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PREFACE

I~ presenting to his readers the following pages dealing
with one of the most noteworthy, even if lamentable, inci-
dents in the world’s history, the author feels that he must
do so with the apology that the work is only partly done.
The magnitude of the phenomena that are associated with
the Pelée eruptions, and the obscurity in which many of
the facts pertaining thereto still remain, will necessitate
further research before the episode can be made fully
known in all its relations, and probably some of the con-
clusions here set forth will have to be modified in the light
of future investigations. But the history as it stands may
be considered measurably complete, and it has the advan-
tage, at least, of being based largely upon personal observa-
tion.

The author’s two visits to Martinique were made after
an interval of three months, in the latter part of May and
again in August, and during these times he enjoyed unu-
sual opportunities for the prosecution of his work. The
pleasing courtesies of the people of Martinique helped
largely to whatever of success was obtained, and contributed
a degree of comfort in labor the absence of which would
have been sorely trying. During the later visit it was the
author’s privilege to be a close witness of the second great
death-dealing eruption of Mont Pelée, and he had thereby
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the marked advantage of being able to make his investiga-
tions in a newly-culled field.

The author feels himself under obligation to many, on
and off the island, who in one way or another proffered
assistance, and to these collectively he extends his thanks;
but the: history of personal travel would not be complete
without a special acknowledgment being made to his friends
of Vivé, Assier and. Trinité, who neglected no effort to
insure comfort to himself and to his associates. These are
MM. Fernand and Joseph Clere, Lagarrigue de Meillae,
Teliam de Chancel, and, not least, Mlle. Marie de Jaham,
the affable hostess of the €lerc establishment. A special
expression of thanks is also due to M. Louis des Grottes,
of the Habitation Leyritz, United States Consul Louis H.
Aymé, whose many kindnesses brought a ready introduction
of the author to the island, and M. Ivanes.

The illustrations that accompany the work are largely
from photographs taken by the author himself, and many
of them represent, in a way that has probably not been
possible before, the consecutive stages in the paroxysmal
eruption of a very active volcano. Other photographs were
obtained : through the kind permission of Messrs. Under-
wood & Underwood, of New York, whose representative
in Martinique was for a while associated with the author in
his studies of Mont Pelée.

Angero HEirprix.

GEOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY OF PHILADELPHIA,
Décember, 1902.
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MONT PELEE

THE TRAGEDY OF MARTINIQUE

I
IMPRESSIONS OF MARTINIQUE

My first view of the unhappy island whose misfortunes
have so deeply roused the sympathies of the world was in
the early morning of the 25th of May, two and a half
weeks after one of the greatest tragedies recorded in history
had been enacted on its shores. The Fontabelle was then
steering her course close in shore, but it was not until we
had passed the nimbus of the great ash-cloud that Pelée
was throwing out to sea that we began to distinguish the
features of recognizable land. The island in front of us .
was not a tropical paradise, but a withered piece of the
earth that seemed to be just emerging from chaos. Every-
thing was gray and brown, sunk behind a cloud which only
the mind could penetrate ; there was nothing that appealed
restfully to the eye.

The landscape was barren as though it had been graven
with desert tools, scarred and made ragged by floods of
water and boiling mud, and hardly a vestige remained of

the verdant forest that but a short time before had been
1



2 IMPRESSIONS OF MARTINIQUE

the glory of the land. Great folds of cloud and ash hung
over the crown of the volcano, and from its lower flanks
issued a veritable tempest of curling vapor and mud.
Lying close to its southern foot, and bathed in the flame
of a tropical sunshine, was all that remained of the once
attractive city of Saint Pierre—miles of wreckage that
reached up from the silent desert of stone and sand, show-
ing no color but the burning grays that had been flung to
them or that had formed part of mother earth.

We entered the harbor of Fort-de-France shortly after
eight o’clock, and took our place beside the white flank of
the Suchet, whose work in the catastrophe of the 8th had
made it famous among its craft. Two other men-of-war,
their sheets drooping from the foreyards like linen in a
Neapolitan passaggio, were also sweltering under the genially
tropical sun, with schools of gars and dog-fishes swirling
about their hulls. The city did not at this time impress
me as being particularly concerned in the havoc that lay
so close to-its doors. It being the Sabbath day, the busi-
ness streets wore the usual dress of pleasurable inactivity,
and only in the savane, or open square, and in and about
the hotels, was there anything to remind one of a serious
life. Uniformed members of the army and navy, city and
state officials, black and white, newspaper editors, scientists,
and others were gathered around in groups, discussing the
two important topics of the day—the elections that had
recently been held and the possibility of Pelée’s activity
invading the city. The voleano itself is not visible from
the lower part of Fort-de-France, but its great white cloud,
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whose towering at all times attracted the attention of some
eyes, helped to keep it in evidence, and supplied a never-
failing ferment for conversation and argument.

I took lodgings in a promising location at the inner end
of the green which surrounds the statue of the Empress

Photo. Heilprin
FORT-DE-FRANCE AND THE PITONS DE CARBET

Josephine, and where my room opened up on tiled roofs
and circling corridors, and the distant flowing curls of the
volcano. The hotel was disorganized and the service gone,
but for this Pelée was properly held responsible, for its
recent eruptions, especially that of May 20, had created
a degree of consternation among those who did not permit
themselves to believe that security was assured by distance
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which could be realized only by those who had lived
through the recent occurrences of the unfortunate island.
It required but a warning to set the population in panic,
and many thought it a wise precaution to place themselves
where warnings were not a necessary prelude to a peaceful
living.

Fort-de-France, which is now, after the destruction of
Saint Pierre, the most important centre of population in
the island of Martinique, occupies part of the northern
face of one of the best harbors of the Lesser Antilles, and
is backed by the heights of Carbet on the north. It lies
close to the water’s edge, with only two to five feet level
between it and the surface of the sea, and thus invites to
itself a form of catastrophe which has more than once
visited other parts of the island. On the night of the
great eruption of August 30, the sea rose close to the
outer border of the savane, directly abreast of the main
hotel. The lower parts are built on made ground, and it
is, therefore, with just fear that the people look to a pos-
sible ras de marée.

The city has little to show for itself as a municipium
of nearly eighteen thousand inhabitants, the seat of govern-
ment, and the depot of naval and military stores. Until
the conflagration of 1890, which destroyed its major por-
tion, it was built chiefly of wood, but since that time stone
and rubble form the principal materials of construction.
The only conventionally interesting sites or locations are
the city green or savane, hardly cared for but ornamented
with a number of stately and regenerated royal palms; the
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IMPRESSIONS OF MARTINIQUE 5

allées of rubber, tamarin and giant sabliers (Hura crepi-
fans) ; the cathedral, and the shedded market, where may
be observed at close range the faces of all nationalities
known to Martinique, and a Babel of voices heard at
nearly all hours of the day.

Beyond this there is little to attract, although many
interesting phases and pictures of life can be picked up by
those seeking new impressions, especially along the banks of
the picturesque, even if not wholly pure, Riviéere Madame.
Apart from the Hotel-de-Ville, there is no commanding
edifice of any kind, whether- official or private, and the
shops that aspire to a degree of worldliness are few in
number. With scarcely an exception, the streets of the
city are narrow and have the restricted sidewalks that
belong to most tropical cities of this class. Each has its
own surface-water, serving as a store to those needing it
and as an expurgator of accumulated and accumulating
filth.

The houses are chiefly of rubble and plaster or stucco,
with pitched roofs, and the greater number are of two or
three stories. There are few among them that can lay
claim to architectural effect, and they lack wholly the
attractive features that belong to Spanish and Mexican
houses. On the surrounding heights, where many of the
wealthier people reside and enjoy fresh air, there are
residences of finer pretence, and some of these are charm-
ingly inviting in their garden approaches. The focus of
social life of the city is the savane, with its bordering allées,
and the great expanse of unadorned grass. Here, late in
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the afternoon of almost every day, may be seen what there
is of the fashion and wealth of the city, the little gather-
ings of French men and women, their promenades, saluta-
tions and dress, recalling in miniature the life of Europe.
Necessarily; these gatherings are only of nutshell dimen-
sions, and however they may paréake of the atmosphere of
true France, they give one only the feeling of being exiled,
for the life that surrounds is foreign in every way.

Four-fifths, or more, of those whom one sees are yellow
or black in color—mixed creoles, mulattoes, negroes, and
coolies—the true Martiniquians, if one chooses to call them
such. Except about the hotels and as representatives of
the government, army and navy, white men are in evi-
dence. merely as points of reference. Nearly all the
municipal offices, from the lowest to the highest, are filled
by representatives of the colored or black race, and the
same "holds measurably true of the offices held under the
rule of the government. One of the two regular jour-
nals of the city, La Cblonie, is edited and published by a
man of color ; the librarian of the Bibliothéque Schoelcher
is likewise colored. The condition existing at Saint Pierre
at the time of its destruction was different. It was the
city, par excellence, and it housed the wealth and aristocracy
of the island.

Hearn, in one of his brilliant color pictures of the
people, characterizes them as being a population of the
“ Arabian Nights,” many colored, but with yellow as the
dominating tint. He invests them with a glory that is not
at all times theirs, but on the whole they are kindly in
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spirit, the women, more particularly, graceful and dignified
in bearing, and both sexes sufficiently alive to the recogni-
tion of their worth. The men do not differ radically from
other negro and mulatto types that are distributed through-

IN THE SAVANE OF FORT-DE-FRANCE

out the south, except that they are softer in character and
more gentle in their ways, an inheritance, doubtless, of
French associations. It is different with the women, who
appear immediately as a race apart. Of unusual height,
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supple and straight as their royal palms, these proud
products of Martiniquian soil at once arrest attention ; and
while one could readily challenge the contention that they
are the “fairest of the fair,” it may be admitted that some
of their types are imperiously attractive, and that a voice
more beautiful than theirs or one better qualified to charm,
cannot be found as a quality belonging to any other
race.

In striking contrast to the degree of unattractiveness of
its capital city, is the island of Martinique itself. Situated
in a quarter of the globe where nature knows no limit to
her work, and where the tares and stubble of erratic
growth have not yet developed sufficiently to deface, it comes
to the eye, save where desolating death has latterly laid its
hand, a picture of charming loveliness—peaceful but ex-
uberant. Its gently swelling outline does not remind one
of the crags and cliffs of Capri, of Ischia and of other
Mediterranean islands ; nor do its heights recall the nearer
mountains of Cuba, Jamaica or Porto Rico. The landscape
is that of the Lesser Antilles, diversified in its own way,
and breathing its own atmosphere. Dominica, near to it,
has perhaps most of its fine nature, and St. Kitts sur-
passes in quiet repose; but the unfortunate French island,
now writhing in the coils of the dragon that wrought its
earlier fabric, has a charm of its own, which its neighbors
have failed to cultivate, or which, with them, has, perhaps,
already ceased to exist.

- It may not be difficult to find islands that are more
beautiful, more winsome, than Martinique, but it is less
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easy to find one that is quite its equal. It has the softest
of summer zephyrs blowing across its fields and hillsides;
swift and tumbling waters break through forest and plain;
and mountain heights rise to where they can gather the
island’s mists to their crowns. There are pretty thatched
cottages, nestling in the shade of the cocoanut, mango and
bread-fruit, and decked out with bright hibiscus and Bou-
gainvillea; and fields of tobacco and patches of coffee and
cacao, added to bright cane, tell of a degree of prosperity
that most of the other islands do not have.

Seen from the sea, the island rises up into a series of
bold or even rugged prominences, with hanging slopes of
beautiful woodland, and fields of sugar-cane running into
their midst. The lesser heights swell up like huge camel-
humps from the confused landscape, giving a charming
background to the village sites that lie about them. During
the middle hours of day obscuring clouds generally hang
over the mountains, but in the early morning the summit
cap of Pelée, the loftiest eminence of the land, can generally
be seen dominating the landscape.

Until within the last few years the forest-primeval
clothed the mountain slopes from base to summit, but to-day
little remains of the true grands bois. A woodland of ex-
quisite luxuriance, and showing the “distinctive features of
a tropical vegetation, may still be seen and felt along the
deep waterways of the interior; but the hand of man has
been steadily wiping out the glories of wild nature, to put
in their place the more humble picture of cultivation.
Fields of brilliant cane lie in the south, in the east and in
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the north, and from their product the island returns most
of what wealth it has to its inhabitants; and still humbler
plantations of cassava, bread-fruit and banana surround the
domestic cottage.

Martinique is the second in size of the group of beauti-
ful islands known as the Caribbees, and lies four hundred
and ten miles due north of the main mouth of the Orinoco
River. Its softly rugged heights, and somewhat loftier
elevations, the mornes, rise from an almost immediate depth
of water of four to six thousand feet, and have for their
nearest neighbors Dominica on the north, and St. Lucia on
the south, each separated off by a billowy sea of twenty to
twenty-five miles. Nearly the whole of the island, except
where in local patches the coral-animal has built up its
reefs, is of voleanic origin—the soil, the hills, the stream-
boulders all bearing testimony to the action of volcanic
forces which were in operation thousands of years ago.
We possess no positive information of any eruption having
disturbed its surface prior to 1792, when, in the month of
January, a feeble activity, comparable to that of August,
1851, gave indication of the life that still rested within.
The present active point of the island is Mont Pelée, a
mountain of only Vesuvian proportions, whose broad foot
defines nearly the whole north shore.

Rising to four thousand two hundred feet, or somewhat
higher, its summit dominates the whole island, save where
the line of sight is cut by the bold and hardly less signifi-
cant peaks or Pitons of Carbet—ancient volcanic knobs
three thousand nine hundred and sixty feet in elevation—
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that lie north of Fort-de-France. History records no ac-
tivity on the part of these mountains, nor from the still
conical Vauclin in the south.

Though so important among its neighbors, Martinique
is hardly more than a garden-spot, for it covers less than
four hundred square miles, and the greater part of it could
be packed into the area that is covered by the first city of
the United States. Lying well within the tropics, it has
all that a resourceful nature provides, and man has done
much—not too much, some will say—to improve what
nature has left undone. He has cut beautiful roadways
through meadowland and forest, around cultivated fields
and gardens and on the seashore cliffs high above the
surging waters. He has removed most of the forest, and
put in its place the cultivated field. Wherever we turn the
eye, it falls upon a peaceful living, and there is little to re-
mind one that man may be in want, and that the necessaries
of life are not justly distributed. But withal, the island is
not wholly a paradise, for it has had its earthquakes, its
cyclones, and its inundations ; and now must be added to its
unfortunate assets the most destructive volcanic outburst
that has ravaged any one region. The earthquake of 1339,
which wrecked one-half of the capital city, Fort-de-France,
and cost the lives of no less than four hundred people, is
still a part of modern history; but the terrible cyclone of
August 18, 1891, which blotted forty hamlets from the map
of the island, lies much nearer to our own day. It is, in-
deed, remarkable, seeing how numerous in the past have
been earthquake disturbances of one kind or another, that
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the late volcanic cataclysm should have been so nearly free
of seismic movement of any kind.

In this island world of three hundred and eighty square
miles there lived before the eventful 8th of May one
hundred and ninety thousand people, or five hundred to

& SO =

MARTINIQUE WOMAN

every square mile—about the same number to the square
mile as is found in England and Wales, and two and a
half times that in France. The number now living has
been lessened by about a sixth. Though not quite so de-
spairingly wrecked as some of its sister islands, Martinique
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shares in their decadent misfortunes. Capital is lacking for
new enterprises, and energy wherewith to obtain capital.
The production of sugar and rum, with its small mar-
gin for profit in some parts, and the absolute loss en-
tailed in the cultivation of the cane elsewhere, remains the
“chief industry of the island, and were it not for the ex-
treme fertility of the soil, and the fact that a small and in-
dependent living can still be made from patches of earth
that have not yet been bonded to sugar-estates, the land
would soon go impoverished in the way of the other beautiful
islands of the Lesser Antilles. As it is, despite its many
misfortunes and vicissitudes, Martinique remains a com-
parative garden-spot, and the eye falls with delight upon
the pieces of cultivation—of banana, bread-fruit, cocoanut,
cassava, and Carib cabbage—that lie about on the hill-
sides, in the hollows, and along the roadside, and give a
living to thousands who have no work beyond their garden
palings, and hardly more within them.

M. Bourgarel, in the Economiste Européen, notes that
of the area of the island now under cultivation—forty-
seven thousand hectares out of a total of ninety-eight thou-
sand—approximately twenty thousand are given over to
the cultivation of the cane, which is little more than it was
in 1867 (eighteen thousand five hundred and sixty-five).
From that year until 1886, when the sugar crisis materially
checked the prosperity of the island, the development of
the cane-growing industry was steady for nearly every year,
the hectareage finally reaching twenty-eight thousand four
hundred and fifty. At this time, therefore, compared with
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what it was at its maximum, sixteen years ago, the industry
has fallen short by almost exactly thirty per cent.; and
now, with the devastation that has taken place in the
northern section of the island, where are situated many of
the most thriving plantations and some of the largest
usines of the colony, and the added uncertainties of work
that necessarily follow such a storm, the product will be
reduced very much further. It may be that this condition
will in the end work to the advantage of the island, for
it is certain that it is capable of rising to other industries
that, in the present condition of the sugar problem, must
yield more largely in profit, and open the way to a material
progress which confinement to a single. enterprise cannot
permit. :

Martinique, though well supplied with excellent interior
roads, which place its different locations in easy union with
one another, is entirely lacking in the means of rapid com-
munication. Excepting the small private roads, that op-
erate individually in the different plantations, there is not a
line of running railroad, whether steam or electric, on the
entire island. Inland transportation and carriage are had
by means of an antiquated coach-service and by individual
porterage, both men and women being willing servants to
this form of labor. The heavy, lumbering ox-cart, with its
double-yoked team, is still a part of the scenery of the
Martinique roadway, and may remain such, so far as
present indications point, for some time still in the future.
The modernizing of the island, while it has brought with it
a certain number of “improvements”’—the electric light,
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SAINT PIERRE AND ITS RUINS

Larcapio Heary, in his work on the West Indies,
gives the following description of the city he knew so well :

“The quaintest, queerest, and the prettiest withal,
among West Indian cities; all stone-built and stone-flagged,
with very narrow streets, wooden or zinc awnings, and
peaked roofs of red tile, pierced by gable dormers. Most
of the buildings are painted in a clear yellow tone, which
contrasts delightfully with the burning blue ribbon of
tropical sky above; and no street is absolutely level;
nearly all of them climb hills, descend into hollows, curve,
twist, describe sudden angles. There is everywhere a loud
murmur of running water, pouring through the deep gut-
ters contrived between the paved thoroughfare and the
absurd little sidewalks, varying in width from one to three
feet. The architecture is that of the seventeenth century,
and reminds one of the antiquated quarter of New Orleans.
All the tints, the forms, the vistas, would seem to have been
especially elected or designed for aquarelle studies. The
windows are frameless openings without glass; some have
iron bars; all have heavy wooden shutters with movable
slats, through which light and air can enter.”

Saint Pierre, which at the time of its destruction was
the most important commercial town of the island of

Martinique, was also the earliest French settlement on the
16
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island, having been founded by Esnambuc as far back as
1635. It lay on an open roadstead, without harbor advan-
tages of any kind, and directly appressed to the southern
foot of Mont Pelée. Its position relative to the destroy-
ing volcano was very similar to that which Herculaneum
and Pompeii bore to the ancient Vesuvius. The early
establishment of the settlement, its beautiful position, and
the fact that it was the natural outlet to one of the rich-
est cane and cacao districts of the island, doubtless led
to its supremacy over every other location, and made the
absence of a harbor a matter of secondary importance. It
was the home of the bankers, merchants and shippers.
Many of the largest planters had seasonable homes here,
and had built beautiful villas along the height of Morne
d’Orange, the Reduits, and Trois Ponts. Out of a total
population for the city proper,' as reported in the census of
1894, of nineteen thousand seven hundred and twenty-two,
probably not less than from five thousand to six thousand
were whites. Indeed, some who profess to have known the
city well, assert that the white population could not have
numbered less than eight thousand,—or more than is
contained in the capitals of most of the Lesser Antilles
collectively. Saint Pierre is described as having been a
city of gay and open life, and with a moral tone perhaps
considerably lower than that of most tropical cities. How-
ever this may be, it is certain that the city was the
attracting focus of the island, and to it gravitated all
classes of the island community, especially those who had

been favored by fortune’s wheel. It is sometimes referred
t‘)
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to as the most beautiful city of the West Indies, but apart
from its charming location and the manner of its construc-
tion, in rising tiers lined to the surrounding heights, there
would seem to be little to justify this extreme idealization.
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THE THEATRE—SAINT PIERRE

Although boasting of a number of stately, even imposing,
edifices, such as the cathedral, town-hall, military hospital,
club and theatre, and several attractive promenades and
squares, the city, as Hearn describes it, was in the main
old-fashioned, with narrow streets, stone and stucco houses
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of two and three stories, and steeply pitching roofs of red-
tiling. It was closely pressed together so as to keep out the
tropical heat, and had the benefit of abundant shade-trees
both in the public ways and the numerous house gardens.
The streets were lit by electricity, as they are to-day in
Fort-de-France. On the heights outside of the main city,
especially along the valley of the romantic Roxelane, the
better-to-do had erected charming villas, and embellished
their sites with gardens of luxuriant vegetation. The
wrecks of some of these still remain, sufficiently to show
their attractive features. Saint Pierre was the educational
centre of the island, and its Lycée was diplomated with the
rank of similar institutions in France. One of the most
notable institutions of the city was the botanical garden,
near the foot of Mont Parnasse, which at one time had the
enviable reputation of being the most beautiful of all the
~ lesser botanical gardens of the tropics. Many of the
plants of tropical cultivation in the famous Jardin des
Plantes of Paris had been obtained from this garden. Of
late years, however, the Saint Pierre garden had been but
indifferently cared for, the arboretums had run to wild
jungle, exquisitely beautiful in the wealth and exuberance
of tropical vegetation, while the science of cultivation was
being but little attended to. The lovely waterfall remained
as the chief attraction to the people.

Along its ocean. frontage, Saint Pierre had a length of
about two miles, extending from the Anse north of Carbet
to beyond the Roxelane River. Its parts were respectively
designated the Mouillage (towards the south), named from
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‘the place of debarkation and landing ; the Centre ; the Fort,
north of the Roxelane; and the Trois Ponts, situated along
the latter river and east of the Centre. The Mouillage
was dominated by the abrupt height, constructed of ancient
lava or basalt, known as the Morne d’Orange, along whose
sea-face the road from Carbet descends.

The picturesque rock-bedded Roxelane, whose source is
in the southwestern slopes of the Pelée buttress, traversed
the city in its northern quarter, and was crossed by a num-
ber of bridges, two of which, both of them apparently firm,
still span the lower course. Above it, on hanging walls, as
it were, were located some of the most attractive villas of
the wealthier classes. Beyond the Riviére-des-Péres on
the north followed the suburb of Fonds-Coré. The foci
of the active and social life of the city were the Mouillage
or landing, with its hundreds of casks of sugar and rum;
the savane or city green; the Place Bertin; and the Rues
Victor Hugo and Bouillé. A single line of cars helped
the city to rapid transit.

When I visited Saint Pierre towards the close of May
and in early June the weather was very hot. The sun
beat down with intense energy, and we wondered how the
city could have maintained its favor with the Martiniquians.
Situated on the leeward side of the mountains, the site
lacks wholly in the advantage that is offered by the trade-
winds to the locations on the east coast. There were also
few public gardens and breathing places, which must have
contributed much to the discomfort of the summer inhabi-
tants. It was this that made Morne Rouge, only four miles
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distant, the resort of Saint Pierre. Charmingly located at
an elevation of fourteen hundred feet above the city, on a
ridge uniting Mont Pelée with the contreforts of the Pitons
de Carbet, and looking down over both the Atlantic and
Caribbean waters, it received the softening winds from the
east, and gave to its inhabitants in a tropical clime the
blessings of a temperate region. Morne Rouge is said to
have housed at times not less than from two thousand to
three thousand people coming from Saint Pierre.

On the evening of August 30, when Mont Pelée again
swept out its fiery tongue, and laid to waste one of the
most charming spots in the whole island of Martinique,
Morne Rouge met the fate that overtook Saint Pierre. The
city was wiped out, and the greater part of its population
annihilated. Besides the church, whose noble spire still
rises mockingly over the blighted landscape, only a few
houses remain ; gardens and woodland were swept out of
existence. In the place of all this is a desert—perhaps
more soft than that of Saint Pierre, but reading the same
history.

The traveller who to-day visits the site of Saint Pierre
sees hardly more than a mass of tumbled ruins. Where
before were the Rue Victor Hugo, with its rows of two-
and three-storied, pitched-roofed shops and residences, and
the Rue Bouillé, are heaps of concrete and boulders, piled
three and five feet, and more. The Place Bertin is known
by what remains of its fountain, and by the prostrate trees
that have stretched themselves in parallel lines to the south.
Tier after tier of rubbled bulwark rises up to the surround-
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ing heights, but above, as well as below, there are only
ruined walls, with heaps of decay lying between them.
Not a roof remains to indicate that any habitation ever had
a cover; not a chimney to recall the cheer and welcome of
the fireside. The eye follows long lines of half-standing
walls, more like the arches of ancient aqueducts than parts
of buildings, the greater number to-day running parallel
with the ocean front. There is little that rises above two
stories, and hardly anything to half that level. Flats of
‘ash rise up here and there to what may have been roof
corners, elsewhere the covering is so light that the old
paving-blocks come to the surface. At intervals bits of
polished: mosaic paving appear through the ash, showing
where attractive house gardens had been located; stone
garden-posts and flower-stands lie about, and with them
fragments of decorative railing. The old club bathing
establishment is still there with water in its basement, but
its broad flights of steps, with the great flower-vases stand-
ing on either side, lead only to heaps of broken stone and
mortar. We see the great palm that stood in the court of
the Saint Pierre Club, but only as a charred stump rising
from its garden of desolate débris. These and other land-
marks help to frame a picture of the city which seems
destined never again to rise from its ashes.

When I visited Saint Pierre on the 25th of May, five
days after the second great eruption, the color of life had
been entirely driven from it. Everything was gray or of
the color of baked and mudded earth, little different from
the stern landscape which adjoins on the north and north-
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east. There were no pi‘nks, or yellows, or blues that give
the life to habitations in the tropics. Save for the small
ants that were already beginning to crawl about and recon-
struct for themselves new homes, the ruins gave out no

RUE VICTOR HUGO—SAINT PIERRE

evidence of the living, whether of man, of beast, or bird.
An impressive silence, disturbed only by the human scaven-
gers who were prowling about for observation and study,
prevailed everywhere; and not even the angry volcano to
the northeast, with its hurling clouds of mud and ash,
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interfered with the general quiet of the scene. Compared
with Pompeii, Saint Pierre appeared ten times more ancient.
The green and fertile slopes of Campania, with their nest-
ling cottages and cultivated fields, are here wanting; they
existed once, and not many days before, but they had
passed for the time. These make modern even an ancient
field. In Pompeii the eye has had restored to it the special
activities of man ; he reads the life of the household, hears
the clamor of the market-place, follows the debate in the
Forum, and gambles on the wheels of the chariots as they
whirl around the circus field. In Saint Pierre, for those
who have not known it before, there is nothing of this.
Though its walls are modern, though everything that per-
tains to their construction and everything that has been
found within is modern, the city itself looks as though it
had been deserted at a time when man was still prepared
to be a wanderer, long before the beautiful sculptures of
Pompeii had been carved, long before the paintings had
been put on walls to charm and adorn.

For two miles or more the ruins continue; you know
the streets by their standing walls, you recognize some of
the houses by what the walls still carry. Here is the cor-
ner of the cathedral, there the municipal building, and
farther to one side the wall of the military hospital. Only
a few days before it still bore the clock, with the hands
marking eight?® minutes of eight, which told the precise
time at which the catastrophe took place.

We followed clumps of charred tree-trunks along what
was the ocean promenade, and from them passed to the
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square or Place Bertin, where, in the shade of its lofty
trees and around its attractive fountain, the populace met
for recreation and business. What is there to-day ? Great
tree-trunks stretched in line, their branches buried in dust
and turned almost to coal, their roots pointing to the moun-
tain that brought such devastation.

We found twisted bars of iron, great masses of roof
sheathing wrapped like cloth about the posts upon which
they had been flung, and iron girders looped and festooned
as if they had been made of rope. We climbed over and
under ruins, over roofs and into cellars, and everywhere
was the same lifeless quiet. Great heaps of rubbish lay
on all sides of us, and on every side they bore evidence of
the terrible force that laid them low. We seemed to be
wandering through a city that had been blown from the
mouth of a cannon, and not one that had been destroyed
by any force of nature.

Yet stranger things were found here. We stumbled
upon little cups of china that were still perfect in all their
form, upon corked vessels in which water remained pure
and unchanged, and upon little packets of starch in which
the starch granules remained as when they were first put
in. It seemed remarkable that the great storm that had so
ruthlessly stamped out the life of man should have pro-
tected and left unharmed these little things that belonged
to his household. Here, in the chemist’s shop, were some
of his things, untouched. Even from the spigot of the
street fountain cold water was still running, as it ran of
old. Here lay bundles of clay pipes, with the clay un-
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burned, in nearly the same places where they had been
offered for sale across the counter. High up in the town
I found the sounding-board of a piano, with many of its
strings still tightly wound about their pegs.

All this seemed more like a dream than a reality. As
bits of beautiful mosaic paving came out of the ashes, we
asked ourselves, Are these never to be trod again? Are
there to be no more flowers and plants in the gardens about
which bits of fence-railing remain? Are the glad faces no
more to be seen of those who sat on the porches and veran-
das, where only broken columns now stand ?

We wandered sadly along. One of our party told us
that a group of bodies lay near. Yes, in the bath-room of
a private house lay six, burned in flesh until they were
hardly recognizable as bodies. A woman was stretched
on her back at the bottom of the bath-tub, with her left
arm thrown out as if to grasp something in her bitter
anguish. Near by was an infant, hardly too large to be
carried in the arms, and beside it the body of another
woman, crouched as if in agony and despair. To this
room probably all had retired, expecting a moment of
relief from the tornado of death that swept over them.
‘We came across another group, eight in number. They
told the same history as the first.

The thousands of bodies that lie here have been partly
burned, and nearly all are buried—buried by the con-
tinuing fall of ashes from the volecano. It is a strange
fate that the mountain whose eruption cost the lives of so
many should also give to them their natural burial. It
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continues in its work of activity as if nothing had hap-
pened, mocking the beautiful world that surrounds it.
Miles high into the air it is still puffing its steam and
ashes, and from its interior still issues that deep thunder that
more than once before gave warning which was not heeded.

‘What to many must appear most singular in connec-
tion with the terrible catastrophe of May 8, is that the
stroke of death followed a course that left little behind to
tell its own history. The student of geology wanders
among the ruins of a former prosperous city, and seeks in
vain for those signs of volcanic and seismic activity which
are and have always been associated with the destruction-
dealing powers of volcanoes. He searches in vain for the
rifts that may have tumbled the miles of buildings—in
vain for the lava-flows with which history has associated
Etna and Vesuvius. A force of men could almost dig out
this modern Pompeii in a day or two, so feeble in most
parts is the ash that has impounded the streets, so gently
soft the material that the great volcano has vomited out.
Yet on every side is the most hopeless wreck that can be
conceived of—a picture of absolute ruin and desolation that
has perhaps never before been witnessed. “ Whence and
how ?” we ask ourselves, and the question still remains in
a measure unanswered, and may forever remain with only a
partial solution.

The aspect of the ruined city as I found it at the time
of my first visit differed considerably from that imme-
diately following the 8th of May, and had manifestly been
largely shaped by the eruption of May 20. After its
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first destruction, although the extinguishment of life was
complete, rows of houses were left standing almost intact,
notably in the central quarters of the city. Photographs
taken several days after the catastrophe plainly show this
feature, as well as other features of equal significance, and

Photo. Heilprin
THE CATHEDRAL OF SAINT PIERRE—AUGUST 23, 1902

permit us to make an interesting comparison and study
of the results determined by the two eruptions. Many
roofs were still in position, the massive building of the
mayoralty carried its overhanging cornice, and the Hopi-
tal Militaire its walled (now historic) clock. Many signs
remained on the buildings, and there were other evidences
of an only recently passed activity. At the later day, all
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this had changed. The second blast, that in intensity was
nearly, if not fully, the equal of the first, laid to ground
what still remained high, and gave to the city that dis-
tinctive oriented aspect which it now presents. The greater
number of the massive walls run parallel with the sea, or
in line to the volcano; and there are few that have been
preserved in their full height that take a direction at right
angles to this. It would thus seem that the destroying
force of the eruption of May 20 expended its main
energy along a north and south line, shattering everything
that was more directly opposed to its course. This was not
so markedly the case on May 8, when much of the force
was directed radially. It is easy, however, to exaggerate
the importance of the testimony carried by this alignment
of walls; a bird’s-eye view of the ruins, like that obtained
from Morne d’'Orange, shows a far greater number of the
transverse walls standing and more regularity in the streets
than appear to the eye of the stranger wandering among
the débris. The city, in fact, is clearly outlined in its
north-to-south and east-to-west streets.

The force of the destroying power was stupendous, and
wrought a ruin the like of which is paralleled only in the
path of a violent tornado. The most massive machinery
was bent, torn and shattered ; house-fronts, three and four
feet thick, crumbled and were blown out as if constructed
only of cards. The great cathedral bell lay buried beneath
the framework of iron which had supported it, tossed from
the church to whose chimes it had so long added its sweet
music.
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Our examination of the ruins showed plainly, what
indeed had already been noted before, that the destruction
was almost entirely superficial. The destroying agent swept
the surface, but left almost untouched that which was be-
neath or buried within it. There were no displacements
due to earthquake tremors, as, in fact, there were no earth-
quakes that could properly be called such. It was this
remarkable superficial carrent which left intact the contents
of safes and burial vaults, of material that had been placed
in subways, and permitted water that had been contained
in large stoppered vessels to remain unchanged. For days
after the eruption, cool water continued to flow from the
faucets of the basement wall of the Iotel-de-Ville and
from other fountain-heads and hydrants of the city; and I
am assured by Signor Parravicino, Italian Consul at Barba-
dos, who early searched the ruins for a lost daughter,
that this condition already existed on the 10th of May.
Still eight days later, water was found issuing from a house-
pipe, cool and potable.

Except on the broad principle of a fortuitous happening,
it is difficult to account for the anomalous conduct of this de-
stroying blast,—its deadly stroke at one place and its avoid-
ance of action at another. Tree-trunks, though burnt and
bereft of all their appendages, were left standing in what must
necessarily have been the centre of the storm; bunches of
clay pipes, exhibiting no traces of either burning or scorch-
ing, were left at many points where manifestly they had
been put on sale; and packets of starch and cereals were
passed so as to leave their contents undisturbed. Some
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cases have been reported where objects had been fused in
their coverings, when the coverings themselves had re-
mained untouched. A correspondent who visited Saint
Pierre about ten days after its destruction speaks of finding
a bird, dead, but unchanged in its plumage, lying at the
bottom of a wooden cage, which still hung seaward from
the balcony of a shattered house; and there seems to be
enough evidence to sustain the statement that alongside the
body of a charred man was found a box of matches, the
contents of which had escaped ignition. The wonder, in-
deed, is that with such peculiarities or vagaries in action,
the destruction of human life should have been so absolute.
Manifestly a number of causes, rather than a single one,
contributed to the gemeral destruction.

It would be difficult to indicate any quarter of Saint
Pierre which suffered less than any other, unless, possibly,
it be a part of the city of the Fort. Here, although buried
beneath a roofing of ash, there is still a semblance of con-
tinuity maintained, and from a distance the aspect is that
of deserted walls built against a hillside. Although nearer
to the volcano than any other part of the city, it may still
be reasonably assumed that the tornadic draught had not
in this section developed to the extent that it did in the
south. On the other hand, the quantity of ash and mud
covering the ruins north of the Roxelane is far in excess of
what it is in the other quarters, and in some places rises
well up to and over what would be the roofs of the houses.
This is also true of the near section of the city lying con-
tiguous to the Roxelane on its south side. We were sur-
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prised to find, on the 25th, that the iron truss bridge across
this stream was standing, and I found it still firmly intact
at a later visit, on August 24, when, according to report,
it should have been long in ruins.

The destruction of Saint Pierre is such that the greater
number of the building-sites are unrecognizable even to
those who were most familiar with the city—or could be
located only after a careful and comparative study. Of all
the buildings destroyed the cathedral almost alone presents
an architectural front, the stone coursing being retained on
the front elevation, with the statuary niches, and parts of
their contained statues. The walls of the building were
the most massively constructed of all in Saint Pierre, and
permit us to understand the degree to which they have
been preserved. On the other hand, the wreck of the
building generally only emphasizes the strength of the
blast which swept it to its doom. A number of the more
prominent structures have been identified by their step-
approaches, which in most cases have remained intact.
This, with the cellar-ways, is all that remains of the
Théatre in the northern part of the city. It is almost idle
to speculate upon the number of ways in which the masonry
of Saint Pierre was shattered and thrown to the ground.
That the greater part of the destruction was the result of
a direct impact from the visiting shocks—annihilation in
the path of a tornadic current—cannot be questioned ; and
it is merely a point to what degree this annihilation had
been hastened or furthered by the action directly upon
mortar of intense heat, and of possible electric strokes.
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This is a consideration, however, that seems to have ng
approach at this time.

The ash that in its entirety covers Saint Pierre is incon-
siderable, and the quantity in no way justifies the extrava-
gant accounts that have been published regarding it. Ex-
cept where helped by mud-flows, or where it has accumu-
lated in wind-drifts, or in wall-fans, it rarely exceeds three
or four feet; and over the greater part of the city its
measure, even after later falls, is hardly more than a foot
or two; In many places it is much less. It is true that
rains have considerably lessened the quantity since the first
fall, but perhaps not to an extent more than has been com-
pensated for by subsequent discharges. Les Cblonies, a
Saint Pierre journal, reported that already on May 2,
fifteen inches (forty centimetres) of ash covered the savane
of the city, but this is probably an accidental overstate-
ment of the quantity.

From such evidence as it was possible to obtain, I
should assume that the greater number of the bodies found
at Saint Pierre were destitute of clothing, which had
either been burnt off or swept off in the passage of the
tornadic blast. In a number of places, located nearer to
the margin of the field of destruction, as on the heights of

"Trois Ponts, or those beyond towards Morne Rpuge, and
again southward towards Carbet, many clothed bodies
were recovered ; and on some of these the clothing had
hardly, if at all, been disturbed. Even in the same wagon-
side the clothed and the unclothed were found associated.

The searching power and penetration of the death-dealing
3
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agent are thus brought impressively home to us, and the
conditions give a clue as to what must have been its nature.

There is a fair agreement in the report that asserts that
in a large number of cases the bodies were found with the
head turned to the ground, and many had the hand placed
over the mouth and the nostrils. The latter condition is
certainly expressive of a desire to avoid a gaseous or heated
inhalation. The thrown condition of the body can reason-
ably be explained on the supposition that the people gen-
erally turned their backs, whether in flight or otherwise, to
the dragon of death that was pursuing them, and were
then prostrated forward by the sweep of the tornado.
Bodies were found in unusual numbers at the intersections
of streets, and particularly so in the Place de Mouillage,
where the people had gathered to seek spiritual shelter in
the shadow of the cathedral cross. Nearly all of the
bodies had at the time of our visit been removed through
burning, calcining, or otherwise, or been buried beneath
new deposits of volcanic ash.



IIT

THE CATACLYSM OF MAY 8

THE cataclysm of May 8, 1902, by which a mountain,
hitherto obscure, was suddenly brought into fame, stands
unparalleled in the history of voleanoes for its appalling
nature and the conditions which surround its existence.
Nor, indeed, is there anything that is properly compara-
ble with it. Papandayang, in Java, in its great eruption
of 1772, is assumed to have wrecked forty villages or more;
and Asamayama, in Japan, eleven years later, was perhaps
equally destructive.* But the data associated with the his-
tories of these mountains are to an extent of questionable
authority, and leave much room for inquiry; and in
neither case, while the evisceration of the earth was stu-
pendous, was there a material destruction of the type that
is reflected in the wrecking of Saint Pierre. The violent
eruption, in 1888, of Bandai-San, in Japan, whereby a
quarter of the summit of the volcano was swept avalanche-
like over a populous district, was thought to have been
responsible for the loss of several thousand lives; but the
official surveys show the number of killed to have been
less than five hundred.

It is certain that the victims of the eruption, in August,
1883, of the minor volecano of Krakatao numbered up-
ward of thirty-six thousand. In this extraordinary cata-

clysm, whose far-reaching phenomena were noted and
35
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studied at more distantly. removed points of the earth’s
surface than the phenomena of any other eruption, the
explosive force was most prodigious, and the result of a
kind which even the scientific mind was slow to recognize.
An island annihilated, the report of the explosion trans-
mitted thousands of miles over the earth’s surface, and
clouds of ash kept suspended for a year or more in the
upper zone of the atmosphere—these were some of the
features which impressed upon the geologist and physicist
for the first time the full immensity of the power that was
resident in the volcanic recesses of the globe. It has been
estimated that eighteen million cubic metres of earth ma-
terial were disengaged from the earth in the course of this
eruption. Much the greater part of the destruction of
human life was consequent to the washing of the adjacent
island-shores by rapidly-following ¢ tidal” waves, whose
translation to distant parts of the globe was phenomenal.
The rise of this flood-water was in some parts over a
hundred feet.*

The volcanic event that probably to most minds will
first suggest a comparison with the catastrophe of Mont
Pelée is the destruction of Pompeii and Herculaneum by
Vesuvius, and certainly no other appeals so forcibly
through its tragic aspects and the relations which attach to
a civilized life. The physiographic construction of the
land and the position of the destroyed cities, moreover,
permit of a certain geographic parallel being established
between the two episodes. Pompeii was located one mile
farther from Vesuvius than Saint Pierre was from Mont
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Pelée, and both volcanoes, so far as can now be told, were
of almost exactly the same height. The luminous, but
necessarily brief, description of the events surrounding the
eruption of Vesuvius that is given to us by the younger
Pliny, which is the only reliable information that we
possess of this historic event, leaves the student of geology,
even with the testimony that is obtainable from the ruined
walls and their contents, still in doubt as to some of the
main features of the catastrophe. These, indeed, are so
obscure and are brought out with so many aspects in the
light of the events of Saint Pierre, that it has been thought
well to give them special consideration in a chapter devoted
to a comparison of the phenomena in the two cases.

The destruction of Saint Pierre came to the city not
unheralded. For days before, the volcano had been vio-
lently active, and the form of activity that it assumed was
of a kind that should have immediately suggested disaster.
Other voleanoes, like Vesuvius and Etna, have similar
paroxysms, and are not particularly feared ; but their his-
tories are long known, and their modern periods of inac-
tivity are brief compared with even the last phase of
inactivity on the part of Pelée. It was in early May and
late April a closed mountain, which suddenly broke from
its anchorage. Vast columns of steam and ash had been and
were being blown out, boiling mud was flowing from its
sides, and terrific rumblings came from its interior. Lurid
lights hung over the crown at night-time, and lightning
flashed in dazzling sheets through its cloud-world. What
further warnings could any volcano give? A blind but
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impressive belief that nature would not harm, joined to
appeals against common sense made by a few who thought
they knew best, held the population to its doom. Not
even the discovery of a newly-formed crater-cone, made
ten days before the eruption, seems to have in any way
counselled a fairer judgment of coming events.

Statements conflict as to the earliest time when Pelée
gave signs of a renewal of activity, but there is no question
that evidences of unrest, whether in light emissions of vapor
or in rumbling detonations, had been apparent to a few
several months in advance of the catastrophe. The earliest
authentic record that I have been able to find of an actual
observation is contained in the note-book of M. Louis des
Grottes, an accurate student of nature, who made the
ascent of the volcano to the Lac des Palmistes on March
23, and noted his observations with care and precision.
Looking down from the summit of the mountain, the
Morne de La Croix, a fairly clear view was obtained of the
basin of the Etang Sec, and it was plainly seen that it was
sending out vapors at several points. A strong and incom-
moding odor of sulphur was remarked: by the observers
even at their elevated position.

Following the habit of those ascending the volcano to
inscribe impressions on the walls of -the little chapel of
“Our Lady of the Lake” (Notre Dame de I tang), which
stood beside the mountain tarn, the record was placed;
“ Aujourd’ hut, 23 Mars, le cratére de I’ Etang Sec est en
éruption” (this day, March 23, the crater of the Etang Sec
(dry tarn) is in eruption). M. des Grottes’ note-book -
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account of his excursion,\a translation of which appears, by
permission, in another chapter, is particularly instructive,
since it gives the only clear statement, so far as I know, of
the surface conditions of the mountain at a very near period
preceding the eruption.

The wholly accordant observations made by MDM.
Lalung and Roger Arnoux, members of the Astronomical
Society of France, residents in Saint Pierre, and communi-
cated by them to Camille Flammarion,” make it practically
certain that the first true opening of the volcano was on
April 25. The crater, whose position in the basin of the
Etang Sec is clearly established by M. Arnoux, then sud-
denly broke into eruption, throwing out showers of rock-
material to heights of one thousand to thirteen hundred
feet above the mountain.

During the latter days of April, when, as appears from
the letter of Mrs. Prentiss, wife of the American Consul,
the fumes of sulphur were so strong that horses were falling
in the streets, and the day of the catastrophe there were the
usual alternations of manifestations which attend volcanic
outbreaks, with a rapid convergence to a climax. The
cataclysm had presented all its antecedent phases, and the
final stroke, when it came, although accomplishing its work
with unheard-of swiftness, was not that of a bolt from a
clear sky. At two minutes after eight o’clock, of the time
of Fort-de-France, the morning of the fatal May 8 saw a
destructive cloud issue from the fermenting voleano, sweep
with almost dazzling velocity to its lower slopes, and fall
upon Saint Pierre. The fiery messenger of death had done
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its work, and a sheet of rising flame told that the work was
complete. ‘

Judge Pub. Co., New York Copyright
PELEE IN THE MAY ERUPTION

There are few among the living who were eye-witnesses
from first to last of the full phenomena that construct this
extraordinary cataclysm, or who were permitted to follow
the sequence of events with an intelligence that was not dis-
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turbed by incidents likély to affect the reason. The fright-
ful and wholly unprecedented nature of the happenings
have helped to obscure the facts, and to inject into them an
interpretation which is not permitted by a more rigid analy-
sis of the testimony that is presented. On the main points
of the tragedy, the testimony given by the officers of the
French cable-ship Pouyer-Quertier, which was at the time
of the disaster eight miles abreast of Saint Pierre, grap-
pling for one of the lost cables, appears to be the most
trustworthy ; and it is confirmed in its principal details by
the testimony of other observers, notably the late Curé of
Morne Rouge, Pére Mary, Monsieur Fernand Clerc and
MM. Arnoux and Célestin, members of the Astronomical
Society of France, whose points of observation were widely
separated from one another, and removed from threatening
danger at the time. The nature of this testimony is so
accordant, that it may be readily accepted as the foundation
upon which a scientific conclusion must be based.

At almost precisely two minutes after eight, of the time
of Fort-de-France, a working message was sent off from
the Pouyer- Quertier to the Martinique capital, but it brought
out no reply. This was the same minute of time in which
the final word was received at Fort-de-France from Saint
Pierre. It is manifest, therefore, that the difference of
local time between the two cities was ten minutes, the
Hopital Militaire regulating the time for Saint Pierre.
From the moment that the great black cloud issued from
the voleano it was followed by the officers of the Pouyer-
Quertier, who noted that its forepart became luminously
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brilliant as it approached the sea. In an instant after
everything was ablaze, and flames shot out from seemingly
all points of the city as if from a single brazier. Light
detonations, following one another in rapid succession and
coming from the direction of Saint Pierre, were a part of
the phenomena of the ignition, and it is safe to assume that
they marked passages in the exploding cloud.® Only one
flash of lightning was noted, and that was thought by some
to traverse the cloud in a vertical direction from below up-
ward. No flame of any kind was observed previous to the
ignition of the city, nor was any fire-sheet seen to traverse
the air in advance of the descending cloud. The further
- incidents of the cataclysm were unobservable, inasmuch as
the land was immediately veiled in an impenetrable cloud
of ash and smoke, and the Pouyer-Quertier, itself threatened
by showers of ashes and fiery cinders, was obliged to seek
safety in flight.

A mournful spectator of the tragedy that was being
enacted below was M. Roger Arnoux, a member of the
Astronomical Society of France, who from his commanding
position on the Mont Parnasse, removed awhile from danger,
calmly surveyed the most important field of the voleano’s
activity. ~ He, too, had noted the death-carrying black
cloud sweep like a serpent’s tongue after its prey, and he
also observed its rolling motion. No trace of flame was
visible at any part of its course.

M. Roux’s account of his observations, transmitted to
Camille Flammarion, is published in the Bulletin de la
Société Astronomique de France (August, 1902), and pre-
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sents in very graphic form the terrible dénouement which
he was forced to observe, and in which was involved the
loss of a father, mother, brother and sister. The account
is clearly that of one trained in observation, and it alone
presents in specific detail the course of the phenomena from
an early hour to its close.

“Having left Saint Pierre,” writes M. Roux, “at about
five o’clock in the evening (May 7), I was witness to the
following spectacle. Enormous rocks, being clearly dis-
tinguishable, were being projected from the crater to a
considerable elevation, so high, indeed, as to occupy about
a quarter of a minute in their flight, and describing an arc
that passed considerably beyond the Morne Lacroix, the
culminating point of the massif. About eight o’clock of
the same evening we recognized for the first time, playing
about the crater, fixed fires that burned with a brilliant
white flame. Shortly afterwards, several detonations, simi-
lar to those that had been heard at Saint Pierre, were noted
coming from the south, which confirmed me in my opinion
that there already existed a number of submarine craters
from which gases were being projected, to explode when
coming in contact with the air.

“ Having retired for the night (May 7-8) at about nine
o’clock, I awoke shortly afterwards in the midst of a suffo-
cating heat and completely bathed in perspiration ; knowing
my nerves to be agitated, I concluded that it was only
uneasiness that troubled me, and again retired. I awoke
about eleven-thirty-five, having felt a trembling of the
earth, but no other person in my house being about, I
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thought that my nerves had possibly deceived me, and
again went to sleep, waking at half-past seven. My first
observation was of the crater, which I found sufficiently
calm, the vapors being chased swiftly under pressure of an
east wind. At about eight o’clock, when still watching the
crater, I noted a small cloud pass out, followed two seconds
afterwards by a considerable cloud, whose flight to the
Pointe du Carbet occupied less than three seconds, being at
the same time already in our zenith—thus showing that it
developed almost as rapidly in height as in length. The
vapors were in all regards identical with those which were
being ejected nearly all the time from the crater. They
were of a violet-gray color, and seemingly very dense, for,
although endowed with an almost inconceivably powerful
ascensive force, they retained to the zenith their rounded
summits. Innumerable electric scintillations played through
the chaos of vapors, at the same time that the ears were
deafened by a frightful fracas.

“I had at this time the impression that Saint Pierre
had been destroyed, and I wept over the loss of those whom
I had left the night before. Asthe monster seemed to near
us, my people, panic-stricken, ran to a neighboring hill that
dominated the house, begging me to do the same. At this
moment a terrible aspirating wind arose, tearing the leaves
from the trees and breaking the small branches, at the
same time offering strong resistance to us in our flight.
Hardly had we arrived at the summit of the hillock when
the sun was suddenly veiled, and in its place came an
almost complete blackness. Then only did we receive a
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fall of stones, the largest of which were about two centi-
metres of average diameter. At this time we observed over
Saint Pierre, and in the quarter which I could determine
to be the Mouillage, a column of fire, estimated to be four
hundred metres in height, which seemed to be animated
with a movement of rotation as well as with one of transla-
tion. This phenomenon lasted for two or three minutes,
and was followed by a shower of stones and of mud-rain,
which pressed the lower herbage to the soil and even some
of the smaller shrubs. This torrential rain lasted for about
a half an hour. . . . Relatively to a rain of fire, of which
much has been spoken, I observed nothing of such nature,
although we followed the phenomena in their entirety.”
The intensity of this early eruption of Mont Pelée will
always be judged by the extent of the destruction that it
wrought—the wrecking to tumbled ruins of an entire city
of twenty-five thousand inhabitants, or more; the annihila-
tion of some adjoining suburbs; and the destruction of
eighteen vessels that were in the roadstead at that time.
One of these was the English cable-ship Grappler, and an-
other, the passenger and freight-steamer Roraima, which
had passed to its anchorage less than two hours before.
The loss of life can only be stated approximately, and the
figure given may fall two or three thousand wide of the
truth. The official census of January, 1894, gives for the
city of Saint Pierre a population of nineteen thousand seven
hundred and twenty-two ; and for the commune twenty-five
thousand three hundred and eighty-two. The later parish
registers place the population somewhat over twenty-seven
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thousand. With one or two exceptions all those who had re-
mained in Saint Pierre perished, but it is known, and placed
beyond question by the published statements contained in the
Saint Pierre journals, that hundreds had left the city prior
to the catastrophe, seeking safer quarters elsewhere.” This
depletion of the city’s population seems to have been more
than made good by numbers of refugees who had fled to
Saint Pierre for protection, and by an influx of people from
Fort-de-France and elsewhere, who had come to attend
special cathedral service on the day of the Ascension.
Assuming, then, the full population of Saint Pierre, one is
perhaps justified in accepting the belief of Vicar-General
Parel, expressed in a letter to the Bishop of the diocese,
that the full number of the dead could not well have been
less than thirty thousand. In this estimate, which some -
profess to believe on seemingly not very good grounds to be
much too small, would be included the killed in the suburbs

and outskirts of Saint Pierre, and those on board the dif-

ferent craft that lay about in the roadstead. The annihilation

of so large a number of lives in a very few minutes—in not

more than three to five minutes for much the larger body

—renders impressively appalling the nature of this cata-

clysm, and suggests problems in geological dynamics that

have yet to be solved.

The area of actual destruction that was involved in the
immediate catastrophe was not very large, most of it being
contained in the sector that would be bounded by the lines
drawn from the crater of the voleano to the anse immedi-
ately north of Carbet and Sainte-Philoméne, the whole
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being comprised in an ‘area of about eight square miles.
Within this zone the destruction of life and habitation
was practically absolute. Immediately outside of it the
measure of life-destruction remained much the same, but
the mechanical force of the tornadic blast had been largely
spent, and it permitted habitations of nearly all kinds to
stand without disorganization. As a rule, the line of de-
marcation between the outer zone of the singed vegetation,
where there was little or no destruction beyond the tempo-
rary effacement of the iregetation, and the non-affected
region is sharply defined, and one that can be easily fol-
lowed, sweeping over highland and lowland alike, even from
a distance.

Where the course of the tornadic blast was thrown
across narrow but high-walled valleys, a “haven of refuge”
was sometimes found in the lee of the nearer or hanging
wall, the plane of destruction passing overhead and reach-
ing the opposite side-without descending. This condition
is seen in one or more of the anses (bays) north of Carbet;
and in the later eruption of August 30 the same condition
was repeated, the destructive blast passing over Fonds
St. Denis and singeing the highland forest beyond. The
longest line of destruction on May 8 was from the crater
to the north point of Carbet, almost exactly seven and one-
half miles; the storm-blast there passed into the sea, and
naturally we can only conjecture as to what would have
happened had the land projected farther to the westward.
The condition of the ruins in the southern part of Saint
Pierre gives no indication that the force of the blast had
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nearly spent itself at that point, or that it had even ma-
terially weakened.

A comparison of the energy that was expended in the
Pelée cataclysm with that of other eruptions of note is
hardly permitted by reason of the diversity of the condi-
tions which this comparison touches. The statement has,
indeed, been made that, apart from its destructive and
death-dealing quality, the eruption of May 8 was not of
great power or magnitude. This is judged by the fact
that the discharge of ashes was not, or did not seem to be,
notably large, that there was no lava-flow—indicating an
absence of elevatory power in the lifting or expanding foree
—and that there were no earthquake disturbances of any
moment. The comparison is, however, an entirely gross
one, since it is made between conditions that are in no way
accordant with one another. The explosive force that so
thoroughly wrecked a compact city two miles in length, or
nurtured a tornadic current, with a-sweeping velocity of
one to two miles a minute, to accomplish this work, must
have been prodigious; and while we do not as yet fully
understand the nature of this destroying cyclone of wither-
ing heat and gas, and the precise manner in which it was
accomplished, it is easy to believe that had the explosive
force been directed in its work to the inner walls of a
closed volcano instead of to its outer surface, the catas-
trophic details of the eruption would have been very dif-
ferent from what they have in fact proved to be. It is
also true that the greatest cataclysmic eruptions have been
unattended with lava-flows, or they had them only of
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minor degree. Krakatao, Bandai-San, and Coseguina are
instances of this kind, and dispose of the notion that the
power of a volcano is measured by the elevatory force that
it possesses to raise lava.

It has been impossible so far to estimate, even for the
purposes of an argumentative comparison, the quantity of
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ash that was thrown out by Pelée in its great eruption.
The island of Martinique occupying a position in the direct
course of the trade (and anti-trade) winds, with no large
Jand-mass lying even remotely (except very distantly) on
either side, it may be inferred that most of the ash has been

lost on the surface of the open sea, carried out directly to a
5 :
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distance of perhaps several hundred miles. The bark
Beechwood, travelling from Salaverry to New York, has
noted in her log-book (under date of May 8) passing
through a cloud of volcanic ashes in latitude 13° 22’;
longitude 49° 50° W.; about six hundred and sixty miles
eastward of Martinique. This would seem at this time to
be the farthest distance from the island at which these
volcanic products were noted in any quantity; but the
determination is not entirely free from doubt, since these
same ashes may in part be a residuary product from the
earlier eruption of the Soufriére in St. Vincent. The
greater portion of the Soufriére ashes of May 6 and 7,
measured by the quantity that fell over Barbados, appears
to have travelled with the anti-trade winds—or, at least,
against the trade-wind—and this was also the case with the
dense ash-cloud of Pelée which we observed on May 25.

It is unfortunate that little or no notice was taken in the
early days of the Martinique eruption of the “after-glows,”
which certainly must have existed, in order to obtain some
measure at least of the quantity of the finer ash that was
thrown into the higher regions of the atmosphere. The
projectile force of the May eruption is represented to have
been very great, carrying the ash-cloud several miles into
the air; and, if so, the high distribution of the finer ash
must have been considerable. I am informed that at the
island of Saint Croix, two hundred and fifty miles distant
in a direct line, brilliant glows appeared almost immediately.
On my second return voyage from Martinique I observed
brilliant glows on September 9 in about latitude 26° 30’
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north ; on September 10, in latitude 30°, and on September
11, in latitude 33° 45, longitude 71° west. The last
position is about fourteen hundred miles north-northwest of
Mont Pelée. The evening following was cloudy and no
observation could be taken. There is no question that these
glows, which came up to their full intensity and magnificent
brillianey about thirty to forty minutes after sunset, were
the culmination of the Antillean eruptions, and probably
of those that had taken place only a few days before, but
whether of Pelée (August 30) alone, or of Pelée and the
Soufriére (September 8—4) combined, cannot positively be
told. The latter condition seems more likely, as the great
ash-cloud of the Soufriére on this occasion took a northerly
direction, and swept completely over Martinique. On the
afternoon immediately preceding the evening eruption of
August 30, I estimated, roughly perhaps, the elevation of
the Pelée ash-cloud to have been between six and seven
miles, which is still considerably less than that of Krakatao
in 1883 ; but it is seemingly fully equal to the height of
any other volcanic cloud that has been carefully observed.
It was then flowing almost directly northward, or somewhat
east of northward, and towards the region where the after-
glows were subsequently observed. This certainly helps to
link the after-glows with this eruption. And yet it would
be impossible to affirm in the absence of earlier observations
that the glows may not have been in part an accompaniment
of the first eruption, left over, and slow in coming. The
Krakatao after-glows were very tardy in their appearance
in some places.®
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Statements vary, and will continue to vary, regarding
some of the phenomena that were developed coincidently with
the shooting out from the voleano of its destructive blast.
Pelée was almost immediately veiled in an impenetrable
mantle of ash, and the entire region was in obscuration,
which probably sufficiently explains the discrepancies that
appear in the statements of different observers. One of the
most interesting of the observations made is that relating to
the formation of a counter wind—one coming from the
direction opposite to that of the destroying tornado—a
phenomenon which had already been noted by the observers
of the Tarawera eruption, in New Zealand, in 1886. M.
Célestin, in his account of the Martinique disaster published
in the Bulletin of the Société Astronomique de IFrance
(August), describes this suddenly-appearing wind from the
south as a vent vmpétueux, une véritable bourrasque, before
which the trees were bowed to the ground; and M. Roux,
evidently referring to the same wind, says that it tore the
leaves from the branches of the trees, and even broke the
smaller branches. On the morning of June 6, at the time
of the eruption of the great ash-cloud from Pelée, which
was travelling with intense velocity southward, I noted the
regular clouds of the atmosphere, in a much lower stratum,
flying swiftly towards the volcano. " They seemed to be
pulled towards its active point. What the precise significance
of these counter currents may be, I do not profess to know,
but they may be bound up with a condition: of atmospheric
rarefaction or vacuum formed in the immediate compass of
the volcano.
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Regarding the destroying blast itself, of which a fuller
consideration is given elsewhere, it can only be said in this
place that it was tornadic in the violence of its sweep, of an
intensely high degree of temperature, explosive in action,
and necessarily gaseous in construction. To what degree it
may have been charged with the earthy products of erup-
tion brought to a condition of incandescence cannot now
be determined, and probably never will be determined
with certainty, but it seems positive, from the statements of
Captain Freeman, of the Roddam, and Chief-Officer Scott,
of the less fortunate Roraima, that a rain of burning ashes
was an immediate accompaniment of the explosion, and
was perhaps directly responsible for the burning of most of
the shipping in the roadstead. We are told that the Rod-
dam ““ was covered from stem to stern with tons of powdered
lava, which retained its heat for hours after it had fallen.
In many cases it was practically incandescent, and to move
about the deck in this burning mass was not only difficult,
but absolutely perilous.” In Captain Freeman’s recital it
is said that a wall of fire swept over the town and bay,
striking the Roddam broadside, and with such force as to
nearly capsize her. A probably more correct interpretation
of this phenomenon would be that the swiftly-descending
volcanic cloud was surcharged with incandescent particles
(and burning flames of gas?) and thus gave the appearance
of a solid wall of fire.

Professor Hill, in his report to the National Geographic
Society,” has already well stated that the cataclysm brought
no important change in the topography or contour of the
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island, even in the quarter in which the volcano is im-
planted. The bays, valleys, gorges and ridges remain prac-
tically the same, and the new features, minor to the land-
scape at large, are those which have been added through
the eruptive processes of the volcano—the crateral cone, the
deposits of ash, cinders, etc. There has been no appre-
ciable rise in the general island-surface, and no subsidence
either. The volcano, except for the loss of a portion of its
culminating Morne, stands as it did with its full height.
Some of the ravines and gorges of Pelée have unquestion-
ably been deepened and widened, but no important new
forms of this structure have been noted. It may be that
along some parts of the western coast of the island there
have been “drops” in the ocean basin—one such has been
noted at the mouth of the Précheur River—but if subsi-
dences of this class at all, they are wholly of localized
extent and without special significance. The great abyss
that had been reported formed westward of Martinique on
the line of the Puerto-Plata cable has been shown by the
soundings of the French cable-steamer Pouyer-Quertier to
be non-existent. The severed ends of the cable were found
in depths closely corresponding with those that had been
previously established by the cable-steamer Seine, in 1896,
for the approximate positions from which the strands were
recovered. Admiral Gourdon, Commandant of the Naval
Force of the Atlantic, has favored me with a tracing of the
operations of the Pouyer-Quertier, made by Captain Thi-
rion, which is here reproduced, and also with a brief letter
addressed to him by the latter officer, in which the oppor-
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tunity is taken to deny the reported finding of a marked
oscillation in the ocean bottom. It states: “Contrary to
the false reports that have been circulated touching the enor-
mous differences of depth that were thought to have been
found along the line of the cable, the plan which I trans-
mit to you indicates that the depths have but little varied.”
(Translation.)

The same letter, however, contains the interesting state-
ment that evidences of a sub-oceanic disturbance or boiling
(éboulements) are not wanting, especially indicated in a
zone of one thousand to one thousand and fourteen fathoms,
and it is thought that to it may be due the constant and
successive breakages of the cable.™

The remarkable condition in which one of the cable-
ends, coiled and knotted about a trunk or thick branch of a
tree, was brought up from a depth of six hundred fathoms,
and the fact that a buoy anchored in three hundred fathoms
was lost, seemingly sucked under, almost immediately after
it had been placed, go far to sustain this supposition. A
disturbance or ebullition along the sea-bottom is, indeed,
something that one could readily expect as a concomitant
of the Pelée eruption, and it ought not to surprise us if a
condition of active eruptions were at any time discovered to

* « Néanmoins, dans le quadrilatére qui figure sur le calque, et
qui represente la zone sillonnée par notre grapin pendant plusieurs
Jjours, nous sommes fort portés a croire que des éboulements se sont
produits, éboulements qui ont d’abord brisée notre cible, puis I'ont
enseveli, et nous mettent aujourd’hui dans 'impossibilité de le crocher,
dans une zone encore mal définie.”
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exist in the greater shore depth about the island. Oceanic
disturbances of greater or less magnitude have been noted
to have taken place about seven miles westward of the island
of St. Lucia; and sea-captains claim to have remarked a
material change in the course of the currents sweeping

RECOVERED CABLE STRAND ENVELOPING BRANCH OF TREE

along the west and north coasts of Martinique. Unfortu-
nately, the observations which record these assumed dis-
turbances still lack full confirmation. On the other hand,
the sinking of a portion or of several portions of the sea-
bottom adjacent to the northern parts of the island of St.
Vincent, incident to the eruption of the Soufritre, seems to



58 THE CATACLYSM OF MAY 8

be a well-established fact; but even here the full extent of
the subsidence or subsidences remains unknown.

‘What particular relation the eruption of Pelée bears to a
condition of general catastrophism in the Caribbean region
is discussed in a later chapter; here it can only be said
that it followed as a culmination to events which had been
marked by such important passages as the destruction, by
earthquake, of Chilpancingo, in southern Mexico, in Janu-
ary of the same year ; the destruction, also by earthquake,
of Quezaltenango, in Guatemala, on April 18 ; the minor
volcanic eruptions in Nicaragua and Costa Rica; and the
immediately preceding eruption (May 6 and 7) of the Sou-
friere of St. Vincent. Some seismologists and vulcanolo-
gists have attempted to draw a parallel or correlation be-
tween the events of the western Mediterranean basin and
the somewhat similar ones—to which Vesuvius, the sub-
volcanic ebullitions along the coast of Spain, and the nu-
merous earthquakes in the Balkan Peninsula have given
expression—occurring in the east or true Mediterranean,
but it is plain to see that the broad range and indiscrimi-
nate distribution of manifestations of like kind that can be
brought into such a ““ time’” correlation—as, tor example, the
strong earthquakes in Finland of April 10-11; the strong
earthquake at Lake Baikal, April 12 ; the eruptions of Re-
doubt and Illiamna, Alaska, in April-May ; and the earth-
quake of Shemaka, Caucasus, April 17—destroy any value
that such a comparison might have, unless, indeed, it is
made for the purpose of demonstrating that earthquake and
volecanic phenomena the world over are on the ascendant,
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DAYS OF FEAR AND TREMBLING

A'r precisely two minutes after eight of the fatal May 8,
as marked by the time of the capital of Martinique, the
single word “ allez” was sent over the wire from Saint Pierre
to Fort-de-France. It came as a request to finish a message
travelling in the opposite direction. This was the last com-
munication that was received by the outside world from the
ill-fated city previous to its destruction.

When that final word left Saint Pierre, it would appear
that there was no particularly disquieting circumstance to
presage impending disaster. The good-natured. operator was
at his post, attending in the usual way to the business of his
office. Yet, for days before, enough had taken place to
make the less strong fear and tremble, and to cause many
anxious hours to those who could not be comforted by scien-
tific explanation or newspaper analysis. In any country
but Martinique the symptoms of uneasiness to which Mont
Pelée gave expression would have impressively counselled
flight; but in this island of tropical dreams and sunshine
the warnings went for practically naught. A feeling of
" strange security had impressed itself upon the péople, for,
as appears from an announcement contained in Les Colonies,
the more important daily journal of Saint Pierre, a large
excursion had been planned as late as the 1st of May for

the summit of the mountain, to take place on the fourth of
60
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that month. What pathos is carried in the words: “If the
weather be fine, the excursionists will pass a day that will
long be kept in pleasant remembrance!” Only once before
in the lifetime of the oldest inhabitant of the island had the
voleano exhibited an uneasy temper, but it was recalled that
the eruption of 1851 had been without destructive character,
and with hardly enough life to it to cause discomfort even
to those approaching within close range of its fires. It was
thought reasonable, except by one or two, to whom volcanic
manifestations were more than passing shows, that this
eruption would be merely the echo of the one of the past,
and that no disastrous consequences need be feared. So
late as May 7, Les Colonies, which, for political reasons,
appears to have been particularly interested in holding the
inhabitants to their city, continued to scoff at those who
meditated flight. Earlier numbers of the same journal
describe the condition of panic which prevailed throughout
the many darkening days and nights of the city: men,
women and children moving and wailing, only to return in
most cases to their homes, to be lured again to a feeling of
fancied security. A wiser few had left for good, seeking
refuge in the quiet atmosphere of Morne Rouge, whose com-
manding heights, packed closely to the foot of Mont Pelée
itself, surveyed the beautiful roadstead and the intercepting
declivity that descends to the water’s edge.

Only in the light of the later occurrences can one picture
the dreary forecast of what was then impending, the unusual
appearance of the city as it had already existed for many
days, and the higher resolve which prompted the inhabitants
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to abide by the counsel of a few who undertook the work of
reassurance for the many. A city choked with sulphur, its
streets blocked with falling and fallen ash, and with a
burning and thundering volcano standing at its threshold
—this is the picture of Saint Pierre during the latter days
of April and early May, the city whose gayety had been
compared to that of Paris, and its life to that of Rome. In
the latter days of April, as is made known through a letter
written by the wife of the American Consul, Mrs. Prentiss,
the conditions then existing must have been all but unbear-
able, for as she writes: “The smell of sulphur is so strong
that horses on the street stop and snort, and some of them
drop in their harness and die from suffocation. Many of
the people are obliged to wear wet handkerchiefs to protect
them from the strong fumes of sulphur.” The odor of
sulphurous gases had already been perceived three months
before, but seemingly not until April 23, when there was a
slight fall of cinders, did the volcano give external evidence
of an active existence. On that day a number of distinct
shocks were felt, causing the houses to rock and dishes to
fall from their shelves.

The student of a later day can plainly see that from
this time on to the fatal eighth, the succession of events
was rapidly hurrying to a climax. The activity of the
volcano was no longer localized, nor was it confined to one
form of demonstration. On April 25 smoke was noted
issuing from the summit vent; the crater had opened, and
a storm of rock and ashes was hurled into the air from the
ancient pot known as the Soufridre of the Etang Sec. A
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second eruption on the day following caused considerable
disquietude, and by this time the covering of ash was a part
of the landscape. This earliest incident of any importance
that is connected with Mont Pelée’s reawakening presents
itself in an interesting form through the observations made
after a brief interval of Messrs. Boulin, Waddy, Décord,
Bouteuil, Ange and Berté, which are recorded in the issue
of Les Cblonies under date of May 7. Ascending the
mountain (April 27) by way of the Petite Savane and
Morne Paillasse on a little-travelled and much overgrown
path, these investigators found to their surprise that the
normally dry bed of the Etang Sec or Soufritre, which
had remained all but peaceful during the eruption of 1851,
and whose most advanced claim to activity lay in the emis-
sion of sulphurous vapors, was now in a condition of fer-
ment. A sheet of water, estimated to measure roughly two
hundred metres (six hundred and fifty feet) in diameter,
occupied the centre of a hollow or basin (cuvette), which in
itself had a basal diameter of three hundred metres.
Along one side of this picturesque lakelet, which more
than once before had come into being to mock its own
name of Etang Sec, rose a diminutive mountlet, hardly
more than thirty feet high, whose summit threw out long
trains of steaming vapor. The travellers observed a bril-
liantly shimmering surface appear at times beneath the
crowning vapor, while an almost continuous fall of water
was cascaded into the surrounding and lower-lying lake.
This small volcanic cone, whose crateral diameter was
assumed to be approximately fifty feet (fifteen metres), had
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not been noted before, nor is there any reference to it con-
tained in the much earlier descriptions of the voleano. It
thus becomes particularly interesting as helping to localize
the rift whence issued the destroying force of the fatal May
day, and one of the points of main weakness in the volcano.
When it was first observed the noise of boiling matter came
loudly from within.

The days of assumed security continued to come and go,
bringing anxiety to many minds, and a still sterner resolve
to others to resist to the end. Light falls of ashes which
to some must have called up visions of distant Pompeii and
its destroyer Vesuvius, began to fasten a wintry look upon
the streets, while distant rumblings followed ominously
close upon one another. Through the obscured daylight
the eye could still follow the course of the unchanged land-
scape, but the ear noted the fall of rushing waters. The
idyllic Roxelane, so dear to the youth who knew no other
water but its own, had risen to a wild torrent, and on the
other side of the plain of the northern city roared the
Riviére des Péres. There appeared to be nothing to give
to these streams their temper, for no marked eruption is
noted at this time, but the waters came impelled with a
wild fury, and spread wreckage along their course.

The quiet of May 1 was followed by a day that largely
changed the aspect of the country. In the columns of
Les Cblonies may still be seen the announcement of the
excursion planned for the summit of Mont Pelée, but a
white coat of ashes had covered the streets already in the
early hours of morning. It was like real winter this time.
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The beautiful Jardin des Plantes, which had furnished
such rare treasures from the tropics to its parent in Paris,
lay buried with its palms, its ravenalas, rubber-trees, and
mangos, its giant cactuses and red hibiscus, beneath a cap
of gray and white—the same as the noble avenue of tropical
shade-trees on the Place Bertin. The heights above the
city were white-gray, and Grande Savane had several
inches of ash lying over it. The country roads were
blocked and obliterated, and horses would neither work nor
travel. Birds fell in their noiseless flight, smothered by
the ash that surrounded them, or asphyxiated by poisonous
vapors or gases that were being poured into the atmosphere.

The following days, the 3d and 4th of May, could
hardly have been those of assurance to the inhabitants, for
the volcano continued to tremble and to roar, and to throw
its heated ashes over at least a part of the city.

“The rain of ashes never ceases,” remarks Les Colonies
(May 3). “ At about half-past nine the sun shone forth
timidly. The passing of carriages is no longer heard in
the streets. The wheels are muffled. The ancient trucks
creak languidly on their worn tires. Puffs of wind sweep
the ashes from the roofs and awnings, and blow them into
rooms of which the windows liave imprudently been left
open. Shops which had their doors half-closed are now
barred up entirely. The following business houses are
closed to customers: the maisons Saint-Y ves, Deplanche,
Doliret, Reynoird, Boissiére, Célestin, Constance Esope,
Boulangé, Guichard, Dupuis et Cie., Vinae, Andrieux,

~ Villemaint, Lejeune, Delsuc, Lalanne, Médouze, Lathifor-
5
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diére, Crocquet, Bazar du Mobilier, Bazar Sans Rival, ete.”
The same issue of this journal announces the postponement
of the excursion to Mount Pelée in the following words :
“ L'excursion qui avait été organisée pour demain matin
naura pas liew, le cratére étant absolument inaccessible.
Les personnes qui devaient y prendre part seront avisées
ultérieurement du jour o cette excursion pourra étre reprise.”’

One can hardly picture at this time a scene of more
hopelessly impending ruin; for what the volcano had thus
far spared, or seemed disposed to spare, the torrential waters
of the descending streams threatened to take to themselves.
The sea is described as having been “ covered in patches
with dead birds. Many lie asphyxiated on the roads. The
cattle suffer greatly—asphyxiated by the dust of ashes. The
children of the planters wander aimlessly about the court-
yards with their little donkeys, like little human wrecks.
A group goes along hesitatingly down the Rue Viector
Hugo. They are no longer black, but white, and look as
if hoar-frost had fallen over them. . . . Desolation, aridity,
and eternal silence prevail in the countryside. Little birds
lie asphyxiated under the bushes, and in the meadows the
animals are restless,—bleating, neighing and bellowing
despairingly.”

The Riviére Blanche, which flows off the southwest-
ward slope of Mont Pelée and discharges two miles north
of Saint Pierre, was one of the eauz bowillants or turbulent
waters, sweeping relentlessly to the sea. In part of its
valley was enacted, on May 5, the first chapter in the
tragedy of Mont Pelée. Near the mouth of this stream, in
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a tongue of flat-land that unites its bed with that of the
Riviére Séche, was located one of the largest and most
profitable sugar establishments of the island. The Usine
Guérin had stood as a type for what it represented through
long years of toil and conquest, and its tall chimney looked
proudly over the fields of cane that circled about it, the
grands bois of the mountain slope, and the blue waters of
the near-by sea. Few of the great chains of wheels were
longer running, for the Riviére Blanche had given warning,
and the warning was for once heeded. Had the language
of the river been entirely understood, thirty or more human
lives would have been saved from the destruction that so
swiftly overtook the establishment. Hardly had the mid-
day hour passed on that eventful 5th, when the gates of the
volcano were drawn, and a flood of boiling mud was sent
hurling down the mountain side to be flung from it into the
sea. In three minutes it had covered its three miles to the
ocean, and within that time had left nothing visible of the
Usine Guérin but its chimney—a post projecting from a
desert of black boiling and seething mud. In this way
Pelée began its work of death.

It was needless to ask whence came the mud; it could
plainly be traced to the position of the Soufridre or Etang
Sec.® A care-worn observer was at this time following the
occurrence from the estate of Perrinelle. For days he had
been observing the voleano, turning a watchful eye to every
new phase of action that was presented. He felt within
himself how insecure was the ground that was trod in the
shadow of a burning voleano, and pointed out to his stu-
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dents at the Lycée the menacing force that was always
present. Professor Landes, alone, of the Commission that
was subsequently appointed by the Governor of Martinique
to inquire into the condition of danger, seems to have fully
realized the geological relations then existing, and it was a
fatal moment when, contrary to his better judgment, he

OPPOSITE THE RIVIERE SECHE

united in the counsel which advised a peaceful abidance
with the events that might follow. From his position at Per-
rinelle, Professor Landes observed the torrential character
of the Riviére Blanche, which was hurling along blocks of
rock, estimated in some instances to weigh as much as fifty
tons (!); and at the same time he noted a white seething
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mass discharge with express-train velocity from the position
of the Etang Sec, and sweep down the mountain in the
plain between the Rivieéres Blanche and S¢éche. This was
the avalanche of boiling mud and water that fell upon the
Usine Guérin and annihilated it with its unfortunate in-
mates. There can hardly be a question that the explana-
tion of the occurrence as given by Professor Landes is the
correct one : the Etang Sec, filled with the product that was
discharged into it by the newly-formed vent, broke through
one of its sustaining walls, and emptied itself of its boiling
contents. This condition makes intelligible the enormous
quantity of mud that was precipitated at one time, the
thickness of which in some parts of its flow was probably
not less than one hundred to one hundred and fifty feet.
The coast-line between Sainte Philoméne and Fonds-Coré
was materially extended by its discharge, and is to-day un-
recognizable in its contours to those who knew the region
best.

To the greater fear that was brought to the inhabitants
by the volcano was now added that of a “tidal” wave.
For a short time, indeed, it looked as if the city were to be
swept by the sea, for the waters, following a long recession,
rose high upon the beach, and penetrated even to the Place
Bertin. When the great mud-flow of the Riviére Blanche,
shortly before half-after-twelve, local time, plunged into the
sea, the latter withdrew three hundred feet or more, per-
haps driven to this distance by the impounding force. A
yacht, the Précheur, was overturned at her anchorage five
hundred feet from the shore. The transgression of the
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ocean was fortunately a quiet one, and it left the prome-
nade, the landing-place, and the central Place without in-
flicting serious damage. ‘A flood of humanity,” remarks
Les Colonies, “ poured up from the low point of the Mouil-
lage. It was a flight for safety, without knowing where to
turn. Shop-girls were fleeing with bundles, one with a
corset, another with a pair of boots that did not match;
and all in burlesque attire which would have evoked
laughter had the panic not broken out at so tragic a
moment. The entire city is afoot. The shops and private
houses are closing. Every one is preparing to seek refuge
on the heights.” At this time the roaring of the volcano
continued almost without intermission, relieved at intervals
by concussional shocks that told that something was doing.

Saint Pierre had been left in night darkness. For
many days the disturbed condition of the atmosphere had
interfered with its electric illumination, and it was largely
by the aid of brilliant flashes of lightning, which came
with almost blinding effect, that the terror-stricken inhabi-
tants were enabled to grope their way through the thicken-
ing streets—to inquire, to search, and to find not. Many
had by this time fled to the hills, and others had left the
city and island for stabler shores, where there were but
faint echoes of the terrible detonations that broke from the
mountain. On the day following the destruction of the
Usine Guérin, Pelée was shrouded in heavy cloud, and its
ashes and cinders fell over a wide country, extending from
Macouba, on the north coast, to Saint Pierre and beyond.
The vegetation of forest-land, savanna and plantation was
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burned, and the cane and cocoa-nut were bowed to mother-
earth under the load of ash and mud that had fallen. The
country had already before this come to wear a strangely
withered aspect, for much of that which was growing had
been stripped of its leaves and branches and otherwise de-
nuded. Some of the surface waters had disappeared,
whether sucked up by the volcano or not cannot be told,
and pieces of land been deserted by cattle and other animals
whose manner betrayed an anxiety of mind akin to that
which agitated man. During these many days the atmos-
phere had remained singularly impassive, the barometer at
Saint Pierre indicating at the noon hour a pressure of seven
hundred and sixty-one or seven hundred and sixty-two
millimetres, the fluctuation at this hour during many days
confining itself to hardly more than one millimetre.

An intelligent analysis of the situation prevents one
from understanding how with the conditions prevailing at
this time at Saint Pierre, with a roaring and erupting vol-
cano rising from its very foot, a placid attitude could have
been maintained that still counselled remaining, and scoffed
at the notion of a departure. Where on the island, the
inhabitants are asked editorially, could a more secure place
be found in the event of visitation by an earthquake? The
earthquake, for which the poor people had trembled from
day to day, came not. In its place came that which was
wholly unexpected, and which, in fact, could not have been
foreseen. A commission appointed to investigate the con-
dition of the volcano reported that there was nothing in its
activity that warranted departure from the city. The posi-
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tion of the craters and of the valleys opening on the sea
was such, they said, that the safety of Saint Pierre was
absolutely assured (“la position relative des cratéres et des
vallées débouchant vers la mer permet d’affirmer que la sé-
curité de Saint Pierre reste entiere”).

This report was virtually, and perhaps willingly, en-
dorsed by the unfortunate Governor, who, lured to its creed,
embarked on that tour of personal examination to which he
and his wife both fell victims. A far keener foresight was
that of the captain of the Italian ship Orsolina, who on
that 7th of May, contrary to the protests of those whom he
was serving, and the threats of the customs officers, decided
peremptorily to sail out with his half cargo, and turn his
stern to Pelée. He knew what Vesuvius was, he said, but
he felt that Pelée was much that Vesuvius was not.



‘T
THE LAST DAY OF SAINT PIERRE

WeDNESDAY, May 7, opened one of the saddest and
most terrorizing of the many days that led up to the final
catastrophe.

Since four o’clock in the morning Pelée had been hoarse
with its roaring, and vivid lightning flashed through its
shattered clouds. Thunder rolled over its head, and lurid
lights played across its smoking column. Some say that at
this time it showed two fiery crater-mouths, which shone out
like fire-filled blast furnaces. The volcano seemed prepared
for a supreme. effort. When daylight broke in through
the clouds and cast its softening rays over the roadstead,
another picture of horror rose to the eyes. The shimmer-
ing waters of the open sea were loaded with wreckage of all
kinds—islands of débris from field and forest and floating
fields of pumice and jetsam. As far as the eye could reach, it
saw but a field of desolation. This was the early awaken-
ing of the day before the end, and one can hardly picture a
more disheartening opening of a new day. For days the
strenuous editor of the provincial paper, Les Colonies, had
been admonishing his readers to pay little heed to the vol-
cano, to regard its work more in the light of a nature-study
than of something to be feared. One reads with a feeling
of gentle pity an article on volcanoes that is published in

the last issue of this journal. It is printed on the first
73
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page, and in the first column, and tells of the general phe-
nomena of vuleanism. With a blind faith in the righteous-
ness of things, the same issue (May 7) publishes an inter-
view with Professor Landes, of the Lycée, in which that
unfortunate scientist is made to appear as saying that there
was not more to be feared at Saint Pierre from Mont Pelée
than there is at Naples from Vesuvius. One can hardly
credit this belief to a man of the scientific standing of
Professor Landes, and it is easily possible that the conclu-
sion that is inferentially drawn from the interview was con-
structed by the editor of the journal, and on perhaps justi-
fiable premises.

The following is the full text of the interview as it ap-
pears in the journal :

AN INTERVIEW WITH M. LANDES.

M. Landes, the distinguished professor of the liycée, has been
pleased to grant us an interview yesterday, apropos of the volcanic
eruption of the Montagne Pelée and the phenomena which preceded
the catastrophe of the Usine Guérin.

The following is the result of our conversation.

On the morning of the 5th (May), M. Landes observed torrents
of smoke escaping from the summit portion of the mountain, from
the locality known as the Terre Fendue. He observed that the Riviére
Blanche was periodically swelling, and that it was running with five
times the volume of water that the high floods normally furnish. It
was hurling along blocks of rock some of which must have weighed
fifty tons.

M. Landes was stationed at the habitation of Perrinelle and
searched at twelve-fifty for the Etang Sec; he noted a whitish mass
deseend the slope of the mountain with the swiftness of an express
train, and enter below the valley of the river, where it marked its
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course with a thick cloud of white smoke. It was this mass of mud,
and not lava, which submerged the Usine.

Later on, at the foot of the Morne Lénard, it appeared to M.
Landes that there was a new branch and that it possibly threw out lava.

M. Landes holds that the phenomenon of Monday is unique in
the history of volcanoes. It is true, he tells us, that the mud lavas
develop with very great rapidity, but this catastrophe was determined
rather by an avalanche than by a flow of mud lava. The valley has
received the contents of the Etang Sec, whose dyke having broken,
permitted of the fall of the muddy waters from an altitude of seven
hundred metres. If, as a surprising fact, there is no trembling of the
surface under the influence of this enormous fall, it is simply because
the sea has acted as a buffer.

It follows from the observations of M. Landes that yesterday
morning (May 6) the central mouth of the voleano, situated over the
higher (summit) fissures vomited out more actively (though intermit-
tently) than ever pulvurulent yellow and black matter. It would be
advisable to leave the neighboring valleys and to locate rather on the
elevations in order to escape submergence by the mud lava, as was
the fate of Herculaneum and Pompeii. Vesuvius, adds M. Landes,
has made but few victims. Pompeii was vacated in time, and there
have been but few bodies found in the engulfed cities. ’

Conclusion: The Montagne Pelée presents no more danger to
the inhabitants of Saint Pierre than does Vesuvius to those of Naples.

An editorial note, which is less confident in its tone
than other notes that had previously been published, sup-
plements the interview with the following: “ Nevertheless,
this morning, the mountain being uncovered, the Morne
Lacroix shows in its lower part, on the side of the Etang
Plein, a gash one hundred metres in length and forty
metres in height, making possible the fall of this promi-
nence, and with it the production of an earth tremor.”
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The other events that are chronicled in this last issue
of the Saint Pierre paper throw a vivid light upon the con-
ditions prevailing in the surroundings, and still further
darken the mystery of the quiet resolve to abide by the
events that were rapidly hurrying to a climax. There
were floods and torrents of boulders, villages inundated
and annihilated, and the ocean rising and falling in un-
known swells. The brighter days of springtime were made
black with the falling ash, thunder and lightning held sway
over the mountain heights, and the air was no longer fit for
man to breathe. Yet even in this late day, with the city
in panic, and with the visions of destruction made real
through the happenings of many days, the editor of Les
Colonzes asks its readers: Why this fright, and why pre-
paring for flight? He asks this question at the end of a
brief editorial paragraph which succinctly portrays the
condition of panic then existing, and which is as follows:

THE PANIC AT SAINT PIERRE.

The exodus from Saint Pierre is steadily increasing. From
morning to evening and through the whole night one sees only hurry-
ing people, carrying packages, trunks, and children, and directing
their course to Fonds-Saint-Denis, Morne-d’Orange, Carbet, and else-
where. The steamers of the Compagnie Girard are no longer V
empty. To give an idea of this mad flight, we give the following
figures. The number of passengers which on the line of Fort-de-
France was ordinarily eighty a day, has risen since three days to
three hundred.

We confess that we cannot understand this panic. Where could
one be better than at Saint Pierre? Do those who invade Fort-de-
France believe that they will be better off there than here should the
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earth begin to quake? This is a foolish error against which the
populace should be warned.

‘We hope that the opinion expressed by M. Landes in the inter-
view which we published will reassure the most timid.

It is difficult to analyze or to understand the motive
that prompted the publication of this appeal. Was it really
given out as the expression of a personal conviction in the
security of the place? Or was it, perhaps, a pennant
thrown to the wind to assist in the election of a candidate
to the French Chamber of Deputies, whose battle was being
actively fought by the editor? The editor lies dead, and
there is no one to answer for him. The same number of
the journal contains the names of the members composing
the commission that had been appointed by the Governor
to report upon the Mont Pelée eruption. They are those
of Lieutenant-Colonel Gerbault, chief of artillery and presi-
dent of the commission ; M. Mirville, head chemist of the
* colonial troops; M. Léonce, assistant engineer of colonial
roads and bridges; and MM. Doze and Landes, professors
of natural science at the Lycée of Saint Pierre. It is an-
nounced that the labors of the commission would be made
known to the public. There was, alas! enough to report,
but no one to report it. _

Of the condition of affairs about Saint Pierre at this
time Les Colonies prints the following paragraphs:

THE PRECHEUR RIVER.
The Précheur River overflowed its banks yesterday and the day
before, and has carried with it enormous masses of rock. A very
curious phenomenon was noted to take place at its mouth. Sound-
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ings made at this point yesterday indicate that a large excavation
(cavity) has been formed. The water which had hitherto at that
point a depth of one metre has now eight metres. The cause of this
excavation has not been ascertained.

THE RIVIERE DES PERES.

A similar condition, the result of a terrible overflow, is found at
the mouth of the Riviére des Péres. Yesterday evening, at about
seven o’clock, the flood increased and was flowing with dark water,
which was thought to be a simple rise brought on by the rains.
Presently there came a torrent which swept with it great quantities
of bamboo, and later, trees and giant blocks of rocks, which are still
to be seen in: the bed of the stream. The bridge of the estate of Per-
rinelle has disappeared, buried, as it were, beneath the boulders of
rock., If the walls of the property had not been fortunately strong
enough to resist the pressure, the stables would have been carried
away by the torrent. This first overflow lasted until about ten
o'clock, when it began to diminish, only to commence again at two
o'clock in the morning..

It is to be reported that at its discharge the water of the river is
engulfed in the enormous cavity which has been cut at this point,
and that it carries down with it all the vegetable and mineral débris
which it has swept up in its course. A little beyond, the current reap-
pears at the surface of the sea, still laden with this débris.

THE OVERFLOW OF THE ROXELANE.

The Roxelane overflowed in its turn at about seven o’clock yester-
day evening. This sudden rise was due to the heavy fall of rain on
the surrounding heights. The river holds in suspension all the ash
that it has caught up, and is consequently of a dark color. Great
quantities of dead fish have been observed at its mouth.

AT BASSE-POINTE.

The river of Basse-Pointe has overflowed since yesterday and
flows with black water. It is reported—but we have no means of
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confirming the report, as the telegraph wires are everywhere broken
—that several houses have been carried away by the waters.

AT LORRAIN.

The Capot, whose waters have been slightly discolored, is now
flowing so muddy that the mouth of the river is full of dead fish.

Photo. Heilprin

BASSE-POINTE—MAY 30, 1902

About one hundred and fifty kilos of dead and torpid fish have been

taken from the irrigating canal of Vive.

MUDDY RAINS.
Yesterday, throughout most of the day, there fell in the north
a fine blackish rain, which was so charged with ash as to make the

carrying of an umbrella a matter of discomfort.
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A RESCUE.

A fisherman named Thomas assisted M. Rénus in the rescue
which we reported yesterday, and which was of a particularly peril-
ous nature. The boat which contained MM. Dupuis-Nouillé the
younger ( fils), Louis Claude, Elysée Fleurisson and three other pas-
sengers, and was manned by M. Stephane Larade, was upset and
broken by the muddy torrent. and the numerous tree-trunks that
were swept along with it.

THE DEAD.

Contrary to reports that had been circulated, the body of Mlle.
Pauline Fleurisson has not yet been recovered. We have to report
among the dead two children of M. St.-Just Prosper, one still at the
breast and the other sick, who were in a boat near to that of M.
Rénus.

Following these news-notes is a brief list giving the names
of subscribers to a general relief fund, and the amount
of subscriptions that had up till then been made. A last
balance shows eight hundred and fifty-eight francs, fifty
centimes, to which 107.75 francs are now added, making
a total of 966.25 francs. On another page of this same
number of Les Colonies is a belated account of an ascent
of Mont Pelée made on Sunday, April 27, by MM. Boulin,
‘Waddy, Décord, Bouteuil, Ange, and Eugéne Berté, which
shows in sufficiently plain language the critical condition
which had been reached by the volcano. Although this
account appears at so late a date, and is edited, it cannot be
assumed that it had intentionally been suppressed by the
editor, who had before this published many alarming re-
ports of occurrences that were taking place. It may be
that he attached little importance to the narrative, and
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perhaps it had not before been submitted in official form.
The journal makes the announcement that the Day of
the Ascension being on the morrow, the stenographic
courses, as well as the adult course which was planned for
the following Friday, would be postponed until Thursday,
May 15. The editor then adds for his own paper:

“Our offices being closed to-morrow, the next issue will
appear on Friday.”

Saint Pierre knew no further Friday, and even of the
Thursday it had but a few short hours. It knew not on
this day the fate that awaited it on the morrow, and it
clung to the hope that a good end would still come. The
city went to sleep hoping but fearing, fearing and not know-
ing; and it was the last sleep, except that of eternal death,
which the city had.

The 8th of May brought little welcome to Saint
Pierre. Pelée’s thunders had ceased for a while, but the
hope that this gave was only to the wakeful few, for already
at four o’clock, two hours before the shadows of night had
lifted, an ominous cloud could be seen flowing out to sea,
followed in its train by streaks of fiery cinders. At half-
past six the Roraima, her decks turned to hoary gray by
the ash that had fallen over them, came into port, taking
her place with the eighteen other good craft that at this
time lay in the roadstead. She anchored to her last
berth. _

The sun had risen in its course perhaps twenty degrees
above the horizon when the roaring of the dark-shadowed

mountain began anew. Hundreds of agonized people had
6
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gathered to their devotions in the cathedral and the cathe:
dral square, this being the Day of the Ascension, but prob-
ably there were not many among them who did not feel
that the tide of the world had turned, for even through the
atmosphere of the sainted bells the fiery missiles were being
hurled to warn of destruction. The fate of the city and of
its inhabitants had already been sealed.

The big hand of the clock of the Hopital Militaire had
just reached the minute mark of seven-fifty when a great
brown cloud was seen to issue from the side of the voleano,
followed almost immediately by a cloud of vapory black-
ness, which separated from it, and took a course downward
to the sea. Deafening detonations from the interior pre-
ceded this appearance, and a lofty white pennant was seen
to rise from the summit of the volcano. With wild fury
the black cloud rolled down the mountain slope, pressing
closely the contours of the valley along which had pre-
viously swept the mud-flow that overwhelmed the Usine
Guérin, and spreading fan-like to the sea. In two minutes
or less it had reached the doomed city, a flash of blinding
intensity parted its coils, and Saint Pierre was ablaze. The
clock of the Hopital Militaire was halted at seven-fifty-two
—a historic time-mark among the ruins, the recorder of
one of the greatest catastrophic events that are written in
the history of the world.

Thus had Pelée done its work. The mountain that
only a few days before had been clothed with all but pri-
meval forest nearly to its summit crown, was largely a
desert waste, scarred with burned timber, gray with ash and
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water, and bleeding with black mud. Tts waters, charged
to many times their natural force by the volcano’s steam-
cloud, had graven deep channels into its flanks, and were
pouring their rock débris into villages and across habitations
which the volcano itself had spared. Précheur lay beside
an avalanche of boulders, vainly searching for a part of
the beautiful meadow upon which formerly grazed its goats
and cattle. The church stands with its half torn away, but
that which remains is more than is left to most of the
houses. In Basse Pointe boulders of eight feet and more
lie about the rubbled walls, and over the bridge of the
Riviére Basse Pointe flows the turbulent mountain torrent
that before this had meekly followed a rivulet’s bed.

In and about Saint Pierre the work of death and de-
struction was accomplished in a few minutes. Thirty
thousand bodies lay among the ruins to tell the story of
that terrible day, turned to brown and black crusts—some
showing signs of a momentary struggle, the greater number
without evidence of any kind to indicate that they had
stirred after the fiery blast had once struck them. In the
houseways and in the streets, it was the same reading of
the almost instantaneous death. The burning buildings,
we are told by Captain Freeman, of the Roddam, stood out
from the surrounding darkness like black shadows. All
this time the mountain was roaring and shaking, and in the
intervals between these terrifying sounds could be heard the
cries of despair and agony from the thousands who were
perishing. A few living forms, lit up by the lurid light of
the conflagration, were distinguishable running distractedly
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about the beach, only to meet death awaiting them at every
turn. Day had suddenly turned into night, but this night
brought with it no calm.

The final details in the passing of Saint Pierre were the
torrential rain that followed closely upon the destruction
and the general conflagration which continued for several
days. At the end of this time the city was laid to smoul-
dering ruins, coated with ash-paste, and looking as if built
of adobe plaster. What had before been the vivid coloring
of houses of the tropics was now an ashen gray—the color
of earth, cold, bleak and burned. Centuries seemingly had
passed between yesterday and to-day.



VI
VICAR-GENERAL PAREL’S CHRONICLE

It was my pleasure, when at Vivé, to meet M. Parel,
-Vicar-General of Martinique, who at the time of the de-
struction of Saint Pierre was officiating in the place of the
then absent Bishop of the diocese. The day-by-day record
of events that were then transpiring, and which M. Parel
communicated to the Bishop, paints with deep emotion the
incidents of the appalling cataclysm, and furnishes some
of the most remarkable chapters written in the history of
any event. M. Parel has kindly placed at my service a
copy of his note-book entries, and given permission for their
translation and publication. They appear here in full.

“ Fort-DE-FRANCE, May, 1902.
“ MONSEIGNEUR :

“Such a catastrophe as this is utterly unheard of; it
has no parallel in history. Yet despite the general con-
sternation that prevails, I shall send you a daily summary
of events. You are familiar with the configuration of the
mass of Mont Pelée. The mountain commands the entire
northern part of the island, enclosing numerous valleys at
its base, and is the source of many streams, here somewhat
inaccurately called rivers, which conrse in all directions
from Saint Pierre to Grande Anse. You are aware that
Morne Lacroix (thirteen hundred and fifty metres in alti-

tude) is its highest peak, plainly visible in clear weather
: 85
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from Saint Pierre, and that at its base lies the old crater
known as Etang Sec—Dry Pond—in contradistinction to
another lake situated on the opposite slope, the waters of
which are always high.
“Friday, April 25.

“On Friday morning, April 25, although the weather
was very clear, the crest of the mountain was capped with
dazzling white vapor. As at six-thirty in the morning I
boarded the ship leaving Saint Pierre, where I had spent the
previous day, and set out for home, I had an opportunity
to admire the spectacle that presented itself. Despatches
announcing a volcanic eruption had preceded my arrival
at Fort-de-France. The occurrence excited everybody’s
wonder. Excursionists immediately set out for the crater,
which for so many centuries had slumbered peacefully, and
had but once, in 1851, given signs of existence by a harm-
less rain of ashes which fell over night on Saint Pierre.
The Fathers of the College were not among the last to reach
the mountain. From the summit of Morne Lacroix, they
discovered that the Ftang Sec, which inclines its basin-
shaped bowl towards Saint Pierre, was filling up with boﬂmg
water and emitting a sulphurous smell.

“Friday, May 2.

“FEight days later the nature of the eruption had
changed. Instead of vapor the mountain was now vomit-
ing ashes. At six o’clock in the morning, I received
the following despatch from the Curate of Le Précheur:
‘Serious volcanic eruption; since morning we have been
under ashes; we ask for prayers.’
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“ At half-past eleven the following night, the city of
Saint Pierre awoke to the noise of frightful detonations, and
to one of the most extraordinary spectacles of nature,—a
volcano in full eruption discharging an enormous column of
black smoke, traversed by flashes of lightning, and accom-
panied by ominous rumblings. A few moments later a rain
of ashes poured down upon the city, and also, though in
less degree, upon Fort-de-France and the remainder of the
island.

“May 3.

““ At dawn on Saturday morning, the whole settlement
found ashes lying thick about it, penetrating even into the
houses. As another despatch, more alarming than that of
the previous day, had reached me from Le Précheur, I left
at eight o’clock for Saint Pierre. I found the city covered
with ashes as if with gray smow. Thick wreaths of black
smoke hurled themselves upward. At intervals of six hours
the cannonading of the mountain redoubled in intensity. In
a downpour of ashes, which spread a strong odor of sulphur,
I visited Sainte Philoméne, Le Précheur and Morne Rouge,
the places nearest the volcano. The villages were filled
with country people fleeing from the hills to the coast. The
churches remained crowded ; the curates baptized, listened
to confession, and attempted to sustain the courage of the
terrified people. I endeavored to reassure the inhabitants.
In the afternoon there was a frightful panic in the midst of
the ceremonies at the Cathedral. With outstretched arms
the people besought the priests for absolution. The colleges,
the Lycée, the schools, were dishanded.
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“ May 4.
“On this day the wind changed and the rain of ashes
moved towards the north and poured down upon Ajoupa-
Bouillon, on Basse-Pointe, on Macouba and on Grande
Riviére. Saint Pierre breathed more freely for a moment.

“May 5.

“Since morning the Riviére Blanche, so called from the
milky iridescence of its waters, which had been for some
days rising in an alarming manner, suddenly became a
threatening, muddy torrent, whose turbulence attracted all.
At the same time, a column of vapor rolled down from the
valley in the flank of the crater. ‘A new crater is forming,’
was the cry. No, it was an avalanche of black, smoking
mud vomited forth by the crater; swelled by successive
discharges it became a rolling mountain, as yet unseen while
it tore its path through the deep gorge, but the moment it
approached the delta in which was situated the Usine
Guérin, its approach was betrayed by a great roar and by
a column of vapor. Those who witnessed the spectacle
shouted impetuously, ‘run for your life!” It was too late.
In one brief instant, the avalanche had engulfed the factory
and the villas of the proprietors and employés alike. Over
a radius of several hundred metres, and even over the
neighboring hills, spread incandescent mud, several metres
in thickness. M. Guérin fils, his wife, M. Duquesne, the
head overseer, and twenty-five employés or servants were
overwhelmed. The chimney of the factory, slightly bent,
bears solitary witness to the disaster. This was about noon.

‘“At the same instant, along the whole roadstead of
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Saint Pierre, the sea receded as though affrighted. It left
the ship Girard, which plies between Fort-de-France and
Saint Pierre, high and dry. Then suddenly the ocean,
rising mountain high, rushed back, breaking over the Place
Bertin, and even over some of the principal streets, and
spreading alarm far and wide throughout the city. The
inhabitants fled for refuge to the heights. Twenty minutes
later calm reigned once more.

“When the news reached Fort-de-France, the Suchet
was instantly put into service by the Governor, who was
anxious to visit the scene of disaster. I attempted to
secure passage, but was courteously refused, as it was feared
that my presence might only increase the paniec.

“Tuesday, May 6.

“I could not leave, therefore, before the departure of
the regular boat at eight o’clock on the following day.
Accompanied by the Abbé Le Breton, I went to the Riviére
Blanche. This stream, now a raging torrent, crashed along,
* carrying with it broken rocks, trunks of trees, and smoking
mud. With its trail of smoke, it resembled a locomotive
plunging headlong into the sea. I observed the slopes of
the volcano covered with mud and rock and ploughed into
vertical gashes by the waters which poured from its mouth.
The two peaks encircling it formed a valley which collected
the waters, whence they dashed forth in zigzags, to form the

seething torrent before us.
“« May 7.

“Since four o’clock in the morning, when I was awak-
ened in my room at the Séminaire-Collége by loud detona-
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tions, I have been watching the most extraordinary pyro-
technic display :—at one moment a fiery crescent glidiﬁg
over the surface of the crater, at the next long, perpendicu-
lar gashes of flame piercing the column of smoke, and then
a fringe of fire, encircling the dense clouds rolling above
the furnace of the crater. Two glowing craters from which
fire issued, as if from blast furnaces, were visible during
half an hour, the one on the right a little above the other.

“T distinguished clearly four kinds of noises; first, the
claps of thunder, which followed the lightning at intervals
of twenty seconds; then the mighty muffled detonations of
the volcano, like the roaring of many cannon fired simulta-
neously ; third, the continuous rumbling of the crater,
which the inhabitants designated the ‘ roaring of the lion;’
and then last, as though furnishing the bass for this
gloomy music, the deep noise of the swelling waters, of all
the torrents which take their source upon the mountain,
generated by an overflow such as had never yet been seen.
This immense rising of thirty streams at once, without one
drop of water having fallen on the seacoast, gives some
idea of the cataracts which must pour down upon the sum-
mit from the storm-clouds gathered around the crater.
When day lighted up the roadstead of Saint Pierre, a cry
of amazement arose. As far as the eye could reach, it was
covered with floating islets, spoils of the mountain, the
forests and the fields, with trunks of gigantic trees, pumice-
stone, wreckage of every sort, discharged by the overflow-
ing torrents.

“I was obliged to go to Sainte Philoméne and to Le
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Précheur to give to the curates of those two places, along
with my encouragement, the aid which I had promised
them for their parishioners. But there were no longer any
bridges or roads. Accompanied by Father Fuzier and
Father Ackermann, I made my way in a boat through the
dangerous wreckage, which rendered our passage slow and
difficult. The point of the Riviére Blanche, of Lamarre,
and of the Précheur disappeared in the sea through suc-
cessive erosions, and under the combined shock of the
waves and the furious torrents. All those diluvial waters,
black and laden with mud, in tumbling into the sea, instead
of covering it as in stormy days with a muddy coat, barely
tinged it with a light yellow streak, and then seemed to
engulf themselves with their banks as if they were molten
lead. Every incident of that sad vigil was extraordinary.
I found the two men worn out with fatigue, pale from
want of sleep—always in their church, busy in preparing
their people as though for a great sacrifice, but full of ardor
and of courage, and, under the very jaws of the volcano,
faithful to their trust. Half of their parishioners had fled
to Saint Pierre, where the barracks and the schools had
been put at their service by the Governor.

“ As for myself, believing it my duty to return home for
Ascension Day, I resisted all persuasions to remain and
took the boat from Saint Pierre at half past two, promising
to return the following evening, or at the latest on Friday
morning. The boat was filled with people fleeing from
Saint Pierre. I stepped out of the row-boat which ‘carried
me over from Le Précheur just in time to embark. Was
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my good angel guarding me? Or would it not have been
better to die than to survive ?

“ Thursday, May 8, Ascension Day.

“This date should be written in blood. Towards four
o’clock in the morning a violent thunderstorm burst over
Fort-de-France. Towards eight o’clock the horizon on the
north and in the direction of the volcano was black as ink.
The clouds raced across the sky towards the northwest. The
sky grew darker and darker. Suddenly I heard a noise as
of hail falling upon the roof and on the leaves of the trees.
A great murmur arose in the city.

“At the church, where eight o’clock mass had begun, a
frightful panic took place. The priest alone remained. At
the same moment through the night which shut us in thun-
der pealed, pealed continuously, appallingly. The sea re-
ceded three times for a distance of several hundred metres.
The boat which was leaving for Saint Pierre returned
affrighted. I went out on my balcony to see what was hap-
pening, and I noticed it was being covered by a hail of
stones and ashes still hot. People stood pétriﬁed at their
doors, or rushed distractedly through the streets. All this
lasted for about a quarter of an hour, a quarter of an hour

of terror.
“But what was taking place at Saint Pierre? No one
dared to think. . . . Communication by telephone had been

cut off abruptly in the middle of a word. Some asserted
that they saw above the mountains which separated us from
Saint Pierre a column of fire rising to the sky, and then
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spreading in all directions. The most terrible anxiety filled
our hearts. At eleven o’clock the ship Le Marin set out
to reconnoitre, and was witness to the most appalling spec-
tacle imaginable. Saint Pierre was a vast brazier of fire.
The news which burst upon the city at about one o’clock
sounded like the funeral knell of Martinique and evoked an
indescribable cry of horror. I shall not attempt to depict
such scenes; it requires the pen of a Dante, or the elo-
quence of a Jeremiah. I am told that a ship is about to
leave to collect the wounded. I am fortunate enough to
obtain passage in it with one of my vicars. The police and
the gendarmes cannot restrain the crowd which struggles to
embark. The expedition is composed of the Prosecutor of
the republic, of an officer, and of a platoon of marines. It
is impossible to believe in the reality of so terrible a disas-
ter. We cling to every theory that permits us to hope. At
least, we think, a large part of the population will have had
time to flee. 'When, at about three o’clock in the afternoon,
we round the last promontory which separates us from what
was once the magnificent panorama of Saint Pierre, we
suddenly perceive at the opposite extremity of the road-
stead the Riviére Blanche, with its crest of vapor, rushing
madly, as on the previous day, into the sea. Then a little
farther out blazes a great American packet, which arrived
on the scene just in time to be overwhelmed in the catastro-
phe. Nearer the shore two other ships are in flames. The
coast is strewn with wreckage, with the keels of the over-
turned boats, all that remains of the twenty or thirty ships
which lay at anchor here the day before. All along the
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quays, for a distance of two hundred metres, piles of lum-
ber are burning. Here and there around the city, upon the
heights and as far as Fonds-Coré, fires can be seen through
the smoke.

“ But Saint Pierre, in the morning throbbing with life,
thronged with people, is no more. Its ruins stretch before
us, wrapped in their shroud of smoke and ashes, gloomy
and silent, a city of the dead. Our eyes seek out the in-
habitants fleeing distracted, or returning to look for the
dead. Nothing to be seen. No living soul appears in
this desert of desolation, encompassed by appalling silence.
When at last the cloud lifts, the mountain appears in the
background, its slopes, formerly so green, now clad in a
thick mantle of snow, resembling an Alpine landscape in
winter. Through the cloud of ashes and of smoke dif-
fused in the atmosphere, the sun breaks wan and dim, as
it is never seen in our skies, and throws over the whole
picture a sinister light, suggestive of a world beyond the
grave.

“With what profound emotion I raise my hand above
these thirty thousand souls so suddenly mowed down, buried
in this terrible tomb to sleep the sleep of eternity.

“Beloved and unfortunate victims! Priests, old men
and women, sisters of charity, children, young girls, fallen
so tragically, we weep for you, we the unhappy survivors
of this desolation; while you, purified by the particular
virtue and the exceptional merits of this horrible sacrifice,
have risen on this day of the triumph of your God to
triumph with Him and to receive from His own hand
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the crown of glory. It is in this hope that we seek the
strength to survive you.

“In this desolation the troop of soldiers sent to the res-
cue could do nothing. We returned, utterly dispirited, to
Carbet. New sensations and indescribable scenes awaited us
there. Here, in a single house, are heaped up fifteen bodies.
In another spot are dying men, horribly burned. Women
and young girls, their flesh tumefied and falling into shreds,
die as they reach the ship. Fathers mourn their children,
wives their husbands. Many of these are returning from
~ the country, ignorant, as yet, of the horrible truth. We
wished to hide it from them, but they divined it. The cries
which ring out break the heart. Many lost their reason.
For four hours embarkation on a dismantled sea goes on
continually. The Suchet and the Pouyer-Quertier come to
our aid. We reached Fort-de-France at ten o’clock in the
evening.

“Itis time to explain to you how the terrible catastrophe
occurred. This, however, is not quite so easy as you may
imagine ; firstly, because none of those whom the scourge
struck escaped to tell the tale, and secondly, because those
whom the scourge spared were doubtless too much over-
come by the scene which they had witnessed to agree en-
tirely in their descriptions. Here, however, is all that I
was able to ascertain as fact :

“Since early morning of this day, the 8th of May, the
rumblings of the voleano grew more disquieting, the dis-
charges of ashes blacker and denser. The anxiety of the
people about the mountain and in the city, then in gala
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state, increased from moment to moment. Suddenly at ten
minutes of eight, as the hospital clock—providentially pre-
served among the ruins, as if to mark for all time the in-
stant at which the justice of God was meted out—bears
witness, a tremendous detonation resounded throughout the
entire colony and an immense mass was seen bursting forth
from the crater and hurling itself upward with extraordi-
nary velocity. The black coils of the appalling column,
rent by electric discharges, unrolled, expanded and dissi-
pated, and, impelled by an invisible force, moved on to
discharge, at a distance, the incandescent matter contained
within them. But suddenly, from the midst of these dense
masses, a spout of fire detaches itself, beats down upon
Saint Pierre like a hurricane, and envelops the entire city,
its roadstead and suburbs, from the promontory of Carbet
to Morne Folie, near Le Précheur, as if with the meshes of
a horrible net. On the surface about the city it describes a
regular curve of from two to three kilometres. It is impos-
sible to give any idea of the atmospheric disturbances cre-
ated by this hurricane of fire. What did it contain ? Matter
in fusion? Gas? Boiling vapors? All of these at once?
God knows! ‘Everything went down before it,” said to
me one who witnessed the sight from a favorable po-
sition, ‘and at the same instant, everything took fire.
Deep night fell over the land, but it was immediately illu-
mined by the dread fires of this veritable hell. From the
grass of the meadows, from the crops of the countryside, to
the great trees, to the houses and buildings of the city and
its suburbs, to the very ships anchored in the roadstead,
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over earth and over sea, raged one vast conflagration, con-
suming thirty thousand human lives. In this awful tu-
mult, how terrible must have been the moment of agony
of a whole people! What pen can ever paint the lamenta-
tions which ascended at that moment from the heart of a
dying city to the bosom of a merciful God!

“While the whirlwind of fire shot out by the crater
moved towards the south and the west, increasing its
destructive force and spreading its ravages, another phe-
nomenon, worthy of notice, stopped it in its course. Two
powerful atmospheric currents, laden with rain, held in
reserve up to that moment by some unseen but providential
hand, suddenly moved from the southeast and from the
north, and precipitated themselves on both sides of the flam-
ing spot. Circumseribing it with a clearly defined line, they
cooled it to such a degree that we could see people about
the line of demarcation struck on one side by burning
missiles, while on the other side, and at a distance of only
a few feet, nothing fell but the rain of muddy ashes and
heated stones, which descended in all directions.

“ Whatever natural explanation of these phenomena we
seek, we are always confronted by a combination of truly
mysterious circumstances. It is evident, however, that a
power capable of regulating the forces and laws of nature
presided over the cataclysm, and that after having for a
moment liberated the unrestrained force of evil, at the next
it commanded the-homicidal cloud to cease its destruction.
¢So far shalt thou go, and no farther,’ it said. ‘ Here shalt

thou break the tide of thy anger.’
7
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“Friday, May 9.

“T have just sent two priests, Father Woetgli and Abbé
Auber, with the expedition to Saint Pierre to pronounce
absolution and sprinkle holy water over the bodies which
are already being buried or cremated. While I was thus

-

THROWN STATUE OF ‘‘OUR LADY OF THE WATCH”

engaged, the French mail-coach arrived, containing the
Abbé Duval, the Vicar-General of Guadeloupe, and Abbé
Amieux, Curate of the Cathedral of Basse-Terre, whom Mon-
seigneur Canappe, as soon as the disaster became known,
kindly sent to us, laden with the precious burden of his
condolence and sympathy for Martinique. I shall attempt,
Monseigneur, to draw up the balance-s<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>