
216 TALES AND SKETCHES.

will see a picture of it, if you but strike oft the blue High.
land hills, that rise behind, from the long range of IONV,

hillocks that stretches away along the coast betweer1

Fimidhiorn and Nairu. I don't think it was worth all the

trouble it cost us; but the king surely knew best. Bill

and I were in the first detachment, and we had to clear

the way for time rest. The French were drawn up on the

shore, as thick as flies on a dead snake, and the bullets

rattled round us like a shower of May hail. It was a glo
rious sight, master, for a bold heart. The entire line of

sandy coast seemed one unbroken streak of fire and smoke;

and we could see the old tower of Aboukir rising like a

fiery dragon at the one end, and the straggling village of

Rosetta, half-cloud half-flame, stretching away on the other.

There was a line oflaunches and gunboats behind us, that

kept up an incessant fire on the enemy, and shot and shell

went booming over our heads. We rowed shorewards,

under a canopy of smoke and flame: the water was- broken

by ten thousand oars; and never, master, have you heard

such cheering; it drowned the roar of the very cannon.

Bill and I pulled at the same oar; but he bade me cheer,

and leave the pulling to him.

C Cheer, Jack,' he said, 'cheer! I am strong enough to

pull ten oars, and your cheering does my heart good.'

"I could see, in time smoke and the confusion, that there

was a boatstovc by a shell just beside us, and the mail

immediately behind me was shot through the head. But

we just cheered and pulled all the harder; and the mo

ment our keel touched the shore we leaped out into the

water, middle deep, and, after one well-directed volley,

charged up the beach with our bayonets fixed. I missed

footing in the hurry, just as we closed, and a big-whiskered

fellow in blue would have pinned me to the sand had not
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