-a-Mousson to meet us. The Baron took the reins
into his own hands, informed the Secretary that from that moment we were
under his charge; he had his orders to take us straight to the King, and at ten
next morning should be ready to escort us, assuring us at the same time of a
warm welcome at head-quarters. All seemed now satisfactorily arranged,
and finding the carts had arrived, and the miserable sufferers were being laid
on heaps of straw on the platform, we piled up our little baggages in a
corner, gave them into charge, and went to give what aid we could.

For the first time we were in actual contact with the fearful details of
the war. Many of the wounds had been but roughly bandaged needing
fresh dressings, from the effect of the jolting over rough roads for eight or
ten hours in a burning sun. They were all Germans, and several so fearfully
hurt, it seemed impossible to carry them on; yet they were gradually got
into the trains, the most seriously wounded into first-class carriages, the rest
into the baggage-waggons. Darkness came on, and flaming pitch torches
were lighted, and threw a red glare on the scene. Moans of pain, and
sudden and sharp cries of agony, added to its fearful effect. ~Crimson-
stained rags and bits of torn clothing, dirty straw, blankets, caps, and guns,
were strewed about, and the heat was stifling, whilst the smoke of the
torches choked wounded and assistants alike. It was a relief when the train
was off, and whilst waiting for more carts, to go out into the village and try
to find a shelter; for our ‘Hotel du Chemin de Fer’ had gone back to
Saarbruck, and we were literally *houseless by night.”*

But the little town itself presented a sad sight. Close to the station was
an open place with trees, and here were many wounded lying on straw, so
that we had difficulty in making our way across it. Piteous appeals were

* The line comes from Thomas Hood’s poem. The Bridge of Sighs.
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made for water and help, and it seemed bad management not to have
taken them on to the platform, now nearly cleared of wounded, to wait for
the next train. We wandered up a street with a high wall on one side, and
seeing an hotel, or rather auberge, I turned into the entrance and civilly
asked if rooms were to be had there. A Prussian soldier instantly seized
me by the shoulder and commenced pushing me into the street with
considerable violence. A sous-officier, who was passing, asked what he
was doing, and reprimanded him severely, explaining to him that it was
impossible for strangers to know that the house was taken up for soldiers’
quarters; and he also told us so was every inn in the town, and that it
hopeless to search further. We had had nothing since our rough breakfast
but a dry crust of rye bread. We had been too busy at Faulquemont to
think of our own wants, and the prospect of no bed and no supper was
not cheering.

We made our way back to the station amidst groups of noisy soldiers,
and found our party assembling and preparing for a similar exploring
expedition. It was now pitch dark, and our report was far from
encouraging; but some one suggested that the Knights of St. John* had
always the best house in town, and probably would give us shelter, and
we started for the large chateau of which they had taken possession. We
looked at the long range of windows, and thought that surely some one
small room could be spared us, and full of hope, heard the bell ring, saw
the door opened, showing a lighted hall, and were informed that we could
not lodge there! We might go over the way, where the Protestant Sisters,
working with their Order, had a chéteau, and see what they would do for
us. We humbly withdrew, and I suggested a bivouac under the rose-
bushes in the garden of the inhospitable Hospitallers; at all, events it was
cool and calm and quiet, away from the glare of the station and the noise
in the crowded streets; but as a last resource we did go over the way and
found an equally large chateau, and here were more fortunate. The kindly
Sisters had pity upon us and took us all in, gentlemen and all, only
regretting they had nothing but mattresses to offer us, and actually gave
us tea, bread and butter, and eggs; and taking us through a room where
several severely wounded men were lying, one in the agonies of death,
showed us into what in we should call the back drawing-room. As we

* Originally called Hospitallers of the Order of St John of Jerusalem, the Knights of St. John are
an Order of Chivalry founded during the first Crusade in 1099 to alleviate all mankind’s suffering
and to encourage its spiritual growth. In England the dissolution of the monasteries put an end to
the Order for nearly 300 years, but it was revived in 1831. In 1870 it undertook to do ambulance
work in the Franco-Prussian War.
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could be of no use to the poor fellows next door, we at once took
possession of our mattresses, which we thoroughly enjoyed, and slept
profoundly. Now as we ran into the Remilly station that evening, not
knowing the horrors we should encounter there, we had seen on a high
wooded bank on our left a charming white stone chateau, with gardens
and shrubberies coming down to the line, and a summer-house
overlooking the country, with Indian* chairs and matting, and we had
drawn fancy pictures of the family sitting round the table in the long
dining-room whose windows we could see, and who, hearing of the
arrival of houseless and dinnerless strangers in the town, bound on an
errand of mercy, would send a polite domestic in gorgeous livery to seek
for us, with a courteous invitation to become the honoured guests of that
White Chateau; and great was our surprise and amusement the next
morning, when, on descending from our room, we wandered into the
garden before breakfast, to find ourselves standing close by the Indian
summer-house. We were actually the guests of the White Chateau, though
the happy family and the gorgeous footman had faded with the dreams of
the night before into empty air.

The chateau, like so many others we afterwards saw, had been
deserted by the happy family of our fancy sketch, and was now occupied
as an AmbulanceT by the Deaconesses.t Far better it should be so than be
used as soldiers’ quarters. It was the great object then and afterwards to
turn every good house into an Ambulance where it was possible to do so,
and much abuse arose from an unlimited use of the article of the Geneva
Convention,8 which stipulates for the safety of every house in which
wounded are nursed. Persons who had neither the means nor the
instruction sufficient to support and nurse the wounded, would beg for a
wounded man or two as a security, and the result was much neglect from

* Wickerwork made of interlaced rattan palm twigs.
T In this period the word “ambulance” denoted a field hospital.

I In the early Christian church women were ordained as Deaconesses. The Order was revived in
1833 by the Lutheran pastor Fliedner at Kaiserswerth near Dusseldorf. Florence Nightingale, who
organized a staff of nurses in the Crimean War, had been trained at Kaiserswerth.

§ At the time this treaty was very new. Genevan businessman Henri Dunant (1828-1910),
wanting to exploit Algerian land, had gone to plead for water rights with the French Emperor who
was on a military campaign in Italy. Immediately Dunant found himself embroiled in the bloody
Battle of Solferino. This inspired him to campaign for national relief societies to care for wartime
wounded. The result was that in 1864, 12 nations signed the Geneva Convention, guaranteeing
the neutrality of persons who aid wounded and sick soldiers of any nationality, and adopting a
white flag with a red cross (the Swiss flag reversed) to mark their neutrality. European countries
ratified the Convention within two years. The USA did not do so until 1882.
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ignorance, and much suffering from want not only of the luxuries, but the
necessaries for a sick or wounded man; and it was a wise rule which was
afterwards made that no house should be considered an Ambulance
unless it could accommodate six wounded. I myself spoke with an old
woman who went to the Prussian commandant du place (town mayor)* at
Orléans to get a brassardt stamped and a safe-conduct for her house as an
Ambulance for one man. I asked her what she could give him to eat and
drink, to begin with; she said milk, and a little bread. She had nothing but
that for herself, but she could not support the hardship of having four
German soldiers in her little cottage. I had much trouble to persuade her
it was no use applying for a licence, and I believe I utterly failed in the
attempt.

After breakfast we packed up all our little baggage, and waited for
our Secretary and the aide-de-camp. He presently arrived, and told us he
thought we should do much better to remain there in the chateau, and
establish an Ambulance, than go to head-quarters; and he had told the
aide-de-camp so, who had gone off to report it to Prince Plesst at Pont-a-
Mousson, and that he would make all arrangements with the Deaconesses.
Now there were twelve Deaconesses to thirty wounded, and no prospect
of more arriving, as all, however badly hurt, were at this time sent on by
train. It was a transgression of our positive orders, which left no
discretion to us as to our destination; and besides, the Deaconesses did not
want us, and plainly said so. Nothing could be kinder or more courteous
than they were. If we were resolved to stay, they would do their best to
make us comfortable: give us a wing of the house, the use of all their
cooking utensils, anything in their power; but they did not really want or
wish for us; and it was an anomalous position for English ladies to be
placed in, to force themselves into a house, unasked, and establish
themselves there, where they could be of no service, and where even their
stores were not required, as the Deaconesses were amply supplied by the
Order of St. John. We plainly expressed our opinion, and urged
compliance with our written orders. The Secretary, excited himself; but

* The correct translation is military governor (of a garrison town).

T According to Article 7 of the Geneva Convention: “A distinctive and uniform flag shall be
adopted for hospitals, ambulances and evacuations. It must, on every occasion, be accompanied
by the national flag. An arm-badge (brassard) shall also be allowed for individuals neutralized,
but the delivery thereof shall be left to military authority. The flag and the arm-badge shall bear a
red cross on a white ground.”

I As Royal Commissioner and General Inspector he was responsible for the German Army
Ambulance Department.
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firmness won the day, and the arrival of Mr. Herberte,* who had reached
Remilly with his stores three hours after us, settled the question. He
offered to take the ladies on to Pont-a-Mousson in his waggonette, if the
gentlemen would follow with the baggage; and it was so arranged, and
that we were to start at three o’clock.

This being happily settled, we began to enjoy the beauties of the
garden, when a great noise and bustle suddenly commenced in the street,
below the wall which divided the garden from the town. We went
directly on to the raised terrace just inside the wall, and saw four soldiers
running from all quarters with their arms, and taking up a position
opposite the gate. A long road, leading in a straight line to Metz, was
visible, and evidently something was expected down this road. On
enquiry, we heard there was a sortie from Metz, that the French were
coming straight to the village, and the Prussian outposts were already
driven in. The Deaconesses were very anxious that a conspicuous Red-
Cross flag should be exhibited from the topmost turret, as if the French
had artillery, we were in the direct line of fire; though, if the Prussians
defended the road, it was difficult to see how, in a military point of view,
they could be dislodged by artillery, without the necessity of including the
chateau in the fire of their guns. We were exactly in the position of a bull’s
eye in a target, and the Red-Cross flag would have been of very little use.
However, the Deaconesses and several of our ladies set to work to make
one, which, being extended on the floor of the vestibule, the party at work
round it in various gave the exact effect of a game of ‘Hunt the slipper.’
All the grand preparations, however, were useless; the report was a false
one, and the town settled down into such quietude as a town only sixteen
miles from a besieged city, and much closer still to the besieging lines,
may be supposed to enjoy.

About three o’clock we were summoned by Mr. Herberte to embark
on board his waggonette. The Secretary and surgeon had procured
waggons for the baggage, and professed their intention of walking,
though why they could not have got a little charrette or country cart, I do
not know. The stores of the Cologne Ambulance and ours were all placed
in charge of a troop of cavalry, together with the military stores. Major
Siersdorff, the commander, ordered us all to keep together till we reached
Cormy, where we were to rest for the night; but it was already late before,
to use a naval phrase, the convoy got under weigh. Our waggonette and

* The gentleman of the Cologne Ambulance whose name was previously given as Herbert, an
evident confusion with Mr. Herbert of the British Society who appears later.
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the light carriage, with the Major and three other officers, soon outstripped
the heavy waggons, and we had perpetually to stop till they came up.

About this period it appears our gentlemen were seized with the
brilliant idea of taking a short cut through the woods; and, disregarding
the advice of some gentlemen attached to an Italian Ambulance from
Turin, which they were on the way to join near Metz, the rash individuals
cut themselves sticks, and set out on a walking tour. The result may be
easily guessed: we missed each other. Darkness came on, and we were
still far from Cormy, but the lights of a large cavalry camp were
glimmering in the distance. The Major and Mr. Herberte having consulted
together, and finding the baggage waggons still far in the rear, it was
resolved that we should push on as fast as possible to the village close by
the camp, where was the Chateau of Coin-sur-Seille, now occupied by his
Excellency General Von der Groeben, as head-quarters of the division he
commanded. We passed the little huts of the camp, roughly made
branches stuck into the ground and interwoven together, for the Germans
have no tents; and, turning down a wooded lane, drove into a crowded
court-yard, where we halted whilst our kind escort went to ask hospitality
for us from the General.

He soon returned with an aide-de-camp, who spoke English perfectly,
and told us he had an English wife. He was most courteous; said the
General only regretted he had not known of our coming sooner, to
prepare some rooms for us; but at this time of night we must content
ourselves with such rough accommodation as he could offer us. Thankful
even for this, we got out of the carriage, and were met on the steps of the
chateau by a very gentlemanly officer, who was no less a person than the
General himself. He welcomed us with the utmost kindness, and taking a
light from the hand of one of the servants, himself preceded us up stairs,
showed us into a couple of rooms where we could rest for the night, and
withdrew, wishing us good repose. Two elderly females made their
appearance; they were old servants of the family who had left the chateau.
They had nothing to offer us, poor things; they had a hard struggle to live
themselves; but they got us some hot water, and we made a little soup
with Warren’s meat biscuits,* which refreshed us very much. Louise said
she saw at the Remilly station barrels of the same biscuit, for the use of the
Prussian army; and though this little book is not like the Christmas

* Gail Borden, Jr. (1801-1874).who was the first to develop a commercial method of condensing
milk, in the 1840s boiled 120 pounds of beef down to 10 pounds, dehydrated it, mixed in flour,
and baked it into biscuits. His hopes for an American Army contract for the biscuits were dashed
because they tasted like glue. Warren evidently had a better recipe.
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pantomimes now-a-days, a vehicle for advertisements, it is but just to say
how very good the soup was which they made, and it was fortunate for
the Prussians to have a supply of them.

We were up very early the next morning; and, descending into the
large old-fashioned kitchen of the chateau, bribed the servants to give us a
little coffee and bread and butter; whilst thus breakfasting, we heard the
history of the chateau. It belonged to a ‘Madame Windle,’ an
Englishwoman probably, as she had gone to England. The chateau had
been taken possession of and turned into a barrack by the Prussians; but
the old ladies spoke in the highest terms of General Von der Groeben and
his considerate kindness. There was no wanton mischief or destruction,
only several acts of dishonesty on the part of individual soldiers, such as
pocketing rich china cups and small articles for use or ornament, and
carrying off saucepans and other cooking utensils; but compared with
what we saw and heard afterwards, in other places, the chateau had a
fortunate escape in being occupied by so true a gentleman as his
Excellency.

We wandered about the lovely terraced gardens, and gathered
handfuls of autumn roses! The pears and grapes were not ripe, nor the
peaches and apricots, and if they had been, there would have been none
left for us. There were too many troopers lounging about not to have
spied out the first ripe fruit and appropriate it, if there had been any. But
at the best it is a sad sight to see a splendid home so pulled to pieces;
drawing-rooms turned into bed-rooms; the gilded furniture all displaced
and strewn about here and there. Too often far worse scenes occur; and it
is sadder still to see a cottage home so desecrated, and the savings of a
life-time destroyed in an hour.

We left the chateau about eight o’clock, having thanked the General
for his kindness, and Mr. Herberte having told us that his cousin in the
Cuirassiers was most anxious to show us their camp, we drove back a few
yards, and then walked through the long line of huts. All looked bright
and cheerful in, the morning sunlight. Accoutrements were being cleaned;
horses were saddling, and the troopers were preparing to mount when the
breakfast in the officers’ hut was over. There was no difference in this hut,
except that it was larger, and a few mats and rugs were on the straw
which formed at once bed and carpet. The huts were arranged in streets
as in all camps, and the pathways were kept very clean. The regiment was
one of the White Cuirassiers. The uniform is the same in all these
regiments, a steel breast-plate, a helmet — whose shape is that of the only
perfectly graceful helmet I ever saw — white coats and jack-boots. The
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difference is in the facings:* some having blue, some black, brown, yellow,
or green.

After this we crossed the road to the Lancers’ camp, the other side,
and watched the exercises of the cavalry, both light and heavy, for some
time, expecting every instant the arrival of the convoy and the missing
gentlemen. Intelligence came at last that they had stopped short of Coin-
sur-Seille for the night, and gone on to Cormy by another road, and we
started off for the same town, where a road branched off to Pont-a-
Mousson. There had been an universal agreement amongst us that
stragglers were to rendezvous at Cormy, and we felt assured of meeting
our friends and baggage there, and being safely taken on to the head-
quarters before night. We should then receive our orders from Prince
Pless, the head of the German ambulance department, and know our
destination; but our wanderings were not fated to terminate so easily, and
Cormy was to be the beginning instead of the end of our troubles. But no
omen of evil disturbed us as we drove along the high road from Coin-sur-
Seille to Cormy, in the sunshine of that lovely August morning,.

* Material sewn to the edge of the collar, cuff and jacket front of the cuirassiers’ white uniform.
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CHAPTERIV.
THE MIDNIGHT DRIVE.

THE road from Coin-sur-Seille to Cormy was an exceedingly pretty
one: trees on each side of it, and a charming view over green fields and
patches of wood to a blue distance; and as we drove along, and came
suddenly round a corner, a fresh view was disclosed — the houses of a
large town and the spire of a splendid cathedral. It looked so cheerful and
beautiful, with the quiet fertile country all around; and yet that city was
Metz, and the low dull sound we heard now and then the booming of the
cannon. We were nearer to the town than the Prussian lines, but the
works of defence were hidden by the intervening country. We looked at it
with a strange interest. The siege had at that time hardly begun, and its
future fate was all uncertain. M’Mahon and the relieving forces were
probably on the march, and no one could foretell the dark tale of treason
and shame that will go down with the name of Metz to the latest
posterity.*

It was noon when we reached Cormy, a town of one long street and
one cross street, crowded with men attached to various Ambulances. We
halted just through the town, and looked about for our friends and
baggage. Nowhere could we see them. Major Siersdorff told us that he
had enquired at the quarters of the Knights of St. John, and had orders for
us to go on directly to Ste. Marie-aux-Chénes, near Metz, which was full of
wounded. This message had been left by the Secretary; but where he was
was a mystery; a greater mystery still why he did not wait at Cormy
according to agreement, and why he did not make the slightest effort to
find us; for at that very time he was in Cormy, as Louise saw the surgeon
(Mr. Parker) at a distance, and wanted to speak to him, but was over-
persuaded by the lady who was with her to go on to the house where they
had been informed another lady and myself had taken refuge from the
confusion in the streets. I had gone to search for our convoy, and meeting
a very civil young German gentleman, with the Red-Cross badge on his

* Bazaine entered into diplomatic intrigue with the Germans, which led to his capitulation at Metz
on 27 October. Convicted of treason in 1873, he was sentenced to 20 years of seclusion but
escaped. He spent the rest of his life in Italy and Spain.
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arm, who directed my companion and myself to the quarters of the
Knights of St. John, we had accepted his kind offer to take us to the garden
of an hospital, where soup was being boiled, and to give us a basin whilst
he sent in search of our companions, who were just at the end of the street.

Louise persisted that she had seen the doctor, and I went back with
her to the spot. We found a camp fire, and the gentlemen of the Swiss
Ambulance taking a rough dinner by it. They said our friend had been
there, and one of them had met the Secretary only ten minutes before.
They were sure he was still in town. Now it was an important point to
find him. There were we, with no roof to shelter us, sitting by a road-side,
uncertain what to do and where to go; and to add to our troubles, Mr.
Herberte got his orders to go to some other villages, and could not take us
to Ste. Marie. We had no vehicle, and were certainly in as awkward a
predicament as ever English ladies were placed in. A suspicion of unfair
play crossed the minds of Louise and myself at that time, and has never
since been dissipated. Why was no note left for us? We had only a vague
message; and the Secretary, the surgeon, and the valuable stores, had all
vanished together.

Now the sympathies of Louise and myself were strongly French;* I do
not deny it; but that never interfered with our doing all in our power for
the German wounded. In that, at least, we were strictly neutral; and so
neutral that the Secretary might have a guess we should object to the
entire appropriation of the Society’s stores for the benefit of the Knights of
St. John or the German use alone. Was this at the bottom of a wish to part
the ladies and the stores — in short, to get rid of the female incumbrances,
while he clung to the baggage? We shall never know; but there we were;
and in a hopeless state I invaded the sanctum of the knights, and
requested we might be sent on. We waited awhile, all in vain, still
expecting some news. How our heavy waggons got out of town I do not
know, unless they went by a cross road, so as to avoid the main street;
otherwise we must have seen them.

But at last it was time to depart. Our kind friends of the Cologne
Ambulance were off, and we felt very desolate and helpless as we sat on a
bench by the road-side to wait for the two rough waggons which were to

*In contrast, most British people sided with the Germans, having been taken in by another of
Bismarck’s dirty tricks. Prussian victories over Denmark and Austria had shifted the European
balance of power, so the French ambassador was instructed to seek some kind of compensation.
Bismarck suggested that France might annex Belgium and invited the ambassador to prepare a
secret memorandum suggesting how that might be facilitated. Bismarck then published the
memorandum, making France appear to be an unscrupulous bully and intriguer.
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convey us. They came at last, and with them a most gentlemanly Knight
of St. John to act as our escort, and we started. Perhaps very few English
have travelled in those bullock-waggons, with their very long poles and
sleepy drivers, who, regardless of any thing except their nap and pipe,
and evidently unaccustomed to travel in long strings of vehicles such as
crowded all the roads now-a-days, never thought of pulling up when a
stop occurred, so that our pole ran with a sudden jerk into the waggon in
front, and the waggon behind ran theirs into us, and a sort of electric
shock ran all up and down the line; and as this happened on an average
every ten minutes, the progress if slow is exciting; but, except for this, the
mode of travelling is delightful. Extended on a heap of sweet-smelling
hay, wandering slowly through a lovely country, buried in a soft bed, and
sheltered from rain by pulling a water-proof sheet over all, and going to
sleep under it, it is a dreamy, idle way of going from place to place, which,
if you are not in a hurry, is the perfection of the ‘Dolce far niente.”*

The waggons were ready; the Knight of St. John mounted in front had
confided to our care his elegant court sword, having evidently more
confidence in his revolver; we had arranged ourselves comfortably, and
were about to start, when an excited individual, also a Knight of St. John,
dashed up and ordered us to stop. We humbly asked why, and who he
was; and he replied, Major Baron von Zedlitz. Now I had been warned
before I left London, if I did encounter such an individual, to keep clear of
him. He had nothing to do with us. We were to obey Prince Pless, and no
one else; and I remarked that we were going to Ste. Marie-aux-Chénes,
and that, as we were late, I should be obliged by his not detaining us. On
this he grew furious, and declared we were to stay in Cormy. There were
so many wounded there, we must remain to nurse them; and he would
give us a house and send for our baggage; but stay we should. I declined
positively to do so, and he used what I believe might be very bad
language, veiled in guttural German, at least it sounded like it, and we
thought so, because he added directly afterwards, ‘If you were in a
drawing-room I should not speak so to you.” To this I answered, ‘A lady is
a lady in a hay-waggon as well as a drawing-room; you ought to
remember that.” He then said the English Society had sent us. I said ‘Yes,’
and their orders we were bound to obey. His reply was not very apropos:
‘That he cared nothing for the Prince of Wales.” This must have been such
a dreadful loss to his royal highness that we laughed outright, and our
Chevalier requested the Baron to ‘go away’ — a mild translation, but

* Pleasant idling. The literally translation of the Italian is “sweet to do nothing.”
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expressing the sense of what he said; and as the bullocks took it into their
heads to go on, we did go on, and left our friend gesticulating in the
street.™

It was two o’clock when we left Cormy, and a seven hours’ journey
before us; and just as we got out of the town, and down a steep bank,
which would have been the ruin of a respectable carriage, we met a troop
of dragoons. The officer stopped us, asked if we were the English ladies,
and said an express had been sent to Remilly to bring us to head-quarters.
Prince Pless was very angry that we had not come on with the aide-de-
camp, as arranged on our first arrival. We said we must go on to Ste.
Marie now as our stores and baggage were there, but we would tell the
Secretary. I must here remark that our surgeon, Mr. Parker, had gone on
with him, on the faith that a gentleman to whom the Secretary spoke was
Prince Pless. The description did not accord with the personal appearance
of the Prince, as we saw him afterwards at Versailles; nor is it clear why
the Prince should send a messenger from Pont-a-Mousson to bring us on
there, and then give orders in Cormy that we should go to Ste. Marie; and
why he did not give them some written order? We were thoroughly
puzzled; and as Louise and I sat nestling in the hay, discussing the matter
with profound gravity, we must have reminded any looker-on of the
original owls in an ivy bush.T Our sagacious discourse was cut short by a
worse jerk than usual, and we saw we were by the bank of a river, across
which was thrown a temporary bridge for exit from the town, while the real
bridge was reserved for the passage of the carts of wounded which still
came on in endless stream from the neighbourhood of the battle-fields.

Had we been five minutes sooner we could have crossed, but a
German regiment was just ahead of us; after them came all their provision
waggons, and they were followed by a pontoon train,} the massive iron
boats placed on very heavy broad-wheeled trucks, which tried the
strength of the bridge. It bore very well, except that every now and then
some plank had to be replaced. But it was just at the other end, where the
bank of soft sand rose steeply, that all the troubles occurred. The only
chance of getting up it was lashing the horses into a gallop, and this only

* Baron von Zedlitz got on better with dogs. The next year he crossed a German poodle with an
English pointer, thus originating the pudelpointer breed. Two feet high at the shoulder with wiry brown
coats, pudelpointers hunt and point game, trail wounded birds, retrieve from land or water, and are
unobtrusive fireside companions and watchdogs.

T “Having a sapient, vacant look, as some persons have when in their cups.” — Brewer’s Phrase
and Fable. 1898.

I Pontoon boats and other bridging material.
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succeeded half way, for the wheels of the heavy trucks invariably sank so
deep into the sand that other horses had to be attached in front, and the
wheels dug out; and when this was done, and the waggon safely landed
on the road the bank had to be re-made, and so on for about twenty
waggons. Two whole hours we waited in despair, watching the
proceeding, and thinking how much more simple it would have been to
have sent the pontoon trains by the old bridge, and the lighter carts by the
new; but the order had been given, and it would have required an
application to at least three departments, and three dozen officers, a quire
of paper, and a couple of secretaries, to have diverted the course of one
waggon. There never were such a people for pens and ink and forms to
fill in as the Prussians. Our Circumlocution Office™ is nothing to it.

But at last we started, and got fairly over the bridge and into the long
line of waggons going up one way and coming down the other. It seemed
as hopeless as ever; but our gallant Knight aroused himself, called to a
dragoon, and we were allowed to break the line and go on. We saw a
refractory waggon and driver fairly hunted off the road, down the bank,
and into the meadow below. It seemed impossible for it not to go over,
but it escaped. At last we came where the waggons were three abreast,
and a carriage containing a wounded officer of rank was trying to pass
down the road. One resource remained for us, if we would not pass hours
in the block, and it was had recourse to. The dragoon, brandishing his
drawn sword and shouting fearfully, dashed down the bank and into the
field; our driver stood up and urged on his quiet beasts, and to my horror
I found we were going after the dragoon. What a jolting and bumping it
was! But the waggon was evidently built on the principle of never losing
its equilibrium, and as for the harness breaking, it could not well do that,
for the ropes of which it was composed were so loose that the wonder was
how the bullocks kept in them, and why they did not catch their feet in the
traces which dangled about. Over the meadow we went, till we had
headed the line and regained the road. The Knight wrapped himself up in
his cloak, and lighted his cigar. We dug a hole in the hay, in which we
could keep ourselves warm (for the sun was setting and the evening was
damp and chill), and composed ourselves to sleep. Weary hours passed
away, and still the bullocks jogged on. Three times we went the wrong
road, and had to retrace our steps. We passed through the town of Ars-
sur-Moselle, with its Roman ruinf. Night set in, and there we were,

* The essential department of any government, satirized in Charles Dickens’ Little Dorrit.

T A river bridge links Ars-sur-Moselle with its sister city Jouy aux Arches where there is a Gallo-
Roman aqueduct.



28 THE MIDNIGHT DRIVE.

between Metz and the Prussian lines, and our destination apparently as
far off as ever. We slept and woke, and slept again; we got cold and
cramped; and where we were no one knew, not the Knight or the drivers.

Except our two waggons, not a vehicle was to be seen, and the villages
were deserted. At last we emerged on a level space of country. It lay
white and bare in the darkness, and a fearful smell compelled us to keep
our handkerchiefs close to our faces, and even then it produced a feeling
of sickness. The Knight flung away the red end of his last cigar, and
turning round, told us this was the battle-field. We could see nothing but
the outline of a vast space, over, which we had to pass. The sad details
were hidden in the darkness, and we went slowly on till we entered a
ruined village, and halted before an almost roofless house, where lights
were still gleaming, though a hot steam on the windows hid the
occupants. The door opened, and a gentleman came out, his stained apron
showing too plainly what had been his occupation. He told us the village
was Gravelotte, Ste. Marie was a mile further on, and prayed for bread
and wine for his wounded. We had none to give. The Knight promised to
send some back from their stores at Ste. Marie, and we started again. Just
beyond and behind the village the hottest fight had been, and the dead
had been hastily buried by a hillock between Gravelotte and Ste. Marie,
but indeed for miles the whole battle-field was scarred with a thousand
graves; not single tombs, but trenches, in which the dead were piled, with
a rough wooden cross above them, to point out the place.* Catholic and
Protestant alike seem to have accepted that holy sign as the most fitting to
mark where the soldiers of both nations and all faiths were buried side by
side on the field where they fell. Just afterwards we passed a number of
blazing watchfires. They were the outposts of the army of Prince
Frederick Charles.t

In half an hour more we halted again at the entrance of a village. A
German sentinel told us it was Ste. Marie, and now where our Secretary
and the baggage were was the question. We wandered slowly on through
the long street, not meeting a living soul, till we found ourselves at the
other extreme end of the village. Here a countryman appeared, who

* Remains of individual soldiers were not generally put into separate graves until World War |,
when war graves registration services were set up.

T Frederick Charles, Prince of Prussia (1828-85) was the eldest son of Prince Charles, and thus
nephew of King William I, who became Emperor of Germany in 1871, his mother being a sister of
the Empress Augusta. As a general of cavalry, he commanded the Prussian army’s right wing
during the Danish War of 1864. In the Austrian War of 1866, he commanded the First Army, and
the crowning victory of Sadowa was mainly due to him. In the Franco-German War he led the
Second Army to victories at Thionville and Gravelotte.
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suggested that probably the strangers were at a ‘chateau’ which he
pointed out, down a very muddy lane. The Knight proposed that before
we ventured down it on what might be a useless search he should go and
enquire, unless we were afraid to be left; but really we saw no cause for
fear in the street of a village, however deserted; and he was about to start
when we heard a call, and saw our absconded friends running up the
street, professing their great astonishment at seeing us, their wonder at
how they could have missed us, and the agonies of mind they had gone
through on our account. Where we were to sleep was the question, and
the night being far advanced, it was indeed a serious question. The Knight
most courteously suggested that at all events the quarters of the Knights
of St. John would doubtless afford us shelter; and there we repaired, and
were received by what we might irreverently describe as an elderly party,
the very type of a lodginghouse keeper; but who, we were informed, was
a Mrs. Seeman, who had come from Dresden, with some Alexandrine
Sisters,* to assist the knights in their care of the wounded.

We were shown into a most comfortable room, with handsome
mahogany bedsteads, feather beds, pillows, and clean sheets. We had not
undressed since we left England, nine days before, and the prospect was
most inviting. There were two or three Knights there, distinguished by the
white enamel cross suspended round the neck, and a young esquire.t
They regretted that they had but little to offer us, but to that we were
welcome; and we gratefully accepted some very weak tea and some slices
of rye bread. We wondered what was to become of us. Would the Knights
vacate their comfortable beds, and sleep in their cloaks in some other
apartment, or were there other apartments as luxuriously furnished; for,
in spite of the stores piled about the room, it was comparative luxury. At
last Madame S— rose, and said two of the ladies must sleep in the house
where the Knights dined, and the others in this house. We waited till she
returned from disposing of them for the night, and she then showed us
into a sort of closet, in which was a bed; and how thankful we were to
creep into it, even hungry as we were, and to enjoy our first good night’s
rest! I do not think we should have gone off to sleep so contentedly had
we known, as we did afterwards, that the Knights of St. John sat down to
a good hot supper, with pale alet and wine. But how they do their work
will be seen as we go on. It was enough for us to have tea and bread and a

* Nuns of the Eastern Orthodox Church of Alexandria.
T An attendant on a knight.
1 A mild flavoured beer with low alcohol content.
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bed; and had our privations been unavoidable, we should have been
rather glad of them than otherwise; but it was not so, and Mr. Parker often
said afterwards he felt ashamed to sit down and sup with them, knowing

how little we had had.

It was well he did. It was his last chance for some days, and hard and
trying work lay before him; and often we stinted ourselves to leave a
larger portion for one, who, we knew, must require it more than we did;
so it was well that he enjoyed a good supper. The name of our kind and
courteous escort we never knew; but if ever this book should meet his eye,
we beg here to thank him for the trouble he took, and the long journey he
underwent, in fulfilment of his knightly duty of guarding unprotected
females over a lonely country, and past the outposts of the besieging and
defending forces, where, certainly, it was wholly unfitting for them to
venture alone. But our venturous journey was safely ended under his
care, and we were ready to commence our duties with the coming day.
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CHAPTER V.
THE KNIGHTS OF ST. JOHN.

THE morning of the 23rd of August opened with a down-pour of rain,
which continued all day. Under such circumstances no lonely village like
Ste. Marie could have looked gay; but the brightest sunshine would have
failed to give an air of cheerfulness to a place so ruined, so desolate, so full
of pain and sorrow. It might have been truly said of it that day ‘“There was
not a house where there was not one dead.”* The battles of the 16th, 17th,
and 18th, had extended over many miles of country, on which stood
several villages, amongst them St. Privat, Vionville, Gravelotte, Briey, and
Ste. Marie; and the wounded, who could not be carried to the rear, were
dispersed amongst these villages. The inhabitants had mostly fled from
them. Shot and shell had done their work of destruction. All the habitable
houses were occupied as Ambulances, whilst the churches were also
crowded. The miseries endured by the poor fellows, laid down to suffer and
die in the first shelter that could be found — their greatest luxury a heap of
straw — must be seen to be understood. Too often overlooked in out-of-the-
way barns and stables, they long in vain for even bread or water; and death
on the battle-field is a happy alternative from such prolonged agony.

It was now our duty to go amidst these scenes of horror, and we
prepared ourselves, ready for the arrival of the surgeon-in-chief, who was
to allot to us our share in the work. But first some sort of breakfast was
desirable, and Mrs. Seeman informed us we should have some bread and
coffee when the Knights had finished their repast, and we had ground a
certain quantity of coffee-beans. The oldest and crankiest of coffee-mills
was produced. We set to work — one of the ladies really was most
indefatigable — but imagine our disgust when we found we were grinding
for the Knights! We abandoned the coffee-mill, and adjourned to the
other house, to wait for what might come. Coffee and rye bread came at
last. I suppose the Knights had eaten all the butter and eggs, for we only
saw the shells; and when we returned to the quarters we were shown into
an airy loft, without a single article of furniture in it, and informed this
was our bed-room, and the gentlemen and the stores were to be stowed in

* When God murdered all the first-born in Egypt. Exodus 12:30.
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the entrance, which was part of the loft, divided from it by a partition of
planks. The windows were all broken, and the shutters hung loose on
their hinges. It was lucky it was August. We thought that probably they
would find us two or three mattresses, and a table, and a couple of chairs,
so that we should be pretty comfortable. As for a toilette apparatus, we
had been told that morning that there was no water, except for the
wounded and for cooking, so that was evidently a superfluity. Water was
doubtless very scarce. The streams and wells were tainted with blood. It
was only what was in the cisterns that was available. We had grown very
immoral by this time, and regarded the theft of a couple of pints of water
as a venial sin, and with this we all made our toilette. It was the greatest
hardship of all, and we resolved that, come what might, water we would
find, even if the Knights had to grow their beards, and do without the
cans of shaving-water we saw carried into their room.

This, however, is a digression. To return to the later events of the day.
The surgeon-in-chief came at last, paid us a great many pretty
compliments, sent one surgeon to the church with one of the ladies,
allotted to another a house in which were all the worst cases of gangrene,
to Louise several stables full of wounded, to myself a house with about
fifty. Surgeons and orderlies were very scarce. There was not a Sister of
Mercy there, and the Alexandrine Sisters remained in the quarters to see
to the cookery, and assist Mrs. Seeman. The dinners were to be given out
at noon. Our first task was to wash the men as much as possible — a great
difficulty with little water, no soap, and no sponges. Charpie, however,
answered as well; and when their dirty stocks® were taken off, and as
much of their blood-stained clothes as possible, we commenced to dress
the wounds of all, except those whom the surgeons themselves attended
to. In Louise’s case she could not undress her poor men. They had only
straw, and were obliged to keep on their coats. Nothing is so bad for them
as this. The dust and blood, the sensation of dirt, is quite enough to make
them feverish. The lady who had the church worked very hard; she put it
into splendid order in twenty-four hours; but though the storehouse of the
Knights was full of goods, there was immense difficulty in getting anything.

Many of the men were so desperately wounded it was useless to do
anything but give them a little water. One man in my house laid
grovelling on the floor; he would not keep on his mattress, and tore off
even the blanket, his sole covering; he had been shot in the head, and
how he had survived was a marvel. His awful appearance, as he rose

* A band worn around the neck originally intended to protect the soldier from sabre blows.
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and staggered about the room, with the blood streaming down, was too
much for the nerves of the wounded soldiers. The German orderlies
tried to keep him quiet; all in vain; and to finish his sad story, I applied
to the surgeon to have him placed somewhere alone. It was twenty-four
hours before it was done; and during the night he rose, and trying to get
out, nearly fell upon a poor Frenchman, the back part of whose right
shoulder had been entirely carried away by a piece of shell. He shrieked
with terror, and the orderlies declared that, order or no order, the
miserable man must be changed, and he was finally taken down into the
loose box™ of a stable below, where next day he died.

The hay-loft over this stable was the operation room, to which
patients were brought from the smaller houses, and here the surgeons
worked for hours at their sad task. About noon the soup came, no meat,
only a morsel of bread, and having seen the dinner finished, I was going
up the street to get mine, when I met Louise coming out of her stables.
She asked me what time the patients were to have their soup. I said
dinner was over, and on going to the quarters she discovered that her men
had been quite forgotten. This rectified, we went into the other house, and
found some soup, a very small piece of boiled bacon, and no vegetables.
On this we dined, and went back to our work, which was more to watch
the men, give them water, and change such dressings as required
replacing, than the active work of the morning. No wine was allowed to
the French, and no cigars. The Germans had both, and the stores were full
of wine and tobacco, so the want of them could not be the excuse. 1
applied to Mrs. Seeman for a bottle, and with some grumbling she gave
me one. Louise also got some, and we gave it equally to both. Nothing
can be kinder or more good-natured than German InfirmiersT to friend
and foe alike, and when I left the bottle at night I found in the morning
they had given it, as I had done, to both. It was but a little each man
required, just to flavour and colour the water.

The rain continued as hard as ever, and as I went home to see how our
bed-room was furnished, I found exactly what I had left — nothing. I sent
for some straw. The German orderly who acted as servant instantly sent
half-a-dozen soldiers with a shock?} a-piece, and half-a-dozen more after
them. Louise and I then divided the straw, and laid our waterproof sheet

* Compartment for livestock, larger than a stall, so that they are free to move about.
T Male nurses.

I Here the word is used as a synonym for “sheaf” (a bundle of straw or wheat with the stalks tied
together). In later chapters ‘shock’ usually has the present-day meaning: an assemblage of about a
dozen sheaves placed in a field butt ends down as a protection against the weather.
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over our heap, and seeing a large chest of ‘spongio piline,”* one of those
useless things sent out by the committee, we covered the sheet with the
squares of spongio, and finding some sheets in a box, which said sheets
were utterly useless at present in the stables, we laid them over it, and so
constructed a bed that was at least clean, if not very soft. We then turned
another chest of spongio on end, hung a railroad rug gracefully over it, and
adorned it with our dressing things and several small books. We also got a
card-board box of quinine powders, covered that with a small white cloth,
stood up a round hand-glass upon it against the wall, and flattered
ourselves that we had a toilette table of decided elegant appearance.
Another box served as a table, chairs we had none, and the loft might have
been called chilly on this rainy evening, even though it was August; but our
work kept us warm. We then adjourned to the entrance, and in a fit of
excessive charity set to work at the Surgeon’s bed, which was piled up in a
recess, and so scientifically did we arrange it, that the unfortunate young
man slept, or rather did not sleep, at an angle of forty-five, and passed the
night slipping out at what might be called the foot of the bed, only stopped
in his career into the centre of the room by the heavy boxes of waterproof
sheeting which we had placed at the end of the straw heap to keep him
warm and comfortable. His good temper and gaiety were proof even
against this trial, and next morning he thanked us for our efforts, but said, if
it made no difference to us, he preferred to lie with his head a little lower.

Supper at seven concluded the day, soup and very little bouillon, and
one bottle of very sour wine. We were not epicures, yet we should have
enjoyed a small piece of the chickens in white sauce, and the roast
potatoes, and a glass of the port wine or pale ale that we saw go in to the
Knights, who dined before us. Alas! bones, and empty bottles were our
share of the gorgeous banquet! If we had only been allowed to dine before
them, it would have been better; but as it was, we always saw the
‘leavings’ and never had any! They went to Frau Seeman. We were very
hungry, and that is the honest truth. We had no store of food or wine, and
we could not make an indigestible meal of gutta percha tissue,T lint, and

* “Spongio-piline is sometimes applied to parts to absorb excessive moisture, or to prevent
evaporation. It is a thick cloth composed principally of sponge, one side of which is applied to the
skin in a wet or dry state, according to the action required; the other side being coated with some
water-proof varnish, or with rubber. It may likewise be used to apply moisture to a part or maybe
saturated with medicated solutions and applied to the affected part.” — King’s American
Dispensatory. 1898

T The solidified sap of the Malayan gutta-percha tree. It is pliable after immersion in hot water,
allowing it to be moulded into a splint. The resin’s other uses included plugging a bleeding socket
after tooth extraction and covering small wounds and skin infections.
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bandages. Quinine powders were the only things that we could have had;
and under the circumstances, and considering the appetite they stimulate, it
was not advisable to dose ourselves with them. If really there had been
nothing to eat, we should have been quite contented. In our first
enthusiasm, as I have said, luxuries and comforts were distasteful to us; but
we were hungry and there were eatables, but none for us, and we went
hungry to bed and were famished in the morning.

Breakfast was as scanty as ever, and just as it was over we heard the
Secretary say something which betrayed his intention of leaving Ste. Marie
that day. We instantly asked him where he was going, and he said to
England; his task of bringing us out was accomplished, and he should start
in an hour. We requested him to take some letters for us, and he got very
excited, and declared we ought to have no time to write, even to our
relations, if we did our work properly. We could just send a Feld-Post card,*
but write we could not and should not. Louise most wisely assented to every
word he said, fully intending to write a budgett all the time by the first
opportunity, and not having any intention of confiding her letters to his care;
but I incautiously said, ‘I have promised Captain Burgess, the Secretary of
the Committee, to write to him as soon as we arrived at head-quarters, and
though we were not there, I should write and say where we were.” He got
more excited than ever; perhaps he was afraid we should write letters for the
papers. Now this I had, at the request of the Committee, promised not to do
myself, and to express this their urgent desire and positive order to the other
ladies. I can safely say I never transgressed it, though I was offered a
handsome remuneration, neither did Louise. I have reason to believe it was
disobeyed by one of the party, but it was unknown and unsanctioned by me.
However this might be, to our writing the Secretary decidedly objected, and
went off suddenly without any letters from anyone in his charge.

As for the Feld-Post cards, they, at that time, only passed in the German
lines, and our English friends would not have been the wiser for any
information sent upon them. 1 think later in the war they did go to
England, but of this I am not sure; and before leaving the subject of posts I
may remark that the uncertainty of the Feld-Post made it a sort of lottery as
to whether any letters would ever reach. Sometimes they did, sometimes
not; but we never got a newspaper by it, though German papers came
safely to their destination. Had we got one now and then, we should have
thought that they were stopped on account of their contents; but as it was, I

* Prussian Army mail. Collectors now pay $100 or more for such a card. The first British postal
rate for cards — a halfpenny — was instituted on 1% October 1870.

T A quantity (of letters).
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fancy the weight of newspapers caused a general order to bring no foreign
ones, the letter carts for cross country work being light and small. After
breakfast we went to our duty. In the light of a sunny morning, Ste. Marie
looked sadder than ever, with its roofless houses, and the dirt and disorder
of its only street. There were heaps of shakos,* shoes, belts, tins, pots,
cartoucheT boxes, pieces of bombshell, and, worst of all, rags, bandages,
and charpie thrown out of the windows, and bearing evidence of their
having been but lately used.

Not a woman or child was to be seen; a few were crouching in their
ruined houses, but not daring to venture out, and every sign of trade or
business had vanished. Even the conquering army had passed on, and only
a small guard of soldiers was quartered there.

I found one of my wounded soldiers dying, a young Bavarian, and all
he longed for was a little beer. How I had seen dozens of pale ale,
unpacked, in the Knights’ quarters. I saw hampers of ‘Bass’t in the
storehouses, addressed for the use of the sick and wounded, and I went
back directly to Mrs. Seeman, who officiated as store-keeper, and asked for
a bottle. I was told there was none. I said there was; I had seen it; but the
answer was it was for the use of the Knights. I begged in vain, and resolved
to wait the return of some one of them to ask for a little.

I went upstairs, and whilst there two entered the house, accompanied by
several German army surgeons, and, coming into the outer room of the loft,
requested me to open the stores, that they might select what they wanted, as
they were going back to the camp. I told them the stores were in charge of
the Surgeon. He was at his duties; they must return later. They declined to
go without the stores, and I sent for Mr. Parker, remaining myself on the
watch. When he came, they wanted almost everything; but, with great tact,
he contrived to get off by giving a quarter of what they wanted, and some of
the very instruments they took we saw, five months afterwards, unused, to
be taken home to Berlin, for service in their private practice there. Surely
Army surgeons (I call all Army surgeons who were serving with the troops)
should be supplied with instruments at the expense of their own
Government, not at the cost of private subscribers to a charitable fund.

After they were courteously bowed off, the Surgeon and myself agreed
we would hide all the small and valuable things under the straw of our bed
in the inner room; we dragged in cases of valuable waterproof sheetings and

* A shako is a high-crowned military hat, generally with a plume.
T Cartridge.
I The red triangle on bottles of this pale ale was the first registered trademark in England.
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gutta-percha tissue, and buried quinine powders, boxes of oiled silk, and
various other articles in the straw. I forgot to mention this to Louise, who
passed an uncomfortable night, and the next morning complained how
very ‘knobby’ the straw was; she was prepared to find it prickly, but not
angular.

When we had finished hiding the valuable stores, I went down and
again begged for some beer. Frau Seeman refused to give me anything,
except a bottle of syrup to make some lemonade. With this I returned to
my hospital, but the poor fellow was disappointed at not obtaining what
he longed for, and in half an hour afterwards died. The morning duty
being over, I returned back to quarters, and watched the Knights of St.
John packing up four or five waggons of stores, to be sent back to Pont-a-
Mousson,* then the central depot, and resolved that, if they had such a
superabundance, they should have none of ours.

After our early dinner Louise and I went our rounds to see that our
patients had their dinners, and then resolved to walk just down the street
and out of the village, where we could see over a great part of the battle-
field. We went through the garden at the back of the house and found
ourselves at once upon it, for Ste. Marie had been in the centre of the fight.
For several miles the country all around was a barren level plain, on
which there grew no single blade of grass. It had been corn and potato
fields, divided by low hedges, but now the ground was as hard and bare
as the Mall in Saint James’s Park;T but, unlike that, not a tree, not a shrub.
Scattered over it were torn bits of clothing, helmets, swords, guns, tin
pots, knives, knapsacks, combs, brushes, bottles, and odds and ends of all
sorts here and there. Dark stains showed where some dead or wounded
man had fallen; in one place was a huge heap of shakos and belts,
guarded by a sentinel, and at intervals mounds of fresh earth showed
where the dead were buried.

Nothing could be more depressing than the view over this dry, dusty
plain, with a leaden sky lowering above and a chill wind whistling by. A
great number of letters, papers, leaves of books, and cards were strewed
about. I picked up some, and it was very sad to read the loving words
from home, and to think of the hopes all mouldering under those mounds
of earth. I will give an extract from one which contained no address, and
was simply signed ‘Nathalie.’

* The Knights were attached to each German army corps. They had their headquarters and a barn
full of stores at Ste. Marie, but their principal depot was at Pont-a-Mousson.

T The Mall did not take on its present appearance as the Processional Way to Buckingham Palace
until after the death of Queen Victoria.
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‘Chaire peti ami*... I thank thee that thou hast sent me thy portrait;
when I look at it, it seems as if I saw thee thyself. Alas, how happy I
should be, if it would speak to me! Dear friend, I know it is impossible;
but after all I wager there will come a happy day when I shall see thee
thyself, and thou will never know how happy thy portrait made me.
Dear friend, thou askest was I grieved to see thee depart? I was, indeed,
though I did not say so, that I might not vex thy mother, who weeps for
thee every day. Charles has left. I gave him thy address; he will tell thee
all the news. Eugénie comes not to see me as often as she did. Thou
askest me why Stephen, who loves Honorine, does not marry her. 1
know nothing; they do not tell me. She told him he did not go to see her
often enough; only upon a Sunday. Alas, dear friend, she is more greedy
than I, who should be happy if I saw thee every Sunday, or even once a
month. Thou askest me did I dance on the feast day of St. Eustache; no, I
did not dance. Thou must have been there; I had not spirit to dance and
thou not there with me. If I went there at all, it was because I thought I
ought not to do wrong, and vex my father and mother. Nevertheless, 1
did not know, dear friend, it would have displeased thee; but without
that, thou seest, it gave me no pleasure. Emile has the umbrella thou
didst leave in the little cottage... Paul sends his compliments, and
embraces thee with all his heart, so do my father and mother. As for thy
little friend, she too embraces thee with all her heart, praying thee not to
forget her who loves thee, and will love thee for ever.

‘NATHALIE.

‘P.S. — To-day is the first of the season for the chase. Thy brother has
killed one hare, and Louis Michelli two.

‘August 29,1869.”

There were other letters written by the same loving hand, all dated the
same year, and now stained with blood, and trampled under foot in the mud,
lying close by a square of newly-turned earth, the grave of some twenty
French soldiers. Poor Nathalie; her letters were carried to the last battle-field
of her ‘cher petit ami,” and the happy day never came when he went back to
dance with his true-hearted love at the feast of St. Eustache. Louise and I
wandered for a short time over this melancholy plain, and then returned by
the road, with the stumps of what had once been the poplar trees, which
border all those long, straight roads of France, on each side of us, and went to
our various duties, till it began to grow dusk, the wounded were dozing
away the weary hours, and we went back to our quarters.

* Cher petit ami: dear little friend.
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CHAPTER VL
THE RESCUE.

AFTER our return, and whilst standing over the kitchen fire, in hopes
of being requested to take a cup of the coffee which was boiling, we heard
a voice asking, in German, if the good people would boil some eggs for
him. The accent was most welcome to our ears — it was English — and
turning round I saw a gentleman in a white cap and an English grey
tweed coat. I instantly said, ‘Are you not from England?’ and the answer
was, ‘Good gracious, are you the English column?” ‘Yes,” I said; and
before I had time to explain he rushed into the street, shouting ‘Here they
are!” Louise and I naturally rushed after him, and there, in the middle of
the dirty street, stood ‘the General,” who commenced a series of the
profoundest bows, whilst our friend in the white cap, name then
unknown, expressed his delight at having found us. They had been sent
from Pont-a-Mousson to look for us, after the return of the messenger who
had gone to Remilly with the news that we had left, and no one knew
where we were. The said messenger, an English naval officer, had
accompanied the other two on the chase, and they had caught an aged
Knight of St. John to act as their escort, whose cross was a safe conduct
everywhere, and who wanted to get to Bar-le-Duc, and, being utterly
ignorant of geography, was being dragged about the country in the most
opposite directions.

This elderly individual had retired to rest somewhere, his usual
employment, and our three friends were looking out for dinner and
shelter. We offered them such hospitality as we could. Mr. Parker begged
a loaf of bread; Louise and I procured some hot water. We produced the
cups of our flasks and our clasp knives, turned a box of stores on end, put
a candle into an empty wine bottle, and prepared for the gorgeous
banquet. Whilst I mixed Liebig with the water, Louise stormed the
kitchen fire, stole some coffee, and boiled the eggs they had brought, and
the gallant General, the naval officer, and the kind-hearted M.P.* in the
white cap assembled round the festive board, when the M.P. suddenly

* Member of Parliament.
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remembered himself of two Swiss surgeons they had picked up on the
way, who had only been offered by the, housekeeper, Mrs. Seeman, some
soup, as they said, made of dirty water, and nothing else. A shout into the
street brought them up to join the party, and we passed round the cups
and one glass; they eat Liebig, and eggs, and bread, and enjoyed
themselves. Now both Louise and myself persisted in calling the General
‘Mr. Henry,”* having been informed by the Secretary that it was necessary
to do so, as he was strictly incognito, he having property in France, which
would be forfeit were it known that he was with the German armies; but
hearing Mr. W— (the M.P.) and Mr. A— (the lieutenant) address him by
his name, we asked if it was really necessary to alter his army rank. He
laughed heartily and said, ‘Yes,” and he was much obliged to us for
promoting him. The General told us that at the head-quarters they had
been uncomfortable about us, and Mr. A— had been despatched in search
of us; that on his return they were requested to hunt us up, which they
had been doing in every village between Pont-a-Mousson and Ste. Marie,
and on every part of the battle-fields.

There was some political reason, it was believed, why the Secretary
carefully avoided head-quarters, and the General had been placed in
charge of us and the stores, and was to take us straight to the King. The
army was moving on to Chalons, and we must follow it directly. As for
property in France, he had not an acre. We were honestly delighted; not
that we wished to leave our work at Ste. Marie, but we had lost all
confidence in our leader, and Louise and myself much preferred being
under the command of an English officer with a name known and
honoured. No Belgravian saloon was more cheerful than the attic of the
Knights’ house that afternoon. What did broken windows and medicine
chests for chairs matter? Turtle soup and salmon have been served up to
blasé Londoners, and been less enjoyed than Liebig’s soup in cups or
flasks and slices of dry bread. Cigars were lighted, affairs medical and
military discussed, till darkness closed in, and we actually lighted a
second candle, and chatted on till supper-time. We then all adjourned
together to the other house

A judicious enumeration of the titles and orders of the General and a
description of the wonderful influence exercised over the British
Government by the illustrious senator induced Frau Seeman to increase
the quantity of bouillon, and even to add some cold bacon. The Admiral
(we promoted him too for the benefit of Frau Seeman) brought out two

* The authors also referred to this “known and honoured” English officer as Sir H. H—. StIM
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bottles of wine, and we supped and sat over it so long that we were fairly
turned out by Frau Seeman, whose very comfortable bed-room we were
occupying; and as their ideas of bed-rooms and sitting-rooms seemed
somewhat confused, and the lady showed evident symptoms of taking off
her cap, we thought it better to adjourn at once, especially as only the
evening before, whilst sitting in the Knights’ room, having been invited to
take a cup of tea with the Frau, we had been astounded by the apparition
of a Knight in a blanket, reminding me exactly of an illustration in an
edition of ‘Don Quixote,” whose pictures were the delight of my
childhood, and who coolly proceeded to get into bed, and request that a
cup, a large one, of the hottest tea might be immediately administered to
him, as he had been taking a bath, and feared to catch cold. Of course it
rained very heavily as we went back. Not a light was to be seen, and we
slipped about in the mud in a very uncomfortable way.

The Admiral and Mr. W— had found a room and a mattress. The
General shared Mr. Parker’s heap of straw, and in spite of the assurance
of Frau Seeman that at half-past twelve precisely the French would
make a great sortie from Metz, taking  Ste. Marie-aux-Chénes on their
way to somewhere, we retired to our own straw and a dreamless sleep.
Not a gun boomed from the lines of either army, there was neither dog
nor cat in the village to disturb us with their howls, the very mice were
starved out and had forsaken the garret, there was no excuse for lying
awake, and the sun shone in through the holes in the roof before we were
roused from our rest. After coffee the General walked with me to the
hospital, and said that he had decided on our leaving for Pont-a-Mousson
that day, so as to arrive in time for dinner; that he would require waggons
to convey us and the stores, under escort of the Surgeon, whilst he and his
friends went on to procure quarters for us. Dinner would be at seven
o’clock, they would meet us in the Grande Place, and show us our
lodgings. The King would be gone on, and we should have to follow him
till we overtook him; and he begged me to inform the other ladies that all
were to be ready at noon.

He went into the house with me, and took the kindest interest in the
poor fellows, especially the few French who were there. ‘Wounded’ is a
claim on the sympathy of everyone; but wounded and a prisoner is a
stronger one still; and so he felt it, as we did afterwards through many a
long, sad day. And what a contrast was his tall, upright figure, his clear eye
and firm step, to the poor crushed forms lying there. As he strode across
the room, one Frenchman, looking at him with sad eyes of envy at that
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health and strength, said to me with a sigh, ‘Monsieur marche fort;’*
adding, ‘Shall I ever be able to go home, do you think?’ The gift of a few
cigars brightened up many a pale face. He had served with the French
armies, he could talk to them of their regiments and their old officers, and
his presence was like a gleam of sunshine lighting up the weary hours.

After he left the hospital, I took leave of the poor fellows, and then went
to the church to summon the ladies there. It was also requisite to find the
Curé to administer the last sacraments to a dying man, and I hoped to meet
him, supposing Mass would not be over. I entered the church and found
the ladies, but no Curé. I asked if he had been there. They said No; there
had been no service that morning. I was very much surprised, for that of
the morning before was a most touching sight. The church was not very
large and had no aisles; the wounded were ranged on mattresses in a
double row down the sides, leaving the path up the centre clear, except for
two or three tables, on which were the necessaries of the surgeons and
nurses. The space within the Altar rails had been carefully kept free from
all intrusion, and Mass had been celebrated every morning at eight.

The greater part of the wounded were Catholics, and the rest lay quiet
and listened and looked with interest at the priest. The irreverence of the
Infirmiers, who were German, and the surgeons and their attendants, even at
the most holy moment of the service, could not destroy the solemn effect;
and when the priest raised the Host, in which the humble, undoubting faith
of the poor soldiers saw their uplifted Saviour present amongst them, and
turned painfully on their blood-stained beds to worship and adore, it must
have been a cold and stony Protestant heart that did not feel how glorious
was the faith that could thus realise amidst such agony the Redeemer close at
hand, to forgive and bless and receive the freed spirit to a home where ‘there
is no complaining and no leading into captivity in the streets.’t I regretted
the omission of the daily service, and having announced our departure for
noon precisely, I went to the Curé’s house. I found him just returned from a
village about two miles off, where he had walked to celebrate his daily Mass.
I asked why he had gone so far with his own church close at hand, and the
answer was, ‘Madame, I had not a drop of wine to consecrate.” ‘Why did
you not go to the stores? ‘I Madame, I did but they refused me. I asked only
for this little quantity (showing me a medicine phial), but they would not
give it me.” I thought of the half-dozen emptied bottles I had seen on the
Knights’ dining table, and I did not envy the frame of mind that could thus

* “The gentleman is a strong walker.”
T Psalm 144:14
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deprive the sufferers of their greatest and holiest consolation. The contents of
a couple of flasks supplied immediate wants for a day or two, and I tried my
powers of persuasion on Frau Seeman for a bottle of even vin ordinaire; but I
shared the fate of the Curé, and retreated upstairs, metaphorically speaking,
shaking the dust off my feet as I went, and wondering what good the Knights
of St. John and their stores were to anybody or anything.

I found Louise and the surgeon packing up all the stores and nailing
them down, in expectation of a visit from a number of army surgeons,
coming to get all they could, not for Ambulance, but regimental use. A
sudden exclamation of Louise’s from the inner room showed she had
discovered the reason of the angular points and hard knobs in the straw,
from out of which she was digging all sorts of small boxes and packages,
finishing by the discovery of a roll of waterproof sheeting, fifty yards long,
under her pillow, and acting as a bolster, upon which she remarked, in a
reproachful tone, ‘Now, how could we be expected to sleep with a roll like
that under one’s head?’ to which there was one unanswerable rejoinder:
‘But we did!” A clatter of swords and spurs up the ricketty stairs
announced the arrival of the German surgeons, and in they came. From
all the villages, from the camp, every brigade had sent by deputation for
everything there was and was not, and at that very time three waggons
were taking away stores belonging to the Knights back to Pont-a-
Mousson, they evidently expecting ours would remain. With the greatest
good temper, under great provocation, Mr. Parker treated the demands as
impossible to grant in their full extent, declining to re-open boxes in the
absence of the General, and giving as little as possible, knowing how very
far the use that would be made of them would differ from that intended
by those who had so nobly subscribed their money, not to supplement the
military chest of the German army, but to help where help was really
wanted.

It is to be hoped that, warned by the past, in any future National effort of
this sort, the subscribers will insist on having some voice in the distribution
of their money and goods, and not leave all blindly to the caprice and
personal feelings of any small executive Committee with irresponsible
power, however well adapted individuals may be for the office of control
over hundreds of thousands of pounds sterling. Our stores were worth about
5007, and many were most expensive and comparatively useless. Had they
been selected by an army surgeon accustomed to the rough work of field
Ambulances, he would never have chosen costly articles only fit for a
London or Paris hospital, and many things which were sent were utterly
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useless; for instance, the spongio piline and the oiled silk;* gutta percha
tissue, at a third of the price, answering the same purpose, while the spongio
piline only served to line splints, for which towt was equally good. But the
frightful waste of money will be more clearly seen as we go on.

This affair being settled, the Surgeon went off to an operation and
Louise to her stables, leaving me with strict injunctions not to leave the
garret, nor to part with a single article, in case of further demands being
made. I finished putting up my little baggages, and was leaning out of the
window, looking into the street, wondering where our waggons were,
when I heard steps behind me, and, turning sharply, saw two Knights of
St. John entering the inner room. I called out, but they did not hear me,
and, going in after them, I found them trying to read the label on a case of
gutta percha tissue. 1 said it was the ladies’ bedroom, and begged them to
come out. The senior then said that he understood we were going, but of
course our stores would be left for their use. I said No! certainly not; the
stores would go with us. Such were the General’s orders, and we should
report ourselves to Prince Pless. They muttered and grumbled all in vain.
I persisted, and finding it was no use, they departed.

I was very glad, however, to see the waggons drawn up on the other side
of the road. They had been obtained by requisition, and, as this word will
often have to be used, it may be as well here to explain what it really means. In
most cases licensed robbery. Everything in the shape of horses, waggons,
drivers, provisions, fuel, and bedding, the commune? or parish is bound to
furnish at their own cost on warrants signed by any German official; the cost to
be repaid by the Mairie, or, as we might say, corporation of the place, after the
war. Carriages, waggons, and horses, however, are invariably seized for the
conveyance of military stores and the convenience of the officers of the
invading army, and no money will procure them; but a warrant from the
official in charge of the train service to some other official in possession of the
desired vehicles generally has the right effect. The carriages and horses rarely,
if ever, come back to their owners; the waggons and their drivers are taken
from the farms to wander in the track of the army, receiving only scanty food
and forage; but, after all, it is the requisitions in large towns which offer such a
sure means of getting anything required and paying nothing for it. The
working of this system, however, will be better seen when we relate our

* Silk rendered waterproof by saturation with boiled oil.

T The short fibres from flax, hemp, or jute that would have been available in the form of lamp
wicks or tow-cloth, a coarse fabric used in America for slaves’ clothing.

T France’s smallest administrative unit, governed by a mayor and municipal assembly.
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residence in Orléans. Yet even this taking of waggons and horses shows what
the misery of an invaded country is, for it must be remembered that not only
the invaders but the defenders must avail themselves of every mode of
transport for troops and munitions of war, and the seat of war is often as
unhappy under one as the other. Think, too, of the entire stand-still of all
farming operations — no ploughing, and consequently no sowing, no carrying
the produce to the nearest market, no communication between town and
village, no means of going to see friends or transact the commonest business
tifteen or twenty miles off, and the railways either unused or taken up solely
for the military movements. The loneliness of the roads, the hush of all the
noises caused by the daily occupations of village life, the corn left ungarnered
and rotting in shocks on the fields, some reaped and lying where it fell, the
absence of all men except the very old and the very young, mark what are the
hourly deprivations of war, not to speak of the terrible scenes which the
neighbourhood of a battle or the passing of a great army brings about. We
fully intended to send back our waggons; but as the drivers afterwards took it
into their own hands and escaped we are certainly not responsible for their
fate, whatever it might be.

Louise soon returned, followed by Mr. Parker and one of the Swiss
surgeons, and we were nailing up the last of the chests when the door
suddenly opened and in came the Secretary, breathless with haste, and in
an evident state of excitement. We stared with astonishment, he having
told us he was off direct to England. He began by saying he had been to
Ars-sur-Moselle, and brought us lanterns, blankets, tea, sugar, and bread.
We assured him that we regretted he had taken the trouble, as we were off
to Pont-a-Mousson. His anger was excessive. He disputed the right of the
General to give us orders, and Louise and I declared, however that might
be, we would not be under his orders again. We had been told before we
left England by Colonel Loyd Lindsay to report ourselves to Prince Pless
at the King’s head-quarters; this we should certainly do, and end the
uncertainty, and it was simply to the head-quarters that the General was
about to take us. He then said of course we left the stores behind us, and
to this we replied that the orders of the General were imperative — the
stores were to go with us, not another article was to be given at Ste. Marie,
and we declined to accept any orders from him, now or at any future time,
and for so doing we would be answerable to the Committee at home. He
grew so angry that the Surgeon took him out into the street to try and cool
him down, and here he commenced giving away a quantity of cigars he
had brought with him in a light waggon to all the soldiers standing about.
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A German officer interfered, said there were plenty of cigars in store
there, and he had better take them back with him. On this a most violent
scene ensued. Now, he had in hand 200/ of the committee’s money, and
with some of this he had bought the various stores he brought up, and
which he afterwards gave away recklessly on the journey to Pont-a-
Mousson. In reckless giving, however, he was not worse than many
others, and it was often a source of bitter regret to us, when we thought of
the hardly earned shilling of the workman, and the widow’s mite, and the
school children’s pennies that had gone with the princely donations of the
wealthy to make up the enormous sum that has made England famous for
ill-regulated charity through the length and breadth of Europe.

We were very sorry that no one gave a helping hand to Mr. Parker.
He and the Swiss had to move down every box, and lift them into the
waggons, whilst the Knights of St. John and their orderlies stood and
looked on. Determination, however, carried the day; but, in consequence
of all these delays, it was one o’clock before we started. We were not
offered any dinner before we left, but we were now anxious to get fairly
off. The work at Ste. Marie was so far done that things had been got into
order, the wounded were being rapidly evacuated by death or removal,*
and it was evident that in a couple of days more only those cases would
be left which would probably have to remain there weeks, whilst the
imminence of fresh battles rendered it necessary for us to push forward to
our original destination. The Secretary, having no further business in Ste.
Marie, accompanied us in his waggon, and with three others of our own
we left Ste. Marie and the Knights of Ste. John, turned up a little lane
which led from the main street to the back of the village, and emerged on
the battle-field, which lay between Ste. Marie and Gorst, on the road
through Vionville and Ars-sur-Moselle, and past Cormy to Pont-a-
Mousson.

* The evacuation was ordered because a sortie from Metz was anticipated. — StJM.
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CHAPTER VIIL
THE BURNING OF THE RED-CROSS BANNER.

OUR cortege made its way slowly up the muddy lane and came out on
the wide open bend of the battle-field. It was a huge plateau, the distance
bounded by low woods, and as the afternoon sunshine came out bright
and clear it looked sadder, than ever. Our road crossed it, and we were
very glad when it took a slight dip and brought us to the entrance of St.
Privat, a ruined village, and up to the door of a house of the better class,
occupied as an Ambulance and also as quarters for soldiers, many of
whom were lounging about, idle and dirty. We halted, and the Secretary,
calling to some Germans to assist him, commenced a distribution of
goods, principally those which he had brought with him; but one box of
English stores was so hastily broken open that next day the Swiss surgeon
brought to me half-a-dozen valuable lancets and knives which he had
found in the straw of the waggon. How many were lost on the way no
one could tell. The bread was given to the soldiers, who, as the Secretary
said, had not very large rations and must be hungry; probably they were.
The German soldiery have an immense capacity for eating, but the poor
miserable peasants who came around, and begged even for the broken
bits of biscuit we had, were rather more hungry still; but the argument
used then and afterwards, when good port wine sent from England was
given to the troops, was, some might think, unanswerable: ‘Poor fellows!
they have hard work before them, and require strength.’

It seemed ages before we moved on. The Secretary was evidently in no
hurry to get to Pont-a-Mousson. At last I ordered our driver to push on,
and he had to follow; we came out again on the wide, barren plain, and we
overlooked a valley in which stood a large village, Gorst, we were told; but
just where the road descended, yet still on the bend, was a lonely building.
It looked as if it had been a barrack, and was surrounded by a wall
enclosing the yard, which extended about fifty yards in width, between the
building and the wall. It was a mere shed, the roof had fallen in, and the
iron rails of the staircase hung, broken and twisted, from the side wall of
the top storey. It had evidently been burned, how we knew not, and the
intention was evidently to hurry past it; but the Swiss surgeon and our
English friend stopped the waggons and begged us to get out and see the
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ruin, and as a waggon behind broke down at this instant and had to be
repacked, the Secretary had no excuse for urging us forward.

We entered within the ruined enclosure. A fearful smell met us; it was
the first time we had ever experienced it. We knew it afterwards too well at
Bazeilles. And what were we walking upon? Not cinders; the charred
morsels were too soft for that? We turned sick with horror; human beings
had perished here by fire. We went out directly, and saw the blackened
skeletons of horses and pigs in the stables. Why, with the open country all
around, had no effort at escape been made, and what were the charred
morsels of wood, like the remains of a flagstaff, that had crushed in with the
roof, and those remains of iron bedsteads? Standing in the court-yard, we
heard the story. From that flagstaff the Red-Cross flag had floated. It was a
deserted barrack, occupied as an Ambulance on the evening of the battle,
and in it were three hundred French, wounded. The Germans passed on,
Gorst was occupied, and two or three days after the battle they commenced
tiring on the barrack. They saw the flag, but persisted that it was occupied
by soldiers. It caught fire, and as the wretched occupants, those who could
rise from their beds at least, tried to escape, they were met by a fire of
musketry, and all perished together; and there was the ruined, roofless
barrack, standing alone, its blackened outlines, cut clear against the blue sky,
sad witnesses of a sad event. It was a miserable mistake is the only excuse;
but the flag should, at all events, have induced some enquiry, before cannon
and rifle did their murderous work on those sheltered under it.

Saddened and oppressed by such a fearful scene, we remounted our
waggon and drove on. Gorst was as dreary and deserted as all the other
villages. A few scared women appeared, and one or two old men. We asked
for a little water, and a woman ran for a glass and got us some from a pump
close by. She seemed half-frightened, but our assurance that we were not
Prussians encouraged her, and she told us all the boys and men in the village
were gone to the war, and there was nothing left to eat. They had not even
bread; all had been taken from them, even the potatoes in their little patches
of garden, and their clothes, such as were useless being cut to pieces before
their eyes. But revenge would come some day. From first to last that was the
cry; and it will come, if not in our day, in that of the children who from
childhood are being trained all over France for the great day of triumph —
the entry into Berlin. It may be a dream, but it is a widespread one, and those
who live to a good old age may see if it is realised or not.

After an hour or so we entered Vionville, a very pretty place, with a
wide central street, and here we came to another stop. The Secretary ran off
after sundry friends, and, whilst we were waiting, an English gentleman
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with a knapsack on his back came up and introduced himself as Mr.
Herbert of the British Society. I told him our troubles with the Secretary.
Nothing could be more kind and considerate than he was, and he begged
us to write to him, giving us an address, and he would come to our help at
any time. He was on a walking tour round the battle-field and the villages.
I am sure he must have seen the greatest misery and distress, and if he
knew as well as we did of the large stores of the knights at Ste. Marie, he
must have wondered why they did not ride round the neighbourhood and
afford relief to the Ambulances where the wounded were starving, and to
the peasantry who were also dying of hunger. The peasantry were French,
and the knights never professed to relieve them; but the Ambulances were,
to say the least of it, neutral, and the sick and wounded have no nationality.
And why, with all this pressure of want, stores were sent back to the huge
central depot at Pont-a-Mousson, no one could tell. It was, perhaps, the
utter ignorance of the Knights as to its existence. We can safely say they
never entered an Ambulance at Ste. Marie, never rode out to enquire into
the condition of those established not two miles from that place, and what
they did, or why they were there at all, is beyond comprehension. They ate
and drank the best of everything, they occupied the best houses as quarters,
and enjoyed a perpetual pic-nic safely out of danger, but sufficiently near to
say they had gone through a campaign. They were indeed carpet knights,*
and have their spurs yet to win.

We got tired of waiting, sitting, as we were, in an August sun, and
when the Secretary brought a gentleman, whom he introduced as Mr.
Appiat of the Geneva Society, I told him plainly we were being detained
here, I knew not why, and it would be dark before we got to Pont-a-
Mousson, and did he not think he had better move on. He said most
assuredly, and instantly asked the Secretary to go on, and we started,
having been one hour in the main street of Vionville; and here more stores
were given to the soldiers, some bacon, I particularly remember, for a
piece was reserved, which we were told was for our dinner. We got fairly
out of Vionville at last, and as far as some trees; here we came to another
halt, and the Swiss surgeon came up and told me the Secretary was
proposing to light fires and cook the bacon, and have a kind of gipsy

* Civilians who, not earning knighthood in the field of combat, are dubbed as they kneel on a carpet.

T Dr. Louis Appia (1818-1898). A founding member of the International Committee of the Red
Cross, he was the first to suggest that all volunteers in war zones should wear white armbands. He
wrote The Ambulance Surgeon; or, Practical observations on gunshot wounds. Edinburgh, 1862,
and co-authored Help for Sick and Wounded. London, 1870. See Roger Boppe’s L'Homme et la
guerre. Le docteur Louis Appia et les debuts de la Croix-Rouge. Paris, 1959.
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party, and he was very uneasy. He had promised the General to see us
safe to Pont-a-Mousson by seven o’clock, and really, if we were to light
tires and cook bacon, we should not be there before midnight.

We remonstrated violently against this new detention, and the idea was
given up. The bacon was served round raw with a slice of bread, and we
were so hungry we ate it, and having very soon finished, we insisted on
going on. The surgeons mounted the first waggon, and by dint of keeping up
its boy driver to his work we jogged along faster. Our driver was a stupid-
looking peasant, speaking only German, and his horses were harnessed with
the loosest traces that ever were seen, which had at intervals to be
disentangled. He looked like an utter idiot, and for such we took him. It
would have been better for him had he been only an idiot, as we shall see.

After leaving Vionville, we descended from what may be called the
upper level by a most lovely gorge, the sides clothed with rich foliage
down to the little stream which runs through it. We came across many a
beautiful bit of scenery in these parts, so rarely visited by travellers, no
railroad being within several miles, and we came to the decided
conclusion that a waggon is the only way of travelling by which you really
see the country. There is a remark in ‘Eothen’} that we Europeans do not
understand the true enjoyment of travelling. We go from place to place,
that is all. We found the truth of the idea. We lived our day as if this quiet
state of passing over the ground was our normal condition, arriving at a
decided resting-place, a break in our usual course of life, and we saw
more of the country and the people than years of railroad travelling
would have enabled us to do.

We gradually descended to Ars-sur-Moselle, and once more saw the
Roman aqueduct. We had passed through it on our way to Ste. Marie, but
had missed the beauties of the gorge in the darkness of the night, and after
leaving it must have lost our way, for we certainly did not go through
Vionville. The long, narrow street was crowded with troops; a Red-Cross
flag hung from almost every house.

The shops were all open and a brisk trade was going on, but more in
what are called fancy articles than food or clothing. There was but little of
those to be seen. We drove through the town, and after another hour or so
found ourselves by the bridge of Cormy. We did not cross it or enter the
town, but went steadily on. It was quite dark when we reached Pont-a-
Mousson at half-past nine instead of seven.

I Eothen: or traces of travel brought home from the East published anonymously in 1844 by
Alexander William Kinglake (1809-1891). Its tone is like Sterne’s Sentimental Journey.
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We halted in a large square, surrounded by arcades like Bologna, and
were very glad to hear English voices calling to us. There were our
friends. Of course they had finished dinner, and it was so late that we
were glad to go to the quarters they had found us. The ladies all occupied
a third-storey room in the second best hotel. The little salle-a-manger™
was crowded with soldiers smoking and drinking, and it was impossible
to sup there. The good people of the house declared it was impossible to
serve us upstairs, but I caught a small boy, who was running about with
clay pipes for the Germans, and the offer of a franc enlisted him. We got
some knives and forks, plates and glasses, and I went into the kitchen and
saw a pair of chickens in the oven. They were for the German officers’
supper, but a little private arrangement transferred them to my share, and
my aide-de-camp mounted the stairs in triumph with our spoils. What a
supper we made! We really had had so little since we left Brussels, that
even the moderate quantity we eat was more than we could well bear.
Our gentlemen had gone to quarters somewhere else, and the General told
us he would let us know before noon if we started for head-quarters that
day; he must first ascertain where they were. or not

Our waggons were left in the centre of the ‘Grande Place,” under a
Prussian guard. I had proposed bringing in, besides our little baggages,
the one small portmanteau we each of us possessed, and Louise quite
agreed it would be safer. However, the General declared that no one
could run off with the things with two sentinels watching the waggons,
and we bowed to his superior judgment, particularly as he had a very
valuable tin box there himself. The hotel seemed dirtier than ever when
we went down next day. It probably was, in times of peace, a very fair
one; but what could be expected with every room full of soldiers. Many of
them brought in their own rations and cooked them themselves over the
kitchen fire. The officers required suppers up to two in the morning, and
there was no refusing the imperious conquerors. A blow with the
sheathed sword, or the smashing all the glass in the room, would have
been the mildest form of punishment. There was no help, and no redress,
and no pay. The poor people told us their sorrows, and gave us coffee.
The Red-Cross badge was too often the pretext for demanding lodging
and food by requisition, but we always gave it clearly to be understood
we came to help and not to oppress, and that we should pay honestly, as
in peace time, for what we had.

After coffee we went out. I remarked to Louise how insecure two of
the portmanteaus were, the General’s box and the leather trunk of one of

* Dining room.
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our ladies. Louise pointed out that her trunk was fastened by a chain, and
mine buried under a heavy chest that required two men to move, but she
thought we had better tell the others. We went back to do so, but they
were out, and we waited a little while in the salle-a-manger. The Swiss
surgeon came up to the window, and handed in the instruments he had
found scattered in the straw. He had had his orders to go direct to Nancy,
and with much regret we took leave of him and his friend. They told us of
some very good hot baths, and we went to them. They were far superior
to any I ever had in England, and we only paid a franc for each, including
a plentiful supply of hot towels and a special room, which, we were
assured, no ‘dirty German officers’ had ever used.

On our return we passed the waggons. The two trunks were gone!
We instantly gave the alarm. The General came up, and a search was
commenced. Mr. W— declared directly he distrusted the driver (our
supposed idiot), for he had found him selling the forage given out for the
horses, and Mr. A— said he had always disliked the downcast look of his
face, whilst Louise and I persisted we had always thought him more
knave than fool. All these complimentary opinions, however, did not find
the lost baggage, and the only thing to be done was to replace, as far as
possible, the contents of the portmanteau of our lady companion. I told
the Secretary that clearly the Society ought to pay the damage. Had the
baggage been brought in, as we requested, this would not have happened.
I begged her to make an estimate of the value. She made one, far too
moderate, not even valuing the things at a fair price. Part of the sum
claimed the Secretary paid, saying he could spare no more. I trust the rest
may be paid. When I named it to the Committee they hesitated. With all
the thousands they flung recklessly away they need not have scrupled at
giving a five-pound note to replace necessary clothing, lost on actual
service by one who was certainly a most active, faithful, and unpaid
servant. The General gave notice to the German authorities. His box
contained his uniform, and was therefore very valuable, and also his
medals. The driver was instantly arrested, and the Provost-Marshal
offered to shoot him then and there; but it was considered advisable to try
and screw the truth out of him. Either he had not taken the things, or was
not alarmed at the Provost Marshal’s threat, for he confessed nothing.

The day passed on, and no orders were given. Finally, we were told
to be ready at six A.M. precisely the next morning, and a fresh waggon was
found to replace that of the driver, consigned to prison for further
examination. We walked a little about the town. It was very dull, the
shops mostly shut, and, like all towns occupied by troops during war,
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very dirty; the central square littered with straw, broken bottles, and all
the debris of a bivouac. German troopers have a peculiar habit of riding
on the footpaths and pavements,* and it does not add to the cleanliness of
a place, and is peculiarly inconvenient. Probably they do not do it in
Berlin, and it reminds one of the arrangements in Damascus before the
massacres of 1860, when the terrible punishment inflicted on the
Mussulmans compelled them to change their insolent order, that no
Christians should walk on the side-paths, but run their risks in the midst
of the confusion of an Oriental street. Did the Prussian generals take a
hint from this, and try to force the unhappy people of the occupied cities
into the dirt and danger of their own streets? It really seems so. I have
often wondered, if the French had invaded Germany, would they have
been as arrogant and contemptuous and unfeeling as the German soldiery.
Would they have for gotten as completely that their turn might come
some day, and as they had sowed so they should reap? Perhaps so.
Military success is a hard trial of character. Few pass it unscathed, and the
hardheartedness it engenders is only one of the many forms of the
demoralisation which are the result of even one campaign.

We were glad to shut ourselves up in our own room, from which,
later in the evening, we descended to the salle-a-manger, and finding a
small table, we took possession of it. Amidst all the noise and smoke we
were rejoiced to find that the soldiers had not yet come into dinner, and
the room was filled with Frenchmen, whose kindness and courtesy made
us quite at home. Dinner was a difficulty. Some German officers were
dining in a small room which opened off ours, and demanding everything
there was to eat and the attention of every waiter. My pipe boy of the
night before gave us a hint what to do, and the next dish that he brought
past us I quietly took out of his hand, and so on till we had got enough,
and the officers dare not storm at us; but we very soon adjourned upstairs,
resolved to have a good and long night’s rest before our march of the
ensuing day.

* The word means ‘a hard smooth surface, especially of a public area or thoroughfare, that will
bear travel.” The British restricted its application to pedestrian travel when paved sidewalks were
introduced about 1700.

T Muslims, from the Turkish “musulmn.” To squelch independence movements, the Ottomans
encouraged Maronite Christians and Druze to hate one another. In 1860 the Druze massacred
10,000 Maronites. When the Ottomans did nothing, the French intervened on behalf of the
Maronites, and a Christian governor was installed.
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CHAPTER VIIL
THE CHASE AFTER THE KING.

IT was a bright, sunshiny morning when, on the 27th of August, we all
assembled booted and spurred at 6 A.M., ready to start on our first day’s
pilgrimage in chase of the King’s head-quarters. The aged Knight of St.
John, it seems, had declared that it was too dangerous for the ladies to go
on further, and that the stores had far better be left at the depot of the
Knights of St. John. It was not wise to contradict the venerable Baron H—.
So he was implored to go to bed and to sleep, and the General, knowing
his usual habits, arranged that ourselves and the baggage were to start at
an early hour, the greatest care being taken not to awaken the Baron, and
when later in the day Mr. W—’s light carriage, which conveyed the
General, Mr. A—, and Baron H—, should overtake us several leagues
away from Pont-a-Mousson, it would be too late for the Knight to object.
Fortunately his morning sleep was a prolonged one, for several delays
occurred. The gentlemen were obliged to go to the Provost-Marshal and
give evidence as regarded the robbery, and evidently the Provost-Marshal
had not had his breakfast and begun his daily official career, for we had
the pleasure of sitting waiting in the waggon and watching our friends
sunning themselves in the balcony of the Provost’s house for at least an
hour. The lost bagga