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The following intelligent letter is from a Sergeant in the 1st Company 30th Regiment, to his parents in 
Cambridge, of which place he is a native, and his father a most respectable tradesman.  His letter does not 
allude to those horrors so vividly depicted in the Times newspaper, and which we have reason to believe 
have been greatly exaggerated:- 

                  Camp, Heights of Sebastopol, 15th Dec., 1854. 
Dear Parents, I am happy to inform you that I arrived quite safe, after a voyage of 20 days, in the Crimea; 
but we were near lost coming out.  I am lying in a tent, in sight of Sebastopol, and it is a beautiful looking 
town; it is built of soft white stone, and there are tremendous batteries all about the place.  In the last battle 
that was fought (which was the battle of Inkerman), which took place on the 5th November, our Regiment 
suffered greatly; when I joined them there were only 7 officers and 250 men in the Regiment.  The Russians 
are fine soldiers, and fight well when they are hard pushed; but they paid dearly for the attempt on the 5th 
Nov.  There are heaps of slain laying about the place unburied; it is an awful sight to see them, and we 
cannot bury them, for if we attempt to do so they send shot and shell about our ears as sharp as hail.  When 
we are on out-lying picquet, which lasts from four o’clock in the morning till four o’clock the next morning, 
in all weathers, we get one night in the tents, and perhaps even that night we are sent to the trenches to work 
till one o’clock in the morning, and the shipping and forts are continually firing at us, and it is very 
dangerous work.  We are on the heights, and the enemy cannot drive us off them.  There is a great number of 
the French with us, and they are the best soldiers I ever saw.  The Turks are not fit for anything – a lot of old 
women would be as much use as they are; they let the Russians take two of the batteries from them, and we 
had to retake them again and lost many a brave man in doing so.  The officers of their army have to whip 
them, when in the trenches, to make them work.  The people in England think they are fine soldiers, but if 
they saw them here they would soon alter their opinion with regard to them.  There are a great many men of 
the British dying here every day since I have been here; I have to thank God that I am quite well, and have 
been so since I landed.  We get no pay, and our rations are very short; but the weather has been very bad 
lately, so they cannot get our rations from the shipping, which is seven miles from here.  We get 1 oz of 
green coffee, 1 ¼ oz of sugar, 1lb of salt beef and pork, 1 lb of biscuit, and 2 glasses of rum per day; but the 
water is very hard to get, and is very bad and dirty when we do get it.  We cannot wash a shirt once in six or 
eight weeks, and if we can wash our hands and face once in six or eight weeks we are lucky.  You would be 
surprised to see the soldiers here, we are like Turks more than anything else; we have hair all over the face, 
for we never shave.  They have given us flannel shirts and drawers to keep us warm, and that was the best 
gift we could get, for they make us feel a great deal more comfortable than we did.  The Poles give 
themselves up to our picquets every time they can get away from the Russians, and they seem very glad 
when they come amongst us, for they get the same provisions as we do; they tell us that the Russians are 
getting reinforcements very often, and are encamped all around us, and seem to think that they will drive the 
Allies into the sea.  There is talk in the camp that we shall be in Sebastopol by the 1st of January, and if we 
storm the place it will be dreadful work.  We have been cannonading Sebastopol ever since the 16th of 
October, but make very little impression on either town or forts as yet.  I am afraid there will be but few 
come home after Sebastopol is taken.  I have been close to Sebastopol several times at night since I have 
been here, so that I could see the sailors on deck on board ship, and even hear them talking and singing; but 
if they had seen me and the small party with me (only six men) they would have made but short work of us.  
Any man that is wounded in action the Russians bayonet the moment they come near them, and that is the 
reason we lost so many in the last battle.  We have been longer this last time without a brush with the enemy 
than any time yet.  We are turned out once or twice every night, expecting they are making an attack on our 
outposts.  I am afraid that it will be a poor Christmas with me out here.  I should like some of the Old 
English beef and pudding, and ale, but there is nothing of the sort to be got here.  I should like to be sitting 
down to dinner with you; it would be the greatest treat I can imagine.  Dear Parents, I hope you are all 
enjoying good health, and that, with God’s assistance, you will continue to do so.  I hope that you will send 
me a letter as soon as you get this, and let me know how you are all getting on; and be kind enough to send 



me a few postage stamps, and a newspaper as often as you can, no matter whether new or old, as we know 
nothing about what is going on at home.  The reason I want stamps is so that I can write at any time, and the 
letter will come quicker and cost nothing when you get it.  I send my kind love to you all, and my best 
respects to all inquiring friends.  You must excuse this scrawl, as I am in a hurry, and the Russians are firing 
their best on us from Sebastopol. 

George Edwards Record of Service 

P.S. – Write as soon as you possibly can, and I will let you know when we are in Sebastopol, and, in fact, all 
that we are doing out here. 

Pte. 30th Regiment of Foot, Walmer Barracks, Kent, age 26 

[30th Foot in Crimea by 25/5/1854] 

WO 12/4613 [1850-51] 
Pte 2179 George Edwards at Walmer 

WO 12/4614  [1851-52] at Walmer 

WO 12/4615 [1852-53] at Dover 
Promoted to Corporal. 
During 1/1/1853 to 31/3/1853 33 days in hospital 

WO 12/4616 [1853-54] at Dover and Fermoy, Ireland 
1/4/1853 – 30/6/1853   3 days on ship 
1/7/1853 – 30/9/1853 Fermoy 
1/1/1854 – 31/3/1854 Fermoy 

WO 12/4617 [1854-55] Fermoy & Crimea 
1/4/1854 – 30/4/1854 Depot Coy Fermoy 
1/5/1854 – 30/6/1853 Depot Coy Fermoy [3 days at sea?] 
1/7/1854 – 30/9/1854 Depot Coy Fermoy – promoted Sergeant from 1/7/1854 
1/10/1854 – 30/11/1854 t/f to Service Coy 30/11/1854 [35 days on ship] 
30/11/1854 – 31/12/1854 Crimea 
1/1/1855 – 18/3/1855 died of sickness in Crimea [had enlisted 11/1/1843] 

[2179 Sgt George Edwards 30th Foot included on the Crimean Medal Roll] 

History of the XXX Regiment by Lt Col N Bannatyne 1923 pg 424 

XXX Regiment embarked from Gibraltar for Crimea 1/5/1854, arrived Scutari 11/5/1854. 

Two Depot Companies embarked from Cork on 8/5/1854 and arrived 24/5/1854 

“Captain Dillon, Lieutenant Austin, one sergeant, and fifty privates had joined from the depot on December 
2nd [1854]........” 

Cambridge Chronicle 14/4/1855 Death notice:- 
March 19, in the Camp Hospital, on the heights before Sebastopol, of fever, George Edwards, Sergeant in 
the 30th regiment of Foot, son of Mr Edwards, Market street. 

Supplied by Dave Edwards


