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frightful carnage, fired and loaded, and fired and loaded,
and, with every discharge, sent out, as it were, the bitter-
ness of my whole soul against the enemy. DBut very dif-
ferent were my feclings when victory declared in our fa-
vor, and, exbausted and unstrung, I looked abroad among
the dead. AsIT crossed the deck my feet literally splashed
in blood; and I saw the mangled fragments of human
bodies sticking in horrid patches to the sides and the
beams above. There was a fine little boy aboard with
whom I was an especial favorite. He had been engaged,
before the action, in the construction of a toy ship, which
he intended sending to his mother ; and I used sometimes
to assist him, and to lend him a few simple tools; and,
just as we were bearing down on the enemy, he had come
running up to me with a knife which he had borrowed
from me a short time before.

«¢ Alick, Alick,’ he said, ‘I have brought you your knife;
we are going into action, you know,and I may be killed,
and then you would lose it.’

“«Poor little fellow! The first body I recognized was
his. Both his arms had been fearfully shattered by a can-
non-shot, and the surgeon’s tourniquets, which had been
fastened below the shoulders, were still there; but he had
expired ere the amputating knife had been applied. AsI
stood beside the body, little in love with war, masters, 2
comrade came up to me to say that my friend and country-
man, Donald Gair, lay mortally wounded in the cockpit.
I went instantly down to him. But never shall I forget,
though never may I attempt to describe, what I witnessed
that day in that frightful scene of death and suffering.
Donald lay in a low hammock, raised not a foot over the
deck ; and there was no one beside him, for the surgeons
had scen at a glance the hopelessness of his case, and were
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