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The Destruction of St. Pierre.

BY WILLIAM MASON.

When we landed at Fort de

the terrilbide catastrophe which in one hlow

just two weeks

laid

France,
ifter
ow the most prosperous city, not only of Martinigue,
but dn all the Lesser Antilles, it was difficult to realize
that only sixteen miles® away lay the world's greatest
picture of ruin and death.  Here, at Carbet's base, lay
nestling the picturesque little town godear to the heart
loved but abandoned wife,

of Josephine, Napoleon’s

And yet all was changed. The shops, filled with their

gaily colored cloth, white-brimmed Panama hats and
delicious - fruits, . were glosed and locked. On the
streets there was the same scene of inaetivity,  Here

and there groups of men, Poth black and white, steod

and in hushed whispers spoke of the fury of the vol

cano ;s grief-stricken women, dressed- in the deepest

mourning, silently hurried along on their® way to the

chureh, where contimal services were being held for

the souls of the dead and for the preservation of the?

living - and even the children by their frightened faces

show

that they; too, were impressed and terrified by
There
hardly a person in the town who did ndt suspect that
Fort de

Pelee’s erater death and desolation ; dnd yet there

the hissing voleano to the northward. wils

would receive from

sooner or latoer Frand
were few, comparatively, who were leaving for othe
islands.  In Martinigue lay their hopes and aspirations,
and in Martinique, if need must, they would die
Between Fort de France and the spot where once was
St. Pierre the land comes down to the sea in alternating
scallops and tiny valleys. Hiding from the people of
Fort de France the monster head of Mt. Pelee, the two
headed Carbet rears its giant form over three thousand
feet abdve the level of the ocean. In seme ages of the
past. the mudl flowing down Carbet's peaks formed the
scallops  which With' the ocean

Dotted

banks covered with deligntful verdure are;, red-tiled

now end abruptly

here and there between these monster muod

houses surrounded by waving fields of sugar-cane
the

tn

topmost point of each stands a

Pelee.  But

hardy have re

ridge there now

huge eross as o guard from the fury of Mt

even so, none but a few af the most

of Fort de France

Pelee

mained in their homes ontside sine

the day of the destrictive eraption of ~that

mountain . which was oncoe the pride of the citizens of
Martinign

Twd Tittle towns are situated on the shore botween
Fort de France and Hne-of death which marks the
termination southward of the zone of influonee of Mt
Poles First is Came Navire, and then, a Httle further
" Ui Pilint Fhe latter ihout seven miles
roin the forme e of 8t Plorre, but vet there are no

e f the den except that the green troe
nd glinte fleld f sugar have now taken a grayish
penrance, and fustond 3 the costomary and quaintly
beautiful red roof { the houses there is again the

mber gra Over-all the land, too, in this vieinity
there hang misty weil, and high above the hills to

the southward is now/seen what appears 'to be a mon

ster umbrella shaped #loud of white.
T'he

the

onee prosperous suburban town of Carbet marks

heginning of the scene of desolation.  The éhange

i8 sudden and appalling.  From a land of beauty we are

suddenly brought Tace to face with death and destruc-
The and

c¢hurches of Carbet are not destroyed, but are covered

tion in its most complete form. houses
with many inches of ashes and. valeanic dust; the palm
trees and other tropieal foliage bend under their weight
of dust, and many of them have broken in twain; the
onee richly colored and sweet scented flower gardens
are buried completely out of sight, and not one human
soul now dares to live in Carbet. Few of its inhabitants,
the little town

tion by its position close behind

however, were killed, for was saved

from complete anuihi
a seallop which separates it from the resting place of
St. Pierre.

Only a little further along the coast and 8t. Pierre is
us. Now the in all its terrifying
glory is clearly visible, only a short distance ahead.

before mountain
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For over four thousand feet it rises from the sea and

throws forth for many thousand feet higher massive

clouds of now white and now black smoke and vapor.

It seems as if some giant hand, controlled by a super-
natural power, has, with one scoop, dug out near the
mountain’s base an immense hole with an opening only
toward the sea and Mt. Pelee.  In this hole theresonce
all the

Now it is

thrived one of the most
West

hard,

prosperous cities in
Indies =it was the site of St. Pierre.

from the distance of a mile, for one to discern

that there remains anything there which hears resem
to the A little

land simply seemed roughoned, and it

blance works of man. nearer in, the

wis not until we
had come very near to the shore that it was possible to
distinguish between the place where the city had once

he

n and the works of nature . in the rear toward the

mountain.,

Gray was hero, there and everywhere.  Dust and

dirt and ashes and mud, with here and there a jagged
had onee been a beautiful house, a
hall, that

Notone human soul any where

remnant of what

remained of

Aud inthe

ge chureh, or

St Pierre.

v ity was all

rear

Mt. Pelee was lost in the clouds and smoke above

Fhis boautiful and quaint little town was only so short

a time ago all color and freshness ; then the mountain

wias covered with giant palms interlaced so elosely

with green vines that it had presented to the eye o

hugelyfheautifal mass of green.  There, on that hillside

Just baeck of this joyous ecity, was one of the most

beautiful gardens the world has known. Foun

the

over

tains . were seq

d here and there in SQIres,
throwing showers of glistening spray into the air, and

moving ahout were gayly dressed people chattering one

to the other in their palois French. w there I8 a

desolate streteh of gray merely accentuated by the

Jagged and growsome ruins.
But lot
to tell in

us enter the town. It hardly seems possible

which direction and where the streets had

formerly run. Houses have toppled in and scattered
themselves to such an extent that it appeared as if the
same giant hand which had once formed the site for St.
Pierre had now swept itsell over the entire eity, knock
that fall

There must have been

ing down buildings with the ease ten: pins

when struck by the rolling ball.
a wind with the fury of a terrible eyclone, foriron hars

as large as a man’s wrist were bent and twisted and

huge trees hatve literally been torn from the carth and
Where there were no ruins to
fact had
far below the rivers of mud, which had

Peled

But

cast in every direetion

e wis due to the that been

n it they

batried Rowed

down 8 side through this

1 he

natural gateway into

city most surprising of all there was no

North, to

streteh

to the
of desolato

Looking to the the East and South

there was continued riin At

no pluce in the city was there to be seen a house with

with walls
Dust
whes were piled high against the side of these flattened
Valls,

v roof, and, indoed, there was not one house

higher than what had been its first story el

d huge roeks —some from the voleano and some
which had formed parts of buildings = hud been thrown
And in

were the decomposing

hero, there and everywhere. wnd among this

monotony of wreck and ruin
bodies of the former people of St. Pierre

How How
sible St.

did this city meeot its doom ?
that in

changed from a place of life, joy and _happiness to this

was it pos

less than five minutes Pierre was

desolation 2 From an eye-witness =a priest —who lived
about five kilometers inland from St, Pierre and partly
around the mounthin just outside of the blast of Pelee's
breath, we obtained what is probably the hest deserip
tion of the destruction of the eity that has yet been
given.

At about half past seven in the morning of May 8th a
'k mass of smoke

dense bla rising

rapidly, rolling,
twirling and twisting upward to a prodigious height,
was seen coming from Pelee’s erater. Suddenly the
upper portion dilated like a huge sunflower on its stalk
and the lower part became wrapped in a snow-white
wreath of vapor, which encireled the column and then
intermingled with it and appeared as black cloud and
silvery masses. Through the pitchy awning above light
ning played incessantly and helow on the side of the
mountain monster jots started upward until the whole

mountain appeared to be a submerged, smoking, burn-
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ing mass. There was a blinding flash, and it appeared
as if some keen-edged knife had cut the stalk of the
flower, and avith a lond report, like the guns of the
navies of the world simultaneously exploding, the black
cloud swept down the mountain upon the little eity.
flashed
dark as

Lightening and  erackled, and surrounding
As the
there was another bhlinding
St.

vol-

world hecame as the darkest night.
cloud
flush

Pierre

reached the city

and a lond rfeport, and from north to south

burst into flames.  The only fire from the

cano was that of lightning., Flames do not come from

the erator.

Only a short distan
Pierre were formerly situated stands the roains of the
heantital cathedral

and rear walls are now standing, and between them are

from where the quays of St.
Only a small seetion of the front

huge stones—the wreckage of the towers, the immense

bell and the broken and desolated altar.  The flow of
mud has buried nearly everything.,  Here, in this
wreekage, were found many bodies, and it is very
probah that at the time of the eruption the church
was filled ‘with people praying to the Almighty for
deliveranee from  the voleano, These people be it
known, had been given not less than twelve days’
warning of the subsequent eatastrophe.  The fiest
eruption, on May 8th, left standing a large part of the
cathedreal, but  the second eruption, on Mayx 20th,
utterly demolished it.  Formerly, standing npon the

of the roof between the towers of the cithedral,
When the
fell,

apex

there was a large metal figure of the Christ,

hot  blast burned itself across the eity the Christ
e is now buried many feet below the debris.
'he ol St. Rue
Vietor Hugo, 1t is now very diflicult to determine just
this
hanks and an opera house and a city hall was now but
dust and ashes had drifted in
large piles covering heaps of stones that. had. formerly
heen reared in magnificent edifices,  The
Hotel de Ville, the City Hall of St. Pierre,
in the This

also heen fountains,

principal street Pierre was called

where street ran. What had once been shops,

gray  waste, on which
ruins of the
are shown
building stood in a

photograph. great

square, where onee had gardens

i statues,

In what was known as the central section of the city
there is perhaps slightly less devastation than any
where else. But even there it ig next toimpossible to
the
however, I found a little erevice filled with clay pipes,

distinguish one from another. In one of ruins,

not one of which had been broken in all of this ruin

Valls had tumbted and toppled around them, and the
blasts Of supesheated gases had killed and destroyed all

life for milos arosed, and yet these little fragile pipes

had remained intaget, In another place we found a nest

of china-ware, with only a very few picces cracked hy

the intense heat, Here also, bomense rocks had fallon
but in such a way as to protect the ware

In the southern end of the city=—a suburb called
Anso==thera lived many of the most weakthy eitizons
of St Pierree Altho furthest  from Pelee Anse had pot
escaped  the violenee of the mountain,  The wealthy
wd the poor suffered the like fate. Southern St
Pierre was just as desolate as northern and contral
Now no one can distingnish between  whiat was  the

werlthy resident section and  the places “‘»‘.“ stood

the hovels of the poor §

Walking over and along whe@g once was the Rue Vie

tor Hugo down’into Anse oné most foreibly  remind

ed of Lord Lytton’s last days ¢ npeii. Fhere, where
those smoldering  ruins are mé seen  onee stood the

residence  of Diomedd A

and down this

palatial little beyond had
had fled

form of his

lived Clodins street Glaucus,

bearing inhis arms the beantiful bheloved
fone.  But from St. Pierre no human soul escaped, and

the novelist of the future, who attempts to navrate and
deseribe the horrors

which  befoll h‘;jvrn-
that fateful morning of May y\'l'p. must, if

be truthful, bring a far different ofiding to his book

he

than Lord Lytton gives to his famous work. The
silent evidences given by the dead bodies seattered
throughout the ruined city show conclusively that

wome of least, saw
black cloud,

hoiling mud coming toward St. Pierre from the burning

the people, at the whirlwind of

flashing lightning, burning gases and
hole on the summit of Pele
Ind ependent.

but not one escaped.—The




