


ATELARS LAURANCH

MANIOC.org

Bibliotheque Alexandre Franconie
Conseil général de la Guyane



MANIOC.org

Bibliotheque Alexandre Franconie
Conseil général de la Guyane



MANIOC.org

Bibliotheque Alexandre Franconie
Conseil général de la Guyane



BY LEON CHAUTARD.

' (\g_"‘ J “OUR COUNTRY 1S THE WORLD;
i\ « QUR COUNTRYMEN ARE ALL MANKIND.”

e —

PRICE 25 CENTS.

SALEM:
PRINTED AT THE OBSERVER OFFICE.
1857.
L e i SRR (3C & /
: - \ S — —
T cw o oo RGO TR
G \;;(‘}}J QG EN o
MANIOC.org

Bibliotheque Alexandre Franconie
Conseil général de la Guyane






ESCAPES FROM CAYENNE.

BY LEON CHAUTARD.

“ OUR COUNTRY IS THE WORLD;
OUR COUNTRYMEN ARE ALL MANKIND.”

SALEM:
PRINTED AT THE OBSERVER OFFICE.
1857.

BIBUOTHEQUE
A FRONCONIE

)
/



Q‘mrh o wila: ,mﬁm‘& ama-a;».l ol \'ﬂo
et T gl badelond z!bmbm vadd t-:rlmn =il h
”!ﬂu'nrﬂm Lise 1"'@4!{*!';5. 'ﬂ',-' Hoad anrl ﬂ""lmi
i N dyglow wds mort yiiaves ol vilod (iasklys w
?‘PT" %bﬂ i 5 ‘)iil ‘a!uw an mrnu\. rﬂ‘é‘ ,WM m
H’ wvl-hm'd SR wERLHE O 'mniisr-.gn!ﬁ m o _
. ‘ﬂ m 40 Fa wenwavdivaer ol havomud b fna Triunbal m
%ﬂm!:n'irn Y moisds vhwid adf poqu .va
i)&)ﬂ ni‘anuusq i 1e :m!: 3 wqﬂ‘l‘ Avqsanls syl

=Tl

S i ,wwm ‘,Az‘;ﬁ‘m. u.gu‘rv pth«-v !-tm:-

Wm ot sapat :-dw — kil Sis sngliatai o aameliveg ': i
o il o o (aw egeiyus( deml sdf geidesss of hgves |

BOG § RO Jom - wan'i gt whooeditamy aviam!m
‘mm Tifsaid o sdases adg 1o sssleiieaq sdd yibusae s ©

M Sk ml béue spirpdd shoil Padaces BudsaiD ol \lﬂn p

. m um.,u.; i m(.uw! mamm i oofF  bualad l.‘fim{l

,»ig‘n sipdi V4 5y shaiok eli w-; Do 10 'lmtm ,Isﬂf.whmw ﬁ
AR Braedi 163 ob cod Ceptivw vlbad gre yod sai U vaor 'w ff‘
38 wrheddhil dopin vnd box et o ot 1 Imii ‘uml‘f

o8 s giod !!4&{;.11'1 ik eul.llfw ‘F.

sy faa z*wwm 5 gumqn {N tliﬂJ au«ldf a'




PREFACE.

Frox ToE Sitem ReasTer oF SeprEmeer 28, 1857.

Wrrmn the past few years several of the French political refu-
gees, victims of their Republican opinions, have found their way to
this city from Cayenne, whither, after several changes of the place
of their exile, they were finally banished. Those of them whom we
have seen have been very intelligent and interesting men, and al-
though evidently suffering severely from the weight of their sorrows
and misfortunes, have borne up under them with wonderful firmness,
evincing an earnest disposition to secure an honest living by their
own industry, and an honorable sensitiveness at the idea of bheing
dependent upon the kindly charities of sympathizing strangers for
the means of support. Three of them are at present in Salem, having
arrived within the past two weeks ; and one, Mr. Lron Cmavrarp, a
gentleman of intelligence and ability,—who hopes to procure employ-
ment in teaching the French lauguage, until he can learn some tidings
and receive remittances from France,—has sent to us a communication
narrating the particulars of the escape of himself and his compan-
ions. Mr. Chautard escaped from Cayenne and his two friends from
Devil’s Island. The first narrative, he says, is singular; the second
is wonderful, adding: “I send you the relation of these escapes. I
know very well that they are badly written; but do not forget, Messra.
Editors, that I am a Frenchman, and have much difficulty to express
my thoughts in the English tongue.”

We do not think any apology is necessary, and give his narrative
very nearly as he has written it, with only a few trifling alterations of
the idiom.
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- ESCAPES FROM CAYENNE.

INTRODUCTION.

I wished to be able to describe, with a pen of fire, the atro-
cious crimes of the crowned Sycophant called Louis Napoleon
Buonaparte.  Unhappily I am not well acquainted with the
English tongue, and can only tell, in a plain style, the summa-
ry of the sufferings of some of Napoleon's victims. I respect-
fully beg the indulgence of my readers, and I commence :

In the month of February, 1848, Louis Philippe, King of
the French, was driven from his throne and fled toward Eng-
land, the refuge of all sinners. The Republic was proclaimed
with enthusiasm by the oppressed, and accepted with resignation
by the oppressors; the throne of the Bourbons was publicly
and solemnly burnt at the same place where stood, sixty yeais
before, the State Prison called La Bastille.

Four months after this, day for day, the cannon was roaring
again in the streets of Paris; the Republicans, disguised in An-
archists, were desperately fighting, for the sake of their freedom,
against the Royalists of all colors, disguised in conservative
*Republicans ; the regular army, tied by passive obedience, and
the National Guard, deceived by the pempous speeches of the
sublime poet and blind politician Lamartine, were both in the
camp of the Royalists.

After five days of a most furious and heroic struggle, the
Republicans were vanquished.  But the victory was dearly
bought by the Royalists; eight generals were killed and six
wounded ; twelve hundred officers of all degrees, and twenty
thousand soldiers or national guards, passed from life to death.
All persons known for their devotion to Republican institutions
were then imprisoned. I had the honor to be of the number,
with twenty-five thousand more.

On the 11th day of July, 1848, I was arrested and brought
before a commissary of police. The magistrate asked me, in
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exchange for my liberty, to give him my word of honor that I
had not participated in the battle of June. I refused, saying,
“I have not to prove my innocence, but you have to prove my
culpability; I can be neither my own accuser nor my own apol-
ogist.” I was sent to La Conciergerie. On the 21st of the
same month I was removed to Fort de Noisy. On the first of
September I was taken to Flort de I Est. Two days before, a
lady had begged my liberation of General Cavaignac.

“In less than forty-eight hours, Chautard shall be out of the
Fort de Noisy,” answered the Dictator.

On the 2d of September I was removed to Hawvre, and
thence to Bress, where I arrived on the 5th. I was put on
the pontoon Uranie. On the 19th of February, 1849, I was
sent to Belle Isle, on the outworks of the citadel. On the
80th of April I escaped with Deflotte, a navy officer, and
Clairet. Captured the next day, we had a dark cell for a resi-
dence, and we went, in May next, to Lorient to be tried. We
were condemned to one month imprisonment. I made appeal
and was sent to Vannes to be tried again. The first judgment
was confirmed. I was tried a third time for having insulted a
non-commissioned officer of gendarmes. I was condemned
again to one month imprisonment, and returned to Belle Isle
in the month of August. On the 11th of December 740 of
my companions were liberated; 460 of us remained. The
weather being very cold, we made a good fire in our stoves,
with the beds of our companions who had gone away. Our
guardians called that an incendiarism, brought armed soldiers
into our camp, and ordered us to go to bed. We refused and
marshaled ourselves for passive resistance. The soldiers and
guardians ran back and went to bring reinforcements. The whole
regiment arrived. Their Colonel, quite drunk, ordered them to
load their guns and to fix the bayonets. Several of us were
wounded. In the evening I wrote to Col. Pierre; I clearly
proved him to be a drunkard, a coward, and a murderer. The
next day soldiers came again, shot one of us, wounded some,
and arrested eleven. I had the honor to be of the last.

In January, 1850, we were sent to Lorient, ten in number,
to be tried, and removed soon after to Vannes, before the crim-
inal court. I wrote to my friends in Paris to send us defend-
ers. We had the most eloquent Michel (de Bourges,) who
had defended Louis Napoleon Buonaparte after his attempt at
Boulogne, Cassal and Baudin ; all three were Representatives.
[The last was killed upon the barricades, in December, 1851.]
We had, besides, a renowned barrister of Lorient, named Rat-
tier. They were sent to us by Count I’ Alton-Shee, an old
peer of France, the sole one who dared to condemn to death Louig
Napoleon Buonaparte, when tried before the Court of Peers.
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The trial began on the 16th of March and lasted five days.
I addressed the jury, but was interrupted fourteen times by the
Attorney General. Tassilier had addressed the public, and his
pathetic speech had much excited the auditors ; many of them,
including barristers, were weeping. Michel (de Bourges)
made the most magnificent speech I ever heard in my life; he
proved not only our innocence, but also the culpability of our
accusers. His thundering voice so far intimidated our persecu-
tors, that no one dared to answer him. Forty-three questions
were put to the jury; all were unanimously negatived, and
we were acquitted.

When we left the Court House a crowd of people saluted us
with enthusiastic hurrahs, and we were brought to our prison
under the arms of our friends and covered with flowers.

But Louis Napoleon Buonaparte, then President, had reck-
oned without his host. Thinking we should be found guilty,
he had transported our companions and sent them to Africa
under the pretext of our culpability. Reing solemnly pro-
claimed innocent, the President's duty was to repeal the unjust
law of transportation ; but he preferred to do a new injustice—
he sent us to join our companions in French Africa.

In the middle of the night we were taken by a company of
grenadiers, assisted by gendarmes, and removed to an adjoining
town called Awray; but there our friends were waiting our
arrival, and we were immediately sent to the fortress of Porz
Louis. When, soon after, we left this place, two thousand

ersons wished us farewell, in such terms that we could not
elp our tears, and the remembrance of that day excites me
much now, after seven years of incredible sufferings.

We made the passage from Port Louis to Toulon, six hun-
dred miles distant, in a cellular wagon, our bodies covered with
irons.  From ZToulon we went to Algiers,and thence to Bone,
where we met our companions at the Casbak, or Citadel.—
There, envy poisoned our triumph over our calumniators. Envy
is the plague among the oppressed, as selfishness is the plague
among oppressors. Which is the worst, Envy or Selfishness ?
Those abler than I may tell, but I cannot.

I published, then, the history of our confinement; when the
first number went out, they put me in a cell ; upon the appear-
ance of the second number they sent me to the military prison
of Bone. Six weeks afterwards I returned to the Casbah.

I introduced newspapers into the citadel, and, for this reason
I was put in a cell where physicians declared that a man could
not live more than three months. I remained there four
menths and two days and I was alive. The Commander of the
Citadel paid me a visit, and told me he would kill me if I con-
tinued to publish the treatment I endured.



8

“ T take notice of it, Captain, but I prefer to be a vietim
rather than a tormentor.”  For these words I was tried on the
4th of June, 1851, before a Court Martial, for insults to my
superior. I refused to recognize Soldiers as my Judges, being
a Citizen and not a Soldier. I was condemned to five years of
irons, (a military punishment,) and sent to Algiers, to the
cellular civil prison ~ Paon, Bivors, and many others, had the
same fate, for trifling reasons, and joined me.

We had three cents a day for our board, and these three cts
were given to the keeper of the prison, who stole half of it;
we were starving and slowly dying. I preferred to die imme-
diately, and absolutely refused to eat whatever it might be. A
physician came, felt my pulse, smiled and said: ** By-and-by
he will ask for food; hunger will be stronger than his will.””
“ Doctor,” said I, calmly, * you are wrong to believe it : there
is a loaf of bread; it is near my hand, and consequently, near
my mouth, but I will become a corpse before that bread shall
be touched; they must change the diet of the prisoners or as-
sassinate me.”

On the fourth day of my fasting, the Editors of Algerian
Newspapers and some of my political brethren were admitted into
the prison ; they begged me to take some food. I asked them
if the diet was modified. They called the Governor of the prison,
who said to me : “I have crders to give you what you like.”

¢ And my friends ?”

¢ All political prisoners will be treated as you are.”

““ And the whole of the prisoners ?”’ :

“We cannot change the diet for soldiers, sailors, prisoners
for debt, &e.”

“Then let me die.”

¢ But if you die G

“There will be a soldier less for my party and a crime more
for yours”" A few hours afterwards the diet was changed for
the prisoners, without any exception, and I tried to eat some-
thing, but I could not. I underwent a severe sickness, but my
good constitution saved me. We had but a little profit from
that event, having been removed to For¢ Barbazoun a short
time afterwards.

During our residence at this fort the President of the Re-
public made his coup d’etat; he drove the Representatives
before the bayonets of his soldiers, confined many Generals,
and drowned all the public liberties in an ocean of blood. The
Phantom of the Republic was standing up yet, but every one
could count the number of days it had to live. We were sent
to Fort S.. Gregoire at Oran. We had, there, a little less
than two cents a day for our living, and our waghing was to be
paid over that sum.
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One day my companions were singing Romances, and I was
reading on my bed. The keeper ordered my friends to be
silent; they refused, as was their right,—the commander of
the fort having given them permission to sing and to speak.—
The keeper arrived with twelve soldiers, armed to the teeth,
with fixed bayonets. I told them to go back, having nothing
to do in our room ; the keeper called me a rascal and a brizand;
I struck him in the face. The sergeant of the soldiers tried to
give me a blow with his bayonet, but I prevented it and struck
the sergeant’s mose; I then jumped backward to prevent five
or six bayonets shining around my breast. The keeper drew
a long dagger and raised it above his head. I immediately un-
covered my breast and told him: * Strike if you dare,” and
I looked earnestly, deeply into his eyes. The rascal could not
bear my fiery glance; he was willing to kill me, but his arm
could not move. A soldier then took him by the neck and told
him in a thundering voice : * I will strangle you if you don’t
instantly put your dagger in your pocket.” The wretch
obeyed and went out. This good soldier had two months of
dark cell, and I was condemned again, by a court martial, to
five years of irons for insults to my superiors. After two
months of separation I was reunited to my companions. Dur-
ing my absence some more had arrived, and Tassilier was
among them. We received orders to leave Fort St. Gregoire.
We inquired where we were going to; they refused to tell us,
but I knew it as well as themselves : our destination was Cay-
enne; Mr. Louis Napoleon Buonaparte had condemned us,—
by his private authority,—to the Diry Guillotine, as Lamartine,
clear sighted now, calls the transportation to French Guiana.

We left Fort St. Gregoire and were directed toward Mers-
el-Kebir, the sea-port of Oran, five or six miles distant. Our
friends held a subscription for us, and sent one of them to give
us the amount of it. The commander of our staff took the
money and put the bearer in jail. [Our friend staid two
months in prison and the money was never recovered.] Indig-
nant at this officer’s conduct, we denounced it in angry terms,
and the soldiers, exasperated by our just reproaches, menanced
us with their guns and bayonets. From Oran to Mers-el-
HKebir, we were many times necar heing massacred ; and we had
no arms, and our hands were tied with chains !

We embarked on board a steam man-of-war and went to Al-
giers for the third time. The commissary-general - of police
made a search in my luggage; his agents looked at my papers
ard in my trunk and found nothing wrong; they asked their
chief if it was of any use to search my person. “No,” said le,
T know the man, we will find nothing; leave us alone.”’—
The agents obeyed.
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“ Mr. Chautard,” said the commissary general, *“if you had
followed my advice you would not be in such a position as you
are; you would he free; but there is time yet; beg the Prince
Napoleon’s pardon, ask for mercy, be devoted to the President,
and you will be liberated. You have no fortune, but you can
keep a lucrative office.  Will you do what I say ?”

“ No, gzt

“You have no faith in the President’s promise, but you are
wrong ; the Prince is good hearted ; he remembers that Com-
modore Chautard brought his uncle, the great Napoleon, from
Elba Island to France, and exposed greatly his life by doing
80; he remembers that two of your uncles, your mother's
brothers, two valuable officers, died bravely in the campaign of
Russia ; he remembers, too, that your !

¢ T only remember, sir, that I never had offended Louis Na-
poleon Buonaparte when he put me in prison,—against the
laws of my country,—and treated me as a mad dog. There-
fore I cannot beg his pardon without shame and dishonor. I
shall not do it.”

‘“But the Prince is President of the Republie, and you are
but a poor prisoner; if he has been wrong with you, he cannot
confess it.”

“He will do as he likes, let his destiny and mine be fulfilled !”’

“Is this your last word?’

(13 YeS.U

Orders were given to let my companions stay in Africa, but,
by a special favor, I was destined to be sent to Cayehne. The
next day I embarked for Zoulon. It was in the month of
July, 1852.

The 5th of September,—I never shall forget that date,—I
left France, and I swore never to come back again to it ; but I
was much excited ; my eyes were fixed upon the Mediterranean
shore where I was born, and I exclaimed with a deep sorrow :

‘ Adieu, France, my native country, adiet for ever!"”

“ Adieu, cherished companions of my youth, I shall see you
no more !’

‘“ Adieu, my black eyed and black haired lady, whose love
and devotion bore up my fainting courage, in many circumstan-
ces, and made my happiness for many years ! those whom God
had united are separated by men. But God is merciful and
men are mortal !  Perhaps we shall meet again ; thy beautiful
eyes, O my lady ! will look into mine, thy pretty rosy lips
will kiss mine '—No, no; all hopes are lost, the sacrifice is
done ; adieu, my beloved, adieu forever, but remember me !’

I am on board the Flortune,—what a mockery !—three hun-
dred convicts are on board and satisfied that they are going to
Cayenne ;—what a pity!—We cross the straits of Gibraltar,
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the Tropical line, the Equatorial line at the mouths of the
Amazon river, and we arrive at French Guiana on the last day
. of October, 1852,

On the 4th day of November I went to the Jailat Cayenne;
but I had made a sacrifice above my strength and I fell sick ;
I entered the hospital. A black melancholly invaded me and
during forty days I became more and more disheartened. At
last, I succeeded in regaining my self-possession, I resolved to
live, and overthrow my sorrows.” I asked the Doctor to let me
leave the hospital ; he said I was not strong enough ; I insisted
and he finally let me go.—They brought me to the Jail.

The Doctor had knowledge of it and asked the Governor to
allow me to reside in the town of Cayenne. The Governor
refused at first; but, several gentlemen having supported the
Doctor’s request, I left the Jail and had the town for a prison.
I entered the General Navy-stores to fix its books.

Louis Napoleon Buonaparte made himself Emperor of the
Jrench, and, on that occasion, his newspapers offered liberty to
all political prisoners who would recognize his nomination.—
We had a new Governor sent to Guiana. I wrote to him that
I accepted the bargain of his master and recognized the accom-
plished event of his election, to make me free or to send me to
the United States of America.

Instead of giving me what I asked for, the Governor sent me
t0 a dark cell for forty days, on Mother Island. I found there
about two hundred political prisoners, of the category of De-
cember, 1851.

In July, 1853, we received one hundred companions from
France and Africa ; Paon, Bivors and Tassilier were among
them, and I was in a dark cell. On the 21st of the same
month, I was with Paon and another friend, on a desert place
of Mother Island, making a boat for our escape. When we
arrived in the camp, at sunset, we found everything overthrown.

During our absence, some gendarmes had brought on a bad
quarrel with our companions, and, reinforced with the soldiers
of the garrison, attempted to massacre them; but the prison-
ers, far from being intimidated, had pressed the soldiers so
closely that they could not move and use their guns. The
cells were filled with our companions, and there were sentries
in every quarter of the camp. Mother Island was proclaimed
to be in a state of siege.

In August, twelve of our fellow prisoners were tried before
a court martial. Paon was amongst them. Three—Tassilier
was one—were condemned to five years of irons: two others
to two years of imprisonment; and Paon was acquitted.

We were sent to St. Joseph Island and treated worse than
convicts ; we were covered with chains, while the thieves, and
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the murderers of the Bagne had none; we worked the whole
day under a tropical sun, and were not allowed to light any fire
nor to cook any thing. On Sundays we filed off hefore a sec-
ond licutenant of marines; the Roman Catholics were obliged
to go to mass,, and the Protestants to stand up before the
chapel, the face turned to the sun.

We stayed at St. Joseph Island for nineteen months, and
lost fifty of our companions—the fourth of us. They died
from despair, want of food, ill treatment, and dysentery. I
wrote there a manuscript, entitled:  7%e Dry Guillotine,
and succeeded in sending out three copies, one to the United
States, one to England, and the third to Belgium. I don’t
know exactly what became of them, but suppose they were
published, having many reasons to believe so. In that work I
related all the particulars of our sufferings, and the bold rob-
beries of our tormentors.

In the month of March, 1855, the Governor of French
Guiana, Rear Admiral Bonard, came to St. Joseph Island and
informed us that our Aard labor was suppressed, and that we
should be removed to Devil's Island, where we could do as we
liked.

At the beginning of April, M. de la Richerie, Governor of
Salute Island, visited 8t. Joseph and ordered me to accompany
him to Devil's Island. When we were alone in his boat, he
asked me to beg the Emperor’s pardon.

“I will support your request. and the Governor will advo-
cate it,”” said he; “ you are quite sure to receive your libera-
tion by return of mail.”

‘I can not do such a thing, sir.”

“ Why ¥’ '

“ Because I am not the offender ; I am the offended.”

““ Don’t mention it; ask for pardon and they will give it to you.”

T never shall.”

““Then you will stay in prison all your life.”

“ Never mind.”

M. de la Richerie asked me if T would direct the erection of
the necessary buildings, at Devil’s Island, for the whole of m
companions. I accepted on condition that we should have
neither soldiers, nor gendarmes, nor policemen with us.

“ But you must have administrators.”

¢ Nobody. "

“ But if there are quarrels among you ?”

“ We shall not quarrel.”

M. de la Richerie accepted my condition, left me at Devil’s
Island, and on the next day many of my companions joined
me. In five wecks we erected thirteer Cazes wide enough to
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lodge three hundred men, and we were but one hundred and
fifty political prisoners in French Guiana.

" When I left Cayenne, two years before, the Governor said to
my friends that I should return there in a few months; but,
every time they required him to fulfil his promise, he always
found pretexts to decline it. He was changed, and his succes-
sor did the same.

A respectable merchant, though a Portuguese, begged of M.
Durand, the Director of the Penitentiaries, to let him have me
as his elerk ; but he refased obstinately. He confessed I was
honest and intelligent, but he added: ¢ All the political pris-
oners may come to Cayenne, except the one you ask for.”

For these reasons I thought it quite impossible to leave the
islands, and was most astonished when M. Durand’s son-in-law
called for me and said :

“ Will you go to Cayenne ?’

“ Yes, sir, I am willing.”

“ When will you go?”’

¢ The sooner the better.”’

¢ Then write to any worthy person to become bondsmen for
you, and you may go.”

1 will do if, sir.””

1 did, and three days afterwards I was called to Royal Island
and went to Cayenne. When I arrived there, Gov. Bonard
told me this :

¢ Leave us quiet, and we will leave you quiet.”

I never brought you any quarrel, Governor.”

¢t Be still—be still.””

Louis Napoleon Buonaparte had an heir—monsters are some-
times fertile—and the Moniteur proclaimed an amnesty for the
political prisoners on certain conditions. I accepted them, and
presented my acceptance to M. de la Richerie, the Director of
the Penitentiaries.

Tt is not very flattering,”” said he, “ but I will send it as
if, is.”

Governor Bonard left Cayenne, and we had M. Baudin in-
stead of him. The latter was a coarse seaman, fond of liguors
and with a passion for money: he was ruled by his wife, and
she was ruled by her minions—so that French Guiana was in
the hands of young, foolish men, who used to do everything
wrong, when I took occasion to make my escape.

In the following pages I relate my own, and the escape of
some of my companions. We are now in the United States,
waiting for a better future, trying to forget the past, and think-
ing not too much about the present, which is dull and hard.

LEON CHAUTARD.



ESCAPE FROM CAYENNE.

I have been in prison for Republican opinions for nine years,
and in Cayenne for five. I was tired of being treated like a
slave or a criminal, and was resolved to run away from that
country where dying is the rule and to live the exception. But
it was very difficult to execute my project, because 1 was much
in suspicion and many eyes were open and fixed upon me.
Notwithstanding the difficulties, I was unwilling to stay any
more in the power of my cruel enemies, who are too cowardly
to kill their antagonists, and too thorough haters to forbid any
offence.

In the mean time an English bark entered the harbor of
Cayenne, loaded with coal for the French government, and her
charter party stipulated that she would deliver her eargo in
Cayenne or Demerara, at the French Governor’s will. I knew
she was to sail for English Guiana the following night; so I
had no time to spare, and I spared none. By means I can not
tell now, I was on hoard the English bark at nine o’clock in
the evening, and an hour after my arrival we sailed. We had
high water, a fair breeze, and were running pretty well. T was
saved; I was the happiest of men; I most heartfully thanked
God and went to bed. I was sleeping very soundly when I
was awakened by Captain Foskey.

¢ Friend,” said he, ““we are on a bank of mud; we are
stopped and can’t go away.”

The captain, mates and crew tried, by every means, to move
the ship, but all was in vain; they lost an anchor and a rope.
Capt. Foskey was very sorry for that aceident, and so was L.

** Captain,” said I, “ I must die or be saved; please to make
a hole in the deepest part of your ship, put me in, give me
bread and water, nail a board over my head, and let me become
what will please God.”

All those things were done by Capt. Foskey himself and his
brave and intelligent first mate, Mr. Tutton, a good natured
young man.

‘T'he entrance of my voluntary prison was very dark and
very narrow ; it looked something like a wild beast’s den. In
entering it I scratched my clothes and a little of my skin; but
I didn’t take notice of it. My liberty depended on my willing-
ness, as you will see by-and-by. Next day, at high tide, the
captain paid me a visit.

“ We have plenty of water,” said he; ¢ the ship is floating,
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but we have no wind at all ; the sails are flat against the masts ;
we don’t move.”

¢ Blow, wind, blow !”” cried I; ¢ blow very hard and deliver
me.” But it appears that heaven is too far from earth; God
heard me not, and we had no wind.

In the evening of the same day we had a very strong breeze.
I heard it blowing from the bottom of my den, and I thought
to be saved; but, alas! there was not sufficient water for our
heavy ship, and she moved no more than a stona Capt. Foskey
was desperate ; I was not, but I was dull like a mourning-day.

It was almost impossible for me to stay any longer in my
hole. I had reom encugh, but I had no air, and there was
such a heat there that I was as wet asa duck when he is coming
from the water. T was, besides, almost suffocated. Good Mr.
Foskey engaged me to go into his cabin.

“ Nobody will come to-night,” said he; ‘‘come with me;
you will gleep on the sofa, and to-morrow at daylight, we will
see what we have to do.”

T accepted his offer and followed him. I slept perfectly well
in his cabin, and was breakfasting with him and Mr Tutton, at
about 8 o'clock, when a strong voice cried on deck :

¢ A white boat coming from shore, full of police men.”

I immediately left bread and butter, cold meat and hot
coffee, and ran to my den. In the way I heard a sailor saying:
¢ Another heat coming from shore—she is full of gendarmes.”
Iran quicker and arrived at the hole. Capt. Foskey went
himself with mate Tutton, and they nailed the board over my
head. Five minutes afterwards, policemen, gendarmes, sold-
iers, Garde-Chiourmes, sailors, and spies of all descriptions
jumped on the deck of our ship. As no one of those vile and
mercenary men could speak English, an old man was with them
as interpreter. They begged leave of Capt. Foskey to visit his
ship, and asked him if he had not seen a political prisoner
recently escaped from Cayenne.

“I know nothing about that,” answered the captain; I
arrived here in the morning and left the place in the afternoon.
I am acquainted with nobody in Cayenne ; and as to prisoners,
T would not, for one thousand pounds sterling, help any one to
run away. You can do on my ship what you like; this is not
my business;”’ and he turned his back to the Mouchards.

They instantly proceeded to visit the ship, went into the
cabin and looked in every where, but found nobody. They
went on deck, jumped over the masts, looked in the sails, and
finally asked Mr. Tutton to let them see into the casks where
was the salt meat. ¢ Steward,”” said the young man, * bring
me the keys; those men are in want of a piece of pork;” and
he opened one of the casks, but there was only salt meat in it.
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Garde Chiourme asked Mr Tutton to look in the other ome.
“ Very well,” said the mate; ‘I see what it is; you don’t
like pork and are fond of beef; it is very easy to satisfy your
appetite.”” He then opened the beef barrel, and taking a large
piece of salt beef, he put it on the fancy dress of a Garde-
Chiourme. All the crew laughed, and the poor spy went away.

The infernal troop entered the Sailor’s Cabin and looked into
empty hogsheads, chests, ete. One of them told his comrade :
¢ (Call Chauta® by his name, perhaps he will answer you.”
“ He will do nothing of that kind,” said another ; ‘“ he is not so
foolish as you may believe.”” ‘* You are quite right, my good
man,”” said T to myself; ¢TI will do like the Capons when a
cook calls them ; they used to run away and they do well; I
cannot run, but I will be still, and as mute as a fish.”” A ser-
zent de ville found a pair of boots and shook them, in the hope,
I believe, to find me inside; but I was not there. During
that time, gendarmes, sailors, and soldiers invaded the coal;
they sought me in every corner; I was entirely surrounded by
those devils ; four or five times they went so near me that I
thought to be discovered and murdered by those assassins-like.
I had a very good American revolver in my right hand, well
loaded, with five shot, and I had a good will to kill the first
ones who would attempt to seize me. Happily for them, more
happily for me, no one saw me and they went out.

They came three times, and every time, 1 thought to be
found. I was not, and after a few hours of searching, all
returned to Cayenne.

I went on the deck and threw my revolver into the sea. “I
regret,” said I, ““to have had the intention to kill any one for
my own sake. I will neverdo itagain. If | am discovered I
will be killed, that is sure, but I will die as I have lived, with-
out reproach.”

I stopped a full week in the same position. A Pilot went
on board with four negroes and stayed three days; during
these, I was obliged to be in my den, and the ship stopped on
the bank of mud.

At last the Governor of Cayenne, requested many times by
Captain Foskey to send a steamer to relieve his bark, sent a
man-of-war. We left the corrupted Cayenne, its convicts and
its martyrs, its Garde-Chiourmes, the mudand the yellow fever.

We rapidly passed Devil's Island, a small rocky islet, where
about forty or fifty of my companions are dying slowly.  The
sight of their tomb moderated my selfish happiness, and my
thoughts became as dull as before.

After two days of sailing, with a strong fair wind and close
weather, the ship stopped once more in the night; we were on
the mud again.  “ All hands on deck!” said a commanding
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voice, and, two minutes after this order was given, it was exe-
cuted by all the men. This time we were not on the bank of
mud which runs parallel with the shore, from Cayenne to De-
merara; we were too far from land for that. The Chevalier
(that is our ship’s name) was in a patch of mud, and her posi-
tion was not eritical at all.  Capt. Foskey, by a very skilful
manceuyre, which consisted in turning around the patch, dizen-
gaged his ship, and we got away for the third and last time.

We enter the river of Demerara. I can distinctly see both
banks; the shore is very low, and the water, in color and
thickness, is like chocolate. On our left lies Georgetown, in
the county of Demerara, and capital of the whole of British
Gniana.

I land with Capt. Foskey; nobody, gendarmes, soldiers,
or policemen, asked our passports, as they are accustomed
to do in my country. I am well satisfied with this, for the
good reason that I have none to exhibit. In France they surely
would put me in prison; here, they take no notice of me. I
prefer the English fashion. In France, Custom House officers
would look in my pockets, in my hat, in my shoes, in my
stockings, to see if I have or have not any newspapers, books,
prohibited goods or infernal machine. They would ask me m
christian name, my family name, and my nick name; t‘))('
would take good care to see if I have not a double skin pur-
posely made to hide a Ledru Rollin’s pamphlet or something of
that kind. In Georgetown no one pays the least attention to
me. English manners are positively hetter than French, I
must confess.

Capt. Foskey introduces me among his friends and acquain-
tances. I am welcomed every where. Many captains of Eng-
lish ships ask me different questions about my confinement in
France, in Africa, and, lately, in Cayenne. I answer the
truth, no more than the truth, but the entire truth. They are
indignant at my oppressors’ conduct, and they pity the suffer-
ings of French Republicans, who, in February, 1848, granted
a sublime pardon to their enemies, and who, four months after-
wards, in June, 1848, were so indignantly and shamefully
treated by them. The very same men, when victorious, have
been proclaimed unconquerable heroes by the whole press; when
vanquished, they have been called thieves, murderers, incendi-
aries, by governmental and venal newspapers, Constitutionel,
Assemblee Nationale, and many others. Poor France! in
what hands are you fallen !

English captains offered me to take my board and lodging in
their ships, but I declined this kind offer; I had some money,
and would not increase my oblizations too much. They were
quite willing to carry me to England without any expense, bug

2
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1 refused this too.. T am very grateful to Capt. Foskey, mate
Tutton, and the whole ecrew of the bark Chevalier, for what
they have done for me; they have saved my liberty and my
life; I never will forget it. I shall not forget, either, the hon-
est captaing, their countrymen.

I had two things to look for: the first one was to inquire if
there was, in Georgetown harbor, any ship ready to sail for the
United States of America, where I wished to go; the second
was to inquire iffany of my political brethren, escaped from
Devil's Island, were in the country. I began with the first. I
met an American captain who told me he was to start for Balti-
more on the following day. e asked me sixty dollars for my
passage. I answered it was rather dear.

“ That's not dear at all, sir,”” exclaimed the captain; * and
if 1 consent to take you for fifty, that will be very cheap
indeed.”’

¢ That is cheap enough for you, captain, but that is too dear
for my pocket ; 1 can not give such a price.” E

“ Well, sir, come with me; let us see the American Consul,
and I hope we will make a bargain to our mutual satisfaction.
Come.”

ollowed the captain. A fine looking gentleman is the
Consul of the United States in Demerara; he received me
very kindly and said he sympathized with my misfortunes, but
could do nothing to assist me. ¢ My Government refuses to
pay the expenses incurred in helping ¥rench Republican refu-
gees to 2o to the States. “See M. Peraudeau,’ the French Con-
sul 7 added he; ‘‘tell him to come with you, and-we will try
among the merchants to do something for you.”

I had little desire to meet the French Consul, and I tried
another way. When I was in Cayenne I had been acquainted
with a merchant of Demerara; I had despatched one of his
ships without charging him one cent for my trouble, and I
hoped a good reception ; but I was quite mistaken. The mer-
chant received me more than coolly and left me alone in his
store. At first I was astonished at his conduet, but I remem-
bered he was a Jew, and I exclaimed, laughingly: * That
man belongs to a people who, in olden times, killed God's son ;
he has a right, in modern times, to be ungrateful and clownish
—that is a progress, and a good one ; in future he will become
as polished as a Russian or Turk.”

I resolved to see M. Peraudeau. I entered a watch-maker’s
shop; an elderly lame man received me and said: “ My son,
the Consul, the representative of the French Emperor, has not
arrived yet; wait a moment ; he will soon be here.” I waited
half an hour. I was thinking, and my thoughts were painful.
“What do you want?’ suid a fife-like piercing voice;  who
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are you?”’ I looked up and could not help laughing. Isaw a
thin, pale man, no bigger than a riding stick, with a face like
a fox’s muzzle; he had a trick which consisted in trying,
when speaking, to bite both of his ears, His clothes were more
ridiculous, if possible, than his person; he had a blue dress
coat, twice too large for his body, with ornamented metal but-
tons. I thought he was an English footman, but he was M.
Peraudeau.

I made known the desire of the American Consul. “T can
do nothing for you,” said M. Peraudeau; ¢ you are not a
Frenchman—you have lost your rights of French citizenship.”

“If I had lost nothing else, I should be richer than I am,
because there are no rights in France now, except the right of
obedience ; there are no laws except the law of force.”

This was my answer, and I immediaiely left the shop. M.
Peraudeau is the French Consul in an English colony ; he
speaks French like a Spaniard, and speaks English worse than
a German. Poor France!!!

I was told that several Republican refugees were in Demer-
ara, and employed at the place called the fort, at the end of the
town. I went there and found my friends, two of whom had
been my faithful companions for many years. Arrested at §i§
same time, we had been seperated in Algiers. We met again
in the islets of French Guiana. Separated once more at Dev-
il's Island, we were reunited a second time at Demerara, and
this time we were all free.

I had the most cordial reception. They guided me to their
home and we supped together. After supper we took a walk,
Paon on one side, Bivors on the other, and I in the middle.
We talked about our captivity, our friends, our hopes and our
escape. I gave them an account of mine, in the same manner
that I have done here, and, when ended, I asked them how
they had managed theirs. ¢ That history,” said Paon, *¢is
long and wonderful; our escape is a miracle ; we are tired, so
are you; let us go to bed ; to-morrow I will stay all day with
you. We will have plenty of time to speak about such things.
You have no clothes, but you can make use of mine; my
. lodging is yours, my purse is yours; I am very poor, but I
don’t care for myself, I only care for you.”” Bivors told me
the same and gave me some money. I had more in my pocket
than he had in his, but 1 accepted, being unwilling to displease
him. I was much affected by that sincere and friendly
* reception.

I went with Paon to his room. I entered first, without any
accident, and my friend followed me. He was in the middle of
the small wooden bridge which separated his door from the
street, when a plank turned over his foot and he fell into the
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ditch. He arose alone and entered the room, telling me that
he had a pain in his left arm. I looked at it and saw his
shoulder was broken. 1 told him the truth. ¢ This is a trifle,’
said he; “it is too late to call a surgeon; let me sleep; at
daylight we will think about it.”

We tried to sleep, but we could not, Paon suffering from
pain and I being too much excited by the first smile of liberty,
and pleased at meeting with my two companions.

We rose up, lighted a candle and talked about our mutual
adventures. Paon manifested to me his desire to know what I
had done during the time I had been in the town of Cayenne.

¢ I will satisfy your curiosity, my good friend,” said I, “and
I will do it in a few words. You remember I left Devil’s Is-
land on the 10th of May 1855 ; I arrived in Cayenne the same
day and was perfectly well received by a gentleman, who
obliged me to exchange my uniform of convict for decent clothes.
I made a package of the former and threw it into the sea in the
hope that [ never again should wear them. A discounting bank
was to be established in Cayenne.—I entered it as clerk, opened
its books and formed its capital against the Minister of Marine
instructions.  That minister was an able admiral, a perfect
sewn, but he knew nothing about book-keeping and financial
m IS,

In three months the bank was instituted. Then they took
three clerks ; one of them was an old officer who had a good
pension and was Superintendent of Burials ; he possessed, be-
side, four or five vuluable buildings in Cayenne and three
plantations in the country. Being in want of nothing, they
gave to him the best wages. The second was an insane man ;
but he was a brother of the Director of sappers and miners.
He is in the Insane Asylum now. The third clerk was the
most lazy fellow I ever met in my life, but he was the Mayor’s
son. As to poor Chautard, they told him to procure another
situation, being quite useless in the establishment. An old and
rich man employed me as his secretary; he called himself a
Philanthropist and a Socialist, but he lent his money at the
rate of thirty-six per cent per annum. I could not agree with
the old miser, being quite unable to comprehend his philan-
thropy. At that time they put me in jail for two months for
having called “ Slave Dealer’” a man who was, in fact, a re-
tailer of negroes.: I entered a wholesale provision house as
book-keeper, corresponding clerk, salesman and translator of
English. I was pleased with my situation, but I was obliged
to leave it by the Governor’s orders.”

¢ What had you done for that ¥’ inquired Paon.

“] had done nothing. The most honorable merchants of
Cayenne, (Mr. Fabens at their head,) indignant at the Govern-
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or’s conduct concerning the ¢ Gold Diggings,” had denounced
his treacheries to his Government. The Governor could do
nothing against these gentlemen and he avenged himself upon
me.”’

“Ie told you,” said Paon, ‘to leave your situation and get
another? ”’

“ He told me nothing at all. That should have been a gen-
tleman’s fashion, but French Governors are not obliged, now,
to be gentlemen—he sent me two gendarmes who put me in
jail.”’

s And you was in a cell quite alone 7

“1 was amongst convicts, amongst authropop hagi, amongst
men who, having escaped from penitentiaries, had killed and
eaten three of their companions, in the woods.”

“The necessity of living had obliged them to be so
ferocious 7’

“ Not at all, my dear Paon. When these cannibals killed
and ate their companions, they had plenty of provisions; they
had riee, biscuit, pork and sweet potatoes.”

“ And you slept among such people ; and you didn't fear to
be killed and eaten ?”

‘I feared nothing. T am too old, too tough and too th# to
be eaten ; my flesh couldn’t be made tender, boiled nor roasted.”

“ What did they do with these rascals ?”’

“ They were executed ; they mounted on the scaffold eight
days after T had left their odicus company.”

“That is horrid,” said Paon ; *‘that is horrid and cowardly
besides ; but I am not astonished at the Governor’s conduct;
when he went to Devil’s Island, he told us this :

“You shall work, and work very hard; you shall work,
and work harder than convicts. And, if you refuse to work,
I will kill you like mad dogs.” Mr. Baudin is a very eloquent
man.

“ After you had left business, what did you do ?”" asked my
friend.

“T entered the sappers and miners’ office, as book-keeper.
Many and many times I attempted to run away, but I never
could succeed with American ships; every time that one of
them was ready to sail, I was put in jail, on different pretexts,
until she had left Cayenne.”

¢ ITow many political prisoners remain there now?’ contin-
ued Paon.

“There are about fifteen yet,” said I; “all the others are
gone to France, escaped or dead.”

“ What are the last events in France and in Cayenne ?”

‘“In France there is nothing new; every one is calm, and
that calm announces a very near tempest. Cayenne is very
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quict ; there is nothing new, except a heavy robbery lately
discovered.”

“Oh! ho!” said Paon, “robberies are common in Cayenne,

" that is nothing new.”

“You are right, my dear friend, but the robbery I am
speaking of is not a common robbery ;—it was made by a high
officer’s hands ;—the treasurer general filled his pockets and
emptied the government's boxes.”

“ He was tried before the criminal court, I suppose 7

“Nolr!

¢ He will then go before a court martial 7"

¢ Not at all! This man is quietly walking along the streets,
more haughty than ever, his Cross of the Legion of Honor on
his breast. When he is passing, soldiers, inferior officers and
sentries render him the military honors.”

‘ But that man gave back the money he had stolen 7’

“ He gave not one cent. The money is still in his pocket.”

¢ But somehody paid it for him 7’

¢ That’s true. Merchants who supply the Government with
provisions of all kinds, and contractors, (they were interested
to save such a man, every one knows what for,) paid, amongst
tl’u, the six thousand dollars he had stolen.

¢ And the magistrates said nothing

¢ They told the magistrates to be blind and mute, that affair
not being within their jurisdiction.” 3

“ But the Ministers, the Emperor, can’t help giving orders
to pursue the thief!"

¢ Under the reign of a Highwayman, such things as robberies
are very lawful. Don’t you recollect that Mr. Louis Napoleon
Bonaparte, on the 2d of December, 1851, sent the 82d regi-
ment of the line to the Bank of France, to obtain five millions
of dollars ? His followers do as he has done. In diplomacy
they call that “ borrowing money,” but we eall it, in our rough
language, ‘an armed burglary.” T have done with these tur-
pitudes. Now, Paon, tell me of your wonderful escape.”

“I am quite willing, but let me tell you, first, some
preliminary particulars of my life as a political prisoner.”



PAON’S NARRATIVE.

A short time after you had left Devil's Island, we built,
some ten or twelve of us, a boat; she was made ready, sup-
plied with provisions, sails, cars and masts. We attempted to
launch her, but she broke her bottom on the breakers.

We held, then, a general meeting, in which we requested
the whole of our companions to build a schooner large enough
to carry all of us. The motion was unanimously adopted.

Love of liberty gave us strength and skillfulness, In a
very short time we had built a large and beautiful schooner of
65 feet in length. We hoped to be saved; but, alas ! our poor
schooner had the same fate as the beat, and her remains would
clearly show to our guardians, at daylight, what were our
intentions. To prevent this, we used the night to demolish
her, and brought the remains, piece by piece, to-asecret grotto.

We did not lose hopes of escape. We constructed two small
boats, more solid than the first. They were nearly ready
made when one of us, a coward, a spy, informed our guardians
of our projects. The next day a party of soldiers, accompan-
ied by policeman and sailors, came to our island. Soldiers
stole the whole of our provisions; policemen searched in our
chests and took what pleased them ; and sailors seized our boats
and brought them to Royal Island, where resides the Governor
of the three small islands called Salute Islands, of which
Devil's Island'is one. We were unlucky, indeed, but we were
not discouraged ; and our betrayer being dead, soon afterwards,
we saw in that event a Providential advice to continue our
attempts of delivery.

To build any more hoats was quite impossible. We had
neither boards nor planks, nails nor tools. We resolved to
make rafts, and in that purpose we were looking for materials,
when I was kindly invited to go to Royal Island in a dark cell
for two months, and in the pillory for fifteen days.

I thought, Payon, that the pillory had been abolished a
long time ago?”’

“You are right, Chautard; the late Governor of Guiana
had suppressed thick iron rings on our legs, long chains, heavy
cannon balls, the horrid pillory, and all these infamous, mon-
strous things ; but I have been put, notwithstanding that in the
pillory ; and I must describe to you what the pillory is.”

Paon was interrupted by the arxival of Bivors, who said
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that a surgeon was waiting to look at his wound. My two
friends went out, and I remained alore, much excited by Paon’s
account.

My friends were absent two hours. When they came back
again into the room, they told me that the surgeon had advised
Paon to enter the colonial hospital, because his wound would
make him unable to work for six weeks. Paon was resolved
to follow the surgeon’s advice, not having money enough to pay
the expenses of a treatment at home. Bivors and I were very
sorry for it, but we could not help it, being nearly as poor as
he. Paon could not go to the hospital before the afternoon;
then he continued his recital as follows :

““ At the top of Royal Island is a very spacious building
called the Red Castle ; the first and second floors of whichZare
barracks for the soldiers of the garrison. The level ground is
divided into two parts by a large passage; on each side of this
passage are several small doors, with a square hole on the
upper part and big bolts in the middle. Inside of each door
there are a wooden camp-bed and a window of two feet high
and two inches wide. The first door on the left, (when enter-
ing the passage,) introduces to the guard room ; the other doors
introduce into cells. [I am well acquainted with these apart-
ments, having been lodged here for one year; I know the whole
of the cells, having occupied all of them, one after the other.]
In the middle of the passage are five or six machines, standing
in a right line like soldiers; they are made with four strong
wooden feet and a round piece of wood fixed in their middle;
this piece is about six feet in height, three in circumference, and
has iron rings behind it. These machines are called pillories.

“T was sent, as I have said, from Devil'ss Island to Red
Castle. When I arrived inside the passage, my two leaders left
me and took, in exchange for my person, a receipt in good
order. The castle keeper ordered me to undress myself.—
When I was in the same condition as Venus rising from the
waves, the Cerberus opened a door, put me inside, locked it
outside, and began to examine my clothes with a most particu-
lar attention. I asked the three-mouthed dog if he intended to
make a bargain with me for the whole of my goods. “I will
accommodate you well, my good aninfal,”’ said L

¢ Silence !"” said he, severely; ‘ don’t joke with an imperial
officer when he is excercising his honorable functions.”’

Cerberus pursued his examination. He carefully took
tobacco, snuff, pipe, knife, scissors, thread, needles, paper, ink,
pen, pencils, silver and copper money, pin, etc., and carried
the whole into his kennel. At his return he threw me my
clothes and said :

“ Don’t speak, don't sing, don’t whistle, don’t make any
noise, but you can do everything else.”
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T was at the door, looking through the hole into the passage,
when I saw the tormentor of conviets coming hastily with big
ropes in his hands. My cell was opened, and the castle keeper
required me to go with him.

** Where to 7’ said L

*On the pillory for a fortnight.”

T refuse, I positively refuse to go with you.”

““You cannot refuse without giving reasons.”

“I have many good reasons for my refusal, and the first is
this: the pillory is abolished. I think it uscless to tell you
the others.” -

“I don’t care; I have received orders to put you on the
pillory, and you shall go, willingly or by force.”

“Ishall go by force, perhaps, but I never will go voluntarily.”

‘“ Help, soldiers, help!” exclaimed the keeper.

Immediately five or six soldiers and the convicts tormentor
invaded my cell ; the guardians ordered me to follow them. I
refused obedience and ran under the camp-bed. Then began a
furious wrestling between me and my persecutors.  They
vainly attempted to carry me out; I had put my arms and legs
around the feet of the camp-bed, and it was possible to break
my limbs, but it was not to disengage them. The keeper and
the tormentor took the soldier’s guns, and with the butts they
struck my hands and feet. My flesh was mangled, my blood
was running, but I did not leave the feet of the camp-bed.—
The soldiers, indignant at this sight, refused to let them con-
tinue any longer ; they took their guns from the keeper's and
the tormentor’s hands and ordered them to be quiet. They
called four more of their comrades, and all together, suceeeded
in carrying me out of the cell without injuring me. For my
own part, I was quite unwilling to strike any of them; I only
made a passive resistance. I was drawn to the pillory. They
ordered me to stand up alongside the middle piece. I refused
to obey. Then Jack-Catch took me by the beard and the
keeper passed a rope around my body; the sergeant passed the
rope through the top ring, and, some of my persecutors pulling
the rope, some others pulling my beard, they raised my head
to the top of the mast. I was unable to resist any longer,
having lost in the struggle all of my strength, half of my
beard, and much of blood. The tormentor then joined my feet
upon a foot of the pillory, and tied them hardly four or five
times with a rope, and tied the rope itself to the lower iron
ring. A second rope was passed around my body and vigor-
ously tied by the tormentor, assisted by the keeper and the
sergeant, both of whom put their feet on the mast and pulled
the rope with both of their hands, while the former was tying
it to the middle ring. I had a third rope crossing my breast.
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A fourth rope tied my neck most closely on the top of the
mast, and was fastened at the top ring. I was strangled, I
was suffocated, I could not take my breath, and my stomach
was so furiously oppressed that I could net help doing
what I cannot say.

I had to be in such a pesition for two hours, twice a day,
for fifteen days! I could not bear such horrid sufferings, and
I was there but a short time when I saw the walls turning over
and I fainted. When the two hours were ended they untied
me, but I was like a corpse, and they were obliged to bear me
into my cell. :

One of the soldiers was born in Paris, my native place, and
had been my neighbor; he pitied me. They sent him to prison
for one month.

And do you know what I had done to be thus condemned to
the pillory? My crime was this: 1 had laughed most heartily
when the Governor of Royal Island had sent soldiers and po-
licemen to Devil's Island, on purpose to seize what they tho't
to be a boat full of prisoners escaped from Cayenne. When the
policemen arrived at Devil's Island, they saw very distinetly
that the supposed boat was a large tree carried off by the cur-
rent, and the supposed prisoners were the hranches of that tree.

One afternoon, while I was on the pillory, the gnardian
dared to endeavor to induce me (he had superior orders for
that) to submit to the Emperor, his master.

“If you consent,” said he, “ you will be liberated beth from
prison and pillory—you will be a free man.”

So did the Devil to Jesus. * Go to ,”" said I, roughly;
“go to , and your master t0o ; I never was tried ; I never
have seen a judge; consequently, no one has a right to keep
me in prison.”

‘“Tormentor,” quietly replied the keeper, * tie Paon a little
tighter.”’

About forty of my yoke-fellows have been put on the pillory.
Among them all, only one, (M. Tassilier, who was in Salem
three weeks ago, and who is in New York now,) only one
could bear that atrocious martyology without fainting; on the
contrary, he defied his persecutors the whole time he was there.

Shame, shame forever to those who, in a civilized age, order
such ignominious things! Shame to those who, being leaders
of a civilized hation, are shameless enough to permit such bar-
barous treatment!  Shame to Louis Napoleon Buonaparte,
who, having been himself a political prisoner twice in his life,
forgets the sins of his youth, and accepts the responsibility of
such shameful tortures! You have a bad memory, M. Louis
Napoleon Buonaparte, but mine is good. I remember that, in
1851, I wrote you these words :
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“In the beginning of the next year you will kill your
mother, the French Republic, and you will be Emperor until
the month of April, 1858.”

You killed the Republic in December, 1851, and soon after-
ward you was proclaimed Emperor. You ought to be satisfied.
You have been married and you have an heir—you ought to be
delighted.  But the year 1858 is near, very near us, and you
will fall in the course of that year ; not like Charles the Tenth,
with dignity ;. nor like Louis Philippe, with the disdain of the
people.  You will fall poorly, like a vulgar wheedler, by the
act of your soldiers, whom you have accustomed to have no
faith, no honor, no honesty, to betray their oaths; they helieve
neither in God nor in Devil.  You will gather the fruit of the
seeds you have propagated in their Learts. Your soldiers, some
morning, being tired of you and having nothing else to do, will
put a rope around your neck, and the next tree will avenge
your numerous victims.”

Our conversation was interrupted by Bivors, who said it was
time to go to the colonial hospital.

Paon handed me a manuseript, in which his escape was rela-
ted. It was written in French; I have translated it into
English—that is all. T give that relation exactly as I received
it. LEON CHAUTARD.

* Avausr 25th, 1856.

“T was put in prison without any judgment, in the month
of June, 1848, Since that time I have been travelling through
the world like the Wandering Jew, and, from prison to prison,
from cell to cell, I am arrived at the granite patch called Devil's
Island.

“ Every thing is dull around me. On my left is Royal
Island, the residence of the criminal; on my right is 8t. Joseph
Island, where I was so miserable for two years—where I had,
for eighteen months, a large iron ring on my leg, with big
chains twelve feet long, and ended by a cannon ball weighing
twenty-five pounds—(I was working the whole day, gratis pro
deo, with these jewels, and I slept with them ;)—where I had
dry bread for my eating, stagnant water for my drinking, and
eighteen inches of room for my lying down, (and I am under
the equatorial line, too, remember!) Before me, just opposite,
is Kourou, where twelve thousand of my countrymen died of
famine, under the reign of Louis the Fifteenth, the corrupt
monarch.

“ For how long am I in this place? T don’t exactly know,
but I think it is for all my life. Nothing but my death can
satisfy my cruel enemies ; nothing but an escape can deliver
me. Then I must escape or die. Death is a trifle for a man
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so miserable as T; T have seen death very near me many times
without fear. Death would be the end of misfortunes. But
dying on that rock, six thousand miles from my country, with-
out a friend to close my eyelids! Dying banished, disdained,
calumniated, and aftewards to be food for shark; dying as
forty-two died, the other day, and were thrown into the water !
What a strange fate is ours! When alive, they refuse us a
stone for our pillow ; when dead, they refuse us six feet of
ground for our tomb. Dying without a tomb, where a friendly
hand might, every Spring, deposit a fresh flower, where a blue
eye miglit spare a tear ! No, no, that would be too horrid!
g 0, no, I cannot die here—I am not willing to die—1I shall not

e.

“I must escape, then. Yes, I must escape; but I am
unlucky in my attempts; I tried many times in France,
many times in the three provinces of Northern Africa, many
times in the islets of Southern America, and I never was for-
tunate enough to succeed. What matters it? I must escape,
and I shall escape.

““ SepTEMBER 1st, 1856.

.

“ We have resolved amongst us to make rafts for our escape.
At first the enterprise seemed to be almost impossible, but it
is become easier. They intend to favor our island with gen-
darmes once more; but our poor looking cottages are not
handsome enough for those lords, and they require us to erect
a palace for their dwelling. We affect to accept, and they will
send us materials for that purpose; and among these materials
will find something fit to make rafts with. Our enemies are
blind or insane; they believe we have forgotten their cruelties
and our sufferings. We will escape—we will escape !

¢ SEpTEMBER Gth, 1856.

¢ They sent us two days ago, some long pieces of wood, We
have now suflicient materials to construet two rafts, from twenty
to twenty-five feet in length. The wood is very heavy and
could not float, but we have a large quantity of maize quite
ripe ; with the stalks of these plants we have made bundles and
tried them on the sea; a bundle of thirty sticks can bear a man.
We will put on each raft a sufficient number of bundles to bear
men, provisions, luggage and wood, and everything will be
right. :

% Our materials are all ready, though remaining yet in their
respective places; in a few hours, all hands working, we can
make the rafts. We have no sails, but our shirts being sewn
together will give us some; we have no ropes, but we can
malke some of the fibrous bark of the palm tree. We should be
able to run away to-night if these preliminary things were
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done; but, as they are not, we will make our escape next
Saturday.
“ SEPTEMBER 13th, 1856.

“To-day is the great day, the day of deliverance; to-morrow
I shall be free or dead. If so, I will die like a man attempthhg
to escape. I am much excited ; my blood runs quickly through
my veins ; my head is burning, and my heart beats violently
in my breast I can not stay two minutes in the same place,
and I cannot walk.

“Time seems long to-day. Our guardians used to visit our
island three times a week, Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays;
to-day is Saturday, and they are not yet come. Perhaps they
are suspicious and will prevent our escape !

#Two boats are starting from Royal Island, and there are
many persons in each. They are coming in our direction, and
they move very quick ; they scem to be in haste to arrive. No
doubt we are discovered—we are lost! I have nothing to do
but to dash my head against a rock.

¢ Policemen are landing ; they are more numerous than they
ever were; they look at everything ; they search in every
place. God of the oppressed, protect us !

# Policemen are walking very slowly; they don’t leave
Devil's Island ; what is the matter with them ? do they intend
to stay here all their life 7 God be thanked! they are gone
away ; their boats are far, ,very fur; they go farther every
minute—we are saved !

¢ At the same time all hands are required to assist us; all
hands are heartily working. Some carry the pieces of wood ;
others are making bundles of maize; a party is employed to
demolish a cottage purposely erected with maise, between the
bundles of which are concealed the few planks found in the
island. Another party cuts down a tree, clears it of its branches
and make a mast. DMany are sewing shirts, and we have sails;
many others are making oars. Every one is useful, according
to his strength and skillfulness.

¢t All right, brethren, all right, every thing is ready ! Our
two rafts are floating and provisioned ; we have nothing to do
but to ship and sail.

¢ This moment is the most solemn of my life. Thirty-four
of us are designated to embark, (our rafts can not bear more,)
and fifty-five to stay at Devil's Island. The former are grave
but determined ; the last are dull but resigned. They embrace
us, and many can not help a solitary tear. ‘If you escape
brethren,” say they, ‘avenge our memories, assist our widows
and our orphans, and we will die_ satisfied.’

¢ At half past seven P. M. we start from Devil’s Island ;
twenty of us are on the largest raft, and there are fourteen on
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the smallest. I am the only seaman amongst both crews ; the
others are quite unacquainted with the sea, but several of them
were boatmen on rivers. I will manage the sail of the large
raft, and a boatman sits at the helm, which is a large oar. The
wea?her was very calm the whole day, but it becomes rough,
and we expect a tide-gate, so dangerous in this latitude, but it
is too late to go back; we must escape or die. If we can gain
ground enough to be in full sea at the strength of the race, we
will be saved; otherwise we shall be capsized and all drowned.
Then go on, hoys, go on and make haste.

¢The small raft leaves the shore; she floats well and goes
gently. We endeavor to do the same, but our oars are defect-
ive, our oarsmen unskillful, and our raft is heavy. We cannot
stem the current and we drive upon Royal Island. The wind
Increases, the sea becomes higher, and the moon arises from the
water. By and by we shall be perceived by our guardians and
caught, or dashed against the rocks.  Boldness. only boldness
can save us. I raise our sail, but I miss the breeze ; I quickly
try again, and this time I am more fortunate ; our sail swells,
full of wind. We run uncommonly well, and in a short time
we are alongside the small raft.

“*IHow impradent you are !’ said a man of her crew; “ by
raising your sail our guardians can see us.’

“I could not help it,” I reply.

““Then we can raise our sail, too?”’

‘ ‘Do what you like, and let us do what we like.’

‘“The small raft raises Ler sail and we keep company to-
gether. It was time, full time to do so, the wind being strong
and the sea very rough. Besides that, we have fourteen of our
men very sick and quite unable to assist the six others.

“ SEpTEMBR 14th, 1856, 6 o’clock, A. M.

“We are at the entrance of Sinamary gulf, stormy at all times
and dangerous in rough weather The small raft is not far
from ours, and runs as well as we do. We examine most at-
tentively both of them ; they are in good eondition. The land
is out of sight, but we suppose ourselves to be thirty or thirty-
five miles from shore. We have neither compass nor spy-glass.
We continue our way, the big raft ahead, the small one hehind.

¢ Severi o’clock. We are inside the gulf, the sun is brilliant,
the sky beautiful ; the wind is high and the sea is roaring ; we
roll much, but we move quick.

“ Help, brethren, help I”” ery those on the small raft; *we
are sinking I’

I immediately put down the sail and wait for our compan-
iong. When they are at a short distance 1 ask them what's
the matter with them.
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¢ ¢Weheard a eracking noise on our raft; she is too slender
for her loading ; please to take five or six of us on yours.”

“T look at the raft and see that she is in good order. * Breth-
ren,” Isay, ¢ your raftis good; sheis perhaps better than
ours, and you have nothing to fear. What you require, it &
impossible to do ; you are but fourteen on yours, and we twenty
on ours; but follow us, and if we see you in any danger we will
give you assistance.” We raise up the sail and run again.

“fight o’clock. The weather is worse than ever, the wind
blows furiously, the sea makes a dreadful noise, and the waves
are as high as hills; we roll violently and fear to be thrown
overboard. The small raft suddenly turns her head in the
direction of the shore ; we go straight as before. Our provisions
are spoiled, our bread is quite wet, and our spring water is
mixed with salt water. The waves bring our poor raft from
their top to their bottom with an incredible velocity ; . when at
their white summit we see the small raft running rapidly te
shore ; when in their dark abyss we seé nothing but heaven
and the two walls of rearing water. Our companions experience
painfully the effects of sea-sickness; they can not move, and
that is a lucky chance for the whole of us, because if they
could, they doubtless would go all together to the same side of
the raft, and they would oblige her to turn over.

“ Twelve o'clock. We are outside the gulf, the weather is
a little better, and the sea is quieter ; we cannot see the land,
but we distinguish the small raft, which becomes smaller and
smaller.

“ Four o'clock. No land, no raft in sight, nothing around us
except the blue sky and the green sea.”

“SeprEMBER 15th, Morning.

Since four o’cleck, yesterday evening, until now, we have
had nothing new; our raft is not too much damaged by the
storm, she can keep the sea; but we are very tired, not having,
slept for two nights; we are hungry and have nothing to eat,
but we don’t take notice of it, having acquired the habit of
hunger in our several prisons; we are thirsty and have no
fresh water, but our feet and the lower part of our body are in
the sea, and this circumstance diminishes our thirst. We see
the land at about twenty miles on our left, and that sight
brightens our hopes of liberty. The wind was fresh all night
but for a couple of hours it has been sinking, and if that con-
tinues any longer we shall have a calm, the most grievous thing
for men in our situation.

2 o'clock P. M. We have no wind, not the smallest hreath;
there are no waves, nor the least wrinkle on the sea—it is as
plain as a looking-glass ; the sun is exceedingly hot and burns
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our heads; the thirst is parching our throats, the hunger is
imperious and devours our stomachs. We are in that state
for a few hours only, but it seems to have been so for many
years. We are quite silent—no one of us utters a word,
no %ne dares to proffer a murmur, but we are looking one
at the other, and our eyes are more eloguent than our lips
could be. In order to complete our griefs, we perceive in
the distance a thick cloud of smoke, which is formed, with-
out doubt by the chimney of a steamship. Our persecu-
tors have dispatched a man of war in pursuit of us.—
Elements and men combine their strength against us; we
must combine ours against them.

“Oh! brethren, oh! put down the sail, take the oars
and pull towards the shore; we must strive with might and
main to escape our enemies.”

5 o'clock P. M. One hour ago a small breeze began to
blow, and we have a strong wind now. We are trying by
all means in our power, to gain the open sea, because cer-
tain infallible signs announce to us a hurricane, and it is
less dangerous, in those circumstances, to be far from than
near the shore. 'The steam man of war, our pursuer, is
far ahead and out of sight; we prefer that; as she goes a
great deal quicker than we do, we don’t fear her approach.

7 o'clock P. M. 'The hurricane is now in all its strength.
We could not carry sail and have put it down; we could
not steer and our helm is lying down; the darkness is
thick, the noise is horrid, the water is hissing, the abysses
are wide open, the waves pass over our heads, nature is
overthrown, and our poor raft goes at God’s pleasure. We
cling to her with our hands, we raise our hearts to the
mighty Creator of all things, and we let our destiny be
fulfilled without useless despair, but with little hope of
escaping.

Midnight. The hurricane is pacified, and the sea is not
quite so furious. We look around us and see but water
and sky; we don’t know where we are, we don’t know
where we go to; we raise our sail, we take our helm, and
we steer our shattered raft approximately to the west.

We are sailing for three or four hours when we perceive
moving lights; we suppose them to be near land and go
towards those lights ; they become more and more distinct;
they are very near, so near that we see human shadows on
shore.

“ Come this way, sirs, come this way,” says a manly
voice in good French, free from any foreign accent.

“Goaway, go away and make haste,” I whisper to our
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pilot; *go away qnick ;’ “this isa French land, and gend-
armes are on shore.”

We immediately try to go back, but we can notdo so;
the wind is against us, and the current and the tide teo.

“ Come this way, sirs, come this way,” repeats the voice.

“Down with the sail, boys, and up with the oars; row
energetically,” I say to my companions.

“We can not row, {riend,” say the crew; ‘there is not
Water enough ; we are on the mud.”

“The ralt answers not the helm,” says the pilot; ¢ the
mud is as thick as cement.”

‘““Come this way, sirs, come this way,”’ says the voice
for a third time.

“ Plunge the oars into the mud and push strongly,” Isay
to my neighbors; *our lives depend upon your good will.’

We all together push on the oars and begin to move
slowly; some of us take oars and endeavor to row, (two
men being at the same oar,) and we go quicker; we try to
put up our sail, but it is useless—the wind is strong and
the raft too heavy, being full of mud; we have water as
high as the knees. We are obliged to manage our raft
with the helm and the oars, and that exercise is very tire-
some for men who have eaten almost nothing for sixty hours,
who have had nothing to drink for more than two days,
and who had not slept for three whole nights; butlove of
liberty holds up our courage and we are confident in God’s
mercy. We encourage one another and advance by
degrees along the coast.

SerrEMBER 16th, 8 o’clock A. M.

We are in a sort of bay at the mouth of a river, which
we suppose to be the Maroni river, that separates French
Guiana from Dutch Guiana. The flood pushes our raft
into the river and we endeavor to take ground on our
right, (the left bank of the river,) where is a Dutch set-
tlement.

Twelve o'clock. We land near some huts, and a white
building supposed to be a Dutch dwelling. We have met
in the river several canoes manned by Indians; we asked
them, by signs, to give us provisions, but we didn’t under-
stand their answer and no provisions were given us.

In approaching the huts we meet Indians, and inquire
for food and drink once more. The Indians take what we
give them in payment for provisions, but they give us
nothing in exchange and fly into the woods, We find fresh
water and drink eagerly. We go to the white house for the
purpose of asking hospitality, but it is uninhabited. We
fall to the ground, discouraged, half dead of distress, and
we sleep.

3
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The want of food awakes me and some of my companions;
we go out, searching for provisions, and meet many savages.
I can not say they are indecently dressed, because they are not
dressed at all; but their skin is painted red. They refuse us
provisions. We ask them, by signs, if there are any Dutch
settlements in the neighborhood. They point with their fingers
in several directions, and fly into the woods. Soon after we
see canoes with Indians crossing the river and going to the
French shore, which is about two miles distant. We don’t
think it prudent to stay longer in this place ; it is preferable to
search for a Dutch plantation, where we may find a better
hospitality.

We awake our friends and march together along the bank of
the Maroni, trusting to meet civilized men. It is about 4 o’-
clock in the afterncon, and there is low water. We walk
without any accident until about eight or nine o’clock, when
we begin to find the ground softer and sink into the mud; we
go a little more to the right, but the ground is worse than it
was before ; it is impossible to go farther, and we must return
whence we came. We resolve among us to go back, to embark
again on our raft, and to try to ascend the river by water ;—
but the ground grows softer and softer, and finally becomes
rather liquid. (The flood is the cause of it, diluting the mud
on which we are walking.) Our position is far from being
comfortable. We are exceedingly tired, hungry and sleepy,
but love of life strengthens us and we continue our journey
through the mud, in darkness, and often call one upon the
other, to prevent the missing of any of us. The tallest man
of the troop has mud to his knees, and he calls for Bivors
assistance. Bivors is the shortest of us, but he is good hearted
and most courageous; he runs in the direction in which he has
heard the voice, but when he is near his companion he has mud
to the girdle. Then he says to his comrade :

“You are twice as tall and three times as strong as I ; please
to help yourself and do as I do;”’ and Bivors, who is a clever
fellow, pulls off his coat, throws it on the mud and walks upon
it. His friend follows his good example, and both, the Giant
and the Dwarf, are out of danger.

We go hobbling along, but we never stand together; we
never join our feet; on the contrary, we make large paces to
prevent our sinking, and at last we reach a solid ground. We
drink fresh water for our supper, and afterwards count our-
selves. Several are missing. We divide into two parties ; one
goes back in search of our missing brethren, and the other
takes rest.

The discovering party finds one lying down and sleeping—
they awake him and tell him to follow them ; they meet another
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who is walking on his hands and knees, not having strength
enough to stand up—they relieve him; they see two others
arm in arm and ready to faint—they give them assistance and
encourage them. All return to our head-quarters. They
drink water, wash their faces, feel a little better, and take rest.
During the time the other party is in search of the remainder
of our missing companions.

At daylight we are all reunited and continue to go—the
strongest helping the others—in the direction of our raft. She
ig still lying at the same place, but, alas! she has neither sail
nor oars; the savage Indians have, during our absence, taken
them and every thing which was on her. It is impossible for
us to embark again, and we seem to have lost all hopes of escape.

“SpprEMBER 17th, Noon.

Bivors and I are in search of provisions, when we see many
savages coming to us; they are armed with swords and arrows,
and some have muskets, which leads us to suppese they have
bad intentions towards us. Several are dressed with our own
clothes, those we left in the mud. Their chief, or he who
appears to be so, is dressed in a curious style; he wears a
general’s hat with a large feather over it, has an officer’s coat
with private’s epaulets and red pantaloons, but he has no shoes.
From these circumstances we suppose that they are coming
from the place we left this morning, and that they have been
there purposely to rob us, and perhaps to kill us. Then we fly
to the white building; the savages pursue us, but fear lends us
wings and they can not seize us. We give the alarm to our
eompanions ; all come out and form themselves in two ranks
near the house. They have no arms, but seem determined to
fight to the last drop of their blood. At this sight the savages
stop; their ardor is calmed, and the chief says in bad French :

““ Come to Mana, the French port—come to Mana.”

T answer him that we are unwilling to go there, that we
desire to go to a Dutch port. * Bring us there and you shall
be well rewarded,” add L.

¢ Mana, Mana,” says the chief, and all his followers repeat
¢ Mana, Mana,”’ brandishing their arms.

The moment is critical ; we see some more savages, men,
women and children, coming from the woods, and others coming
in canoes from the French shore. I think that boldness is
necessary to save us; then Irun to the chief, seize the collar
of his coat, shake him violently, and say :

“ Mr. Monkey, we shall not go to Mana, and you shall direct
us to the nearest Dutch port. We will reward you generously.
If you refuse, you shall be punished severely ; we belong to a



36

powerful nation which will kill you, your wives, your fathers
and your children.” ——"

Here I must interrupt Paon’s narrative and make some brief
reflections.

In the situation in which he and his companions were, Paon
was obliged to tell the Indians what he did, but the truth is
this: We, Socialists, have neither nation nor brethren to pro-
tect nus. France is the place of our nativity, but that is a mere
accident. France is not our mother-—she is a mother-in-law
for us. The French governmental press has proclaimed this:
““ We must not discuss with Socialists, we must kill them;’—
and Louis Napoleon has followed the advice. We don't call
such a nation a Christian nation ; we call it a nation of barba-
rians. Our brethren have been killed, are in prison, are among
convicts, are banished, or are wandering about the world. We
shall be considered as enemies by all the enemies of humanity,
by all the oppressors of peoples. We shall be oppressed in all
nations, except in the northern parts of the United States of
America. There, perhaps people will remember that their
ancestors of Massachusetts and Pennsylvania were poor pil-
grims as we are; that they were exiled Puritans and exiled
Quakers, who had fled from persecutors and persecutions in
England and Germany. Those models of freedom will, perhaps,
admit us in their Cemmonwealth ; they will give us an asylum,
protection, friendship, and honorable employment. This is all
we want; the bread of charity would be too bitter for us—we
could not digest it. Now I continue Paon’s narrative.

¢ T don’t know what produces such a good effect—whether it
is my shaking, my menace, or my promise of reward—but the
Indian chief becomes more polite than before, and he says with
a mild voice :

¢ Don’t be so passionate, sir; I will not hurt you; there is
in the neighborhood a Dutch settler named Mr. Kapler, and
two of his friends are here now. But tell me who you are;
are you escaped convicts—are you Frenchmen 77

I foresee the Indian’s stratagem; he wishes to know if we
are not a prey for his cupidity ; because the French Governor,
having lost all honesty, gives a high premium for our arrest
when we are outside the penitentiaries. In conseguence of this
knowledge, I answer the Indian :

¢ Son of the forest, I am acquainted with Mr. Kapler; he is
a friend of ours; send for his two friends and they will tell
you who we are.” .

An express is immediately sent to Mr. Kapler’s friends, and
a treaty of peace seems to be concluded between us and the
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savages. But that peace is as soon broken as a Buonaparte’s
oath is betrayed.

The canoes coming from the French shore are landed; the
Indians who manned them run hastily to their chief and talk
with him most vehemently. Cupidity shines in the Indians
looks, and their leader tells us with a formidable voice: g

‘ You must come to Mana; I know you now; they give so
much a head for you, and you are very numerous; your cap-
ture is a good fortune for me. Come to Mana, and make haste;
I am anxious to taste the French brandy.”

“You are quite mistaken, captain Feather,” I reply; ¢ the
French Governor gives a good price for us when we are caught
alive, it is true ; but he gives nothing for our bodies when we
are taken dead; and we prefer death to slavery. DBesides that
the Dutch Government will punish you as murderers if you
kill us upon its territories. Then we have nobody to fear,
neither you nor your followers; we will fight until death, so
that you shall not take us alive, and you will lose the profits of
your crime.”

Inflamed to rage at these words, the Indian chief vociferates :

“I will massacre you to the last person if you don’t come to
Mana.”

“We are not easy to intimidate, Mr. Savage; we shall not
go to Mana.”

“Then you shall die. Mana or death!”

“ Dutch settlement or fight !”’

“To death ! to death!” cries the Indian, and he instantly
runs among his followers.

Bivors and I return to our companions. The Indians make
an infernal racket ; warriors, women and children are singing,
whistling and vociferating. We are quict and silent, but we
are determined to sell our lives at the highest price possible;
we take our knives and we intend, at the first shot or arrow,
to run all together against those of our enemies who are armed
with muskets, and to disarm them if we can.

Harmony seems lost forever ; but it is suddenly restored by
the unexpected arrival of two black men. The oldest of them
is decently dressed and looks honest.

* Who are you ?” says he to us.

““We are French Socialists, escaped from Cayenne.”

“ Very well, sirs, I know you; you fought in the year 1848,
for the abolition of slavery, and you co-operated to the down-
fall of that degrading institution.  You are in safety here; you
are as safe as in your own homes. Put your knives in your
pockets and be quiet.” Then, turning to the Indians, he says:
** Down with your arms, friends, down with your arms; keep
them for a better occasion; there are ne enemies here.” He



38

afterwards takes the hand of his young companion and tells
him: “ My dear child, these men are the deliverers of our
brethren in the French colonies; thank them for their honorable
conduct; they have spent their blood for us.”

The two negroes shake hands with us most heartily, and the
oldest inquires what we wish for. We ask him for provisions
and Mr. Kapler's protection.

‘ Have you any money?’ says he.

“Yes, sir, we have.”

¢ Please to give me some.”’

Our new friend procures provisions from the Indians, and
sends his son to obtain canoes for our voyage to Mr. Kapler's
residence. Soon after we receive plenty of provisions; we
have in abundance fowls, plantains, cassava-bread and cachiri,
(assort of beer made by the Indians.) Chickens are quickly
killed, picked, cooked and eaten. There are only the skins of
the bananas lying on the ground, and the jars of cachiri are
emptied. We feel a great deal better; our minds are easier
and our bodies are strengthened.

The canoes heing ready, we embark in them. IHach canoe
is managed by six vigorous paddles, and we ascend the river
very fast. Soon after sunset we arrive at Mr. Kapler's
settlement, near which is anchored an English schooner.

Mr. Kapler is a most distinguished gentleman, who speaks
French as well as it is possible to speak it. He receives us
very kindly, asks us many questions, and seems satisfied with
our answers. He inquires if we have wounded or sick, and
offers to send us his physician.

¢ No, sir, don’t take that trouble,” answers one of us. “We
are much obliged to you for your kindness, but we decline your
offer ; we only want your cock’s visit; now we prefer hig
loaves of hread to small pills.”

‘““ You are genuine Frenchmen, indeed,” answers Mr. Kap-
ler, with a friendly smile ; ¢ among the most imminent dangers
you are already joking and laughing; but, notwithstanding
that, you are witty, cheerful and courageous. You shall have
the freedom of my house, and I hope you will that of heaven.”

The worthy gentleman sends us much more than we could
expect of the best hospitality ; he sends us bread, meat, fruit,
and some bottles of wine; also blankets, cushions, and the
mattresses of his own bed.

“God bless you, Mr. Kapler! God bless you, your lady,
your children. and the whole of your posterity !”

We take our supper, drink a drop of wine, smoke a pipe,
and afterwards endeavor to prepare our beds. We are happier
than we have been for the last eight years. We lie down, and
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a beneficent sleep is not long in closing our eyes ; but we mur-
mur yet, ** God bless Mr. Kapler.”

SepTEMBER 18th, morning.

The Dutch settlement in which we are is composed of about
fifty souls. men, women and children, white and black. The
former are Swiss and German emigrants ; the latter are African
or native slaves, but they are not treated as such ; they are board-
ed, lodged and paid like the other settlers. All of them are well
satisfied with their situation and much devoted to Mr. Kapler,
who is a good, wise and impartial father for the whole colony,
say they. He is their mayor, their judge, their vicar, their legis-
lator and ruler in every thing. Peace and happiness seem to reign
over this small community. Persons believing that black
people are unable to work without being slaves, will do wedl to
come here; they will see that black men are not lazier than
white when they are well paid, well treated and well ruled.
The opinion of those persons, if sincere, will be greatly modified.

There are two visitors at Mr. Kapler’s ; one is the captain
of the English schooner anchored in the river, the other is the
leader of a mighty tribe of Negroes called the Boss. Heis a
man of respectable appearance and he is well educated, speak-
ing French, English, Dutch and also the dialect of the natives.

The Boss have been formed by slaves escaped from Cayenne
and from Surinam. The fugitives collected in the neighborhood
of the Maroni; when they were hunted by the French soldiers,
they crossed the river and retired into Dutch territories, and
vice versa when pursued by Dutch soldiers. When both parties,
(French and Duteh) combined their movements and their
forces against them, the Boss went into the depth of the virgin
forests, where their pursuers could not follow them. They
easily lived in this country, having plenty of fruits on the trees
the whole year, an abundance of fish in the river, and game in
profusion in the woods.

They increased so much in number and in power, that the
Dutceh Government was alarmed at their neighborhood and sent
an expedition against them. The Boss retreated into the woods,
drew their enemies into an ambuscade, killed a great number
of them, harrassed the remainder in their retreat, and obliged
them to go back to Surinam.

Several other attempts to disperse them were made by the
government of Surinam. Sometimes defeated, sometimes vie-
torious, the Boss never could be destroyed; on the contrary,
recruiting auxiliaries amongst the slaves of their enemies, they
succeeded in damaging severely the Dutch plantations. On
their side, having no possessions, they had nothing to lose.
They finally proclaimed themselves independent and forced the
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Dutch government to recognize their independence. Then a
treaty of peace was agreed upon between the masters and their
late slaves and signed by both parties.

Mr. Kapler pays us a visit; he says he is quite willing to
assist us and to give us every facility to go to Surinam.

“In my settlement you are under the protection of the
Duteh flag, and, according to the laws of nations, you ought to
be safe,”” observes he; ¢ but I have no soldiers to defend your
rights and mine; I have but a few pieces of small cannon and
I could not defend you against a French man-of-war which
should attempt to enslave you once more. Then I think it
prudent for you to prosecute your voyage to Surinam; there
are strong forts in the river and Dutch ships of war in the
harbor of Paramaribo ; the French will never dare to capture
yow in that place, anfl they would here. If that event took
place, they would say that it was a mistake, that they thought
you were common convicts and not political prisoners; that
they intended neither to violate our territories, nor to insult
our flag; the Dutch government would be satisfied with these
explanations, and you would be kept in prison, more closely
than before. Under the reign of Mr Louis Napoleon Buona-
parte rights are nothing without fixed bayonets to enforce them.”

We assure Mr. Kapler that we are quite willing to follow
his advice.

“ The English schooner sails to-day,” continues Mr. Kapler,
¢ take passage in her ; I am going to meet the captain and I
will obtain, I hope, good accommeodation for you.”’

Mr Kapler leaves us for a short time and comes back again
with the English captain.

¢ Captain,”” says Mr. Kapler, ¢ these unfortunate men wish
to go to Surinam ; please to take them with you; I will supply
them with provisions.”

“ And they will give me 600 franes (120 dollars) for their

assage;”’ roughly answers the Englishman.

“ 1 don't  know,” replies Mr. Kapler, ‘“if they are worth
that sum.” y

Instantly we empty our pockets and give the whole of our
money to Mr. Kapler; there are 820 francs, (64 dollars.)

¢ That is not enough,”” says the captain, *‘1 must have 600
francs.”” -

Mr. Kapler goes out and comes back wtth some money in
his hands.

¢ Captain,” says he, * there are 200 francs more ; this is all
I possess now, and that makes 520 francs (104 dollars.””)

¢ T shall not take less than 600 franes.”

¢ But remember, Captain, that these poor men were in pris-
on for more than eight years; they have lost all they had;
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they have escaped through many dangers; they are not in
safety here; at any minute a French man-of-war may arrive
and summon me to deliver them into the bands of their
enemies.”

“Idon’t care about such things, Mr. Kapler; they must
give me 600 franes for their passage, otherwise I shall not take
them; I am not a philunthropist, I am a matter of fact man, a
man of business, a man of money.”

“ Yery well, captain, you can leave us,” says our host with
dignity.

¢ Then good-bye, Mr. Kapler.”

* Good voyage, Captain.”

¢ Good bye, Mr Money,” says one of us.

f What did you say I'” exclaims the captain with an angry
voice. :

¢ I said,” fiercely answers our friend, rising and going close
to the Englishman, I said ¢ Good-bye, Mr. Money; 1 was
thinking something else, but I didn’t say it to you.”

“What a roughness in the heart, what a pride in the temper
has that son of rapacious England !—That people are proud of
their riches, proud of their numerous ships of war, proud of
their dominion over half of the world. But thy reign is ended,
modern Carthage, and in less than half a eentury thou shalt be
but a poor, small island, inhabited by fishermen and smug-
glers,” says Mr. Kapler, when the English captain was gone.

“You say this in the bitterness of your anger, Mr. Kapler,
but that is not your real opinion. England is powerful, her
government is strongly seated, sometimes dishonest, but always
skilful. We think you go too far in the prophecy of her
decadency.”

“ Not at all, my good friends; England is hated amidst all
her dominions, from her ill treated sister Ireland tothe extrem-
ities of her vast empire, to the East Indies—her subjects
anxiously wait for a good occasion to break their slavery. And
she has two dangerous enemies, powerful and formidable.”

““ Who are these encnies ?”

“ France and the United States. Frenchmen can not lose
the remembrance of Waterloo, and are burning to take a bright
revenge. Americans ardently desire the possession of the two
Canadas and Nova Scotia; and, besides, they are tired, excced-
ingly tired of meeting English ships and English merchants in
the markets of the whole world.”

“ And which one is the most dangerous for England 7

¢ Both are dangerous for her; the Americans pull down the
English trade by their persevereing opposition, and the French,
the day following a revolution at home, will erush England in
their clenched hands, as easily as I can crush a walnut between
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my teeth. England will be a mouthful for a Revolutionist
Government, who will write Waterloo on one side of its flag
and St. Helena on the other; who will warrant liberty of re-
ligion to Ireland, civil liberty to Scotland, and equality of
rights to English laborers. The battle of Warterloo was, for
Englan?, her battle of Trasimene—she soon will have her bat-
tle of Zoma; and the Kast Indies will be free, the Canadas
and Nova Scotia will be independent States annexed to the
United States ; starving Ireland will have bread for her inhab-
itants, schools for her children, and alms houses for her old
men ; the straits of Gibraltar will return to its rightful owners,
the Spaniards and the French. The Chinese will not be pois-
oned any longer with opium. Every one will be satisfied,
every one will elap hands at the sight of that fall, and they
will write with big letters, on the ruins of the haughty Albion :
‘HEre was LoNDON, THE MONSTROUS LEECH OF ALL
NATIONS.” 7/

*“ But we loose our time in chattering about this,” continues
Mr. Kapler, “and we have something better to do. You must
go to Surinam, and go directly; I apprehend a bad visit for
you; you must go away.”

“ How can we go, Mr. Kapler 2—how can we go?”’

“Let me tell you, friends; I have a large old boat ; she is
ill fitted, but you are mechanics, I know, and perhaps some of
you are carpenters. I will lend you the boat, and give you
tools and materials ; repair her as well and as soon as you can,
and go away. I will send with you two of my men as pilots;
they will return me the hoat.”

We eagerly accept Mr. Kapler’s proposal, and immediately
proceed to put the boat in a seaworthy state. The same day
in the evening, at about 9 o'clock, we leave the honest Mr.
Kapler ; our boat is well provided and sound. We drop down
the Maroni and stop near its mouth, passing the night among
the same Indians who lately attempted to capture us; but this
time we are kindly received and entertained by them.

At daybreak, the following day, we embark again. We
cross the mouth of the Maroni, and, as we enter into the sea,
perceive the French steamer coming in our way. We then
run cautiously near the shore to prevent her dangerous ap-
proach. We have a Dutch flag on our boat, and a pass written
and signed by Mr. Kapler.

The third day of sailing, the 21st of September, 1856, at T
o'clock P. M., we land at Paramaribo, the capital of Dutch
Guiana, on the river Surinam, which gives its name to the
whole country. We are delighted—we are walking on a free
land—we are saved! We inquire for an Inn, but there are
gendarmes, soldiers aud policemen in Paramaribo, and they are,
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perhaps, taller, stouter and more numerousg than in Cayenne.

When shall we find a country without such a people ! Those
wretches ask us who we are, where we came from, where we
are going; where are our passports, our chests, our trunks and
our sleeping caps; what is our business, if we are tailors or
shoemakers ; what we intend to do; if we are married or bach-
elors; if we have or have not children; how many children we
have; if our children are boys or girls; if we are Roman
Catholics or Huguenots, Jews or Mahometans; if we drink
brandy or gin, wine or beer; if we eat meat or fish; if we
prefer hot to cold weather ; and many other stupid questions.

We tell them to leave us alone with interrogatories, and to
show us an Inn where we may live on moderate terms.

“You want an Inn and a cheap one,” say they; ‘“we can
easily satisfy you: come with us, we will introduce you into a
good one, a first rate one;—you will have nothing to pay for
your board and lodging. Come to prison !”’

“To prison!”” we exclaim; *‘and what have we done to be
sent there? what crime have we committed? We have just
arrived."”

“It is true you have done nothing wrong in this place, but
you have, perhaps, done wrong things in other countries, and
must go to prison.”

“ But if we have, perhaps, done wrong things in any other
countries, let those countries punish their own offences; you
onght not to interfere in these things.”

““ We don't care ; come to prison and hold your tongue.”

¢ We shall not go; we must speak to the magistrates. Are
there any magistrates in this country 7"’

“To be sure, we have magistrates of all descriptiong, and
good ones; they are highly paid by us and duly appointed by
the King of Holland, who resides six thousand miles from here,
and who never honored the Colony with his presence ; but come
to prison and make haste.”

“We want to speak to the magistrates.”

“ You shall speak to them to-morrow, or some other day,
but come to prison; we have no time to spare, and the magis-
trates are in the same case.”

“Your magistrates are handsomely paid, you said just now;
then they must have time to speak to those who implore the
protection of the laws.”

“ How obstinate you are! If every one were so, we should
not have time enough to accomplish our duties. Come to
prison.”

“Let us converse with your magistrates first.”

“We will send for them, but it is merely to satisfy your
eccentric fancy ; we know perfectly well what the magistrates
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will tell you—the same as we say, ‘Go to prison first; you
may plead afterwards.” ”’

The attorney-general arrives; he is a very polite and good
natured man; he pities our sufferings, sympathises with our
misfortunes, but he orders us to be put in prison.

“ What did I tell you? Come to prison,” says the com-
mander of the Policeman ; *‘ but don’t be afraid of the prison,
you will be very comfortable there ; you will have good board,
a pleasant lodging and nothing to do, besides. You will enjoy
yourselves.”

¢ Bxecute your orders, Policeman, andstop your reflections.”

We go to prison, and, notwithstanding cur griefs, we sleep
goundly until the morning.

Early in the forenoon they remove us to another part of the
fortress. We are much astonished, and exceedingly pleased,
by meeting, in our new residence, several of our companions
who had left Devil's Island about six weeks belore on a raft.—
¢ They were lost among the mud, killed by savages or eaten by
wild beasts,”” our guardians had said, seeming to pity their fate,
and in the hope, we presume, of preventing any further at-
tempt to escape.

We embrace one another with tears of happiness in our eyes,
and with delighted Learts. We ask them by what miracle they
are alive yet.

“ We have escaped by a miracle, indeed,” say they;  but,
unhappily, we have lost two of our companions, Bochinsky,
the Pole, and Pianori, the Italian.”

¢ And how did they die ¥’

“In the mud to their breasts, eaten by crabs; when the
Indians found them, they were warm yet, but inanimate ; their
souls were gone back to the mighty Creator; their eyes, their
ears, their noses and their fingers had been eaten by the crabs,
and their corpses were filled by those voracious animals.”

Poor Bochinsky had been transported and sent to Cayenne
because he was a Pole and a Republican. The unfortunate
Pianori had a brother, who attempted Louis Napoleon’s life and
who was executed for that; when they asked him why he had
made his attempt, he fiercely answered : * Because the French
tyrant has killed my beloved mother, the Roman Republie.”—
When they asked him if he repented of his act, he said: * Not
at all; if I were able to do it again, I would do it.” e died
as a martyr, without fainting and without romancing: the last
words his mouth pronounced were these: ¢ You cut off the
head, but you don't cut the tail of the conspiracy; and the tail
is longer than the head, much longer, indeed.” His young
brother was transported after his heroic death; he was trans-
ported and sent to Cayenne for no other reason than his con-
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sanguinity. which his persecutors would never recognize—he
was called Sasaloni by his jailers.

Two more Italians have been in dark cells, at Royal Island,
in the red castle, for more than three years; they cannot walk
in the passage, no one is allowed to converse with them, and no
body knows their names. And the French imperial newspapers
dare to publish that there are no political prisoners in Cayenne!

The Moniteur published that all those,—amongst the Re-
publican prisoners,—who would submit to the Emperor, should
be immediately enlarged and quite free. The two Italians,
alluded to, amongst many others, have submitted to Mr. Louis
Napoleon Buonaparte. [We could, if necessary, tell the per-
son’s name who wrote down this submission.] Notwithstanding

this, all are in prison yet and will be in prison for life.
' Buonaparte! DBuonaparte! God is tired of your crimes.—
Modern Attida! yeu will be hung, without fail and that will
not be a vengeance of your enemies, it shall be a heavenly
punishment.

We are much excited by the sad death of our two late
* companions, and we beg the living to tell us the particulars of
their escape. They agree to our request and are about to com-
mence their recital when the visit of the Governor of Surinam
is announced to us.

¢ Foreigners,” says the Governor, * you affirm that you are
political refugees, and 1 believe what you say, but I may sup-
pose you are escaped convicts ; in the first case you ought to be
free ; in the second 1 must send you back to Cayenne, in exe-
cution of the treaties existing between Irance and Holland. I
will send to-day, without fail, a steam ship to Cayenne ; at her
return you shall be released if you are really political refugees.

“We take notice of your promise, Governor.”

“] give you my word of honor to liberate you when I shall .
have the proof that you were political priscners.”

Remember, Governor, Remember !

We are alone now, and our fellow prisoners tell us the brief
account of their escape in the following manner :

“In the beginning of August last we left Devil's island,
seven in number, on a raft made with empty casks. We ina
few days were in sight of the Maroni, and the want of provisions
obliged us toland on the Dutch bank, where we purchased
water, plantains and cassava bread from the Indians. Having
sailed again, we saw in the open sea a steamship, when, fearing
to be perceived and caught, we ran toward the shore. When
the steamer was passed and out of sight we tried to go farther
from the shore, but could not; and the following night at high
water, were driven ashore in a place encumbered with trees.
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“ At the break of day we looked around and saw nothing
near us but mud and trees; the water was far before, the land
far behind. We attempted to walk over the mud, but it was
not possible, the ground being too pliant and soft. It was not
easy, either, to go to the water. We tried to jump on the
trees, but they were too small and could not bear the weight of
our bodies. We were obliged, therefore, to stay where we
were, but we hoped, at the returning tide, to be able to sail
again. We were deceived in our hopes; the water did not
come to our raft, which had sunk many inches in the mud since
our arrival; we had no more provisions—not a bit of bread, not
a drop of water. We remained in that place for ten days,
starving and devoured by clouds of mosquitoes, sinking deeper
and deeper in the mud, enduring all the sufferings that man can
endure.”

¢ But you could not stay so long without eating?”

¢ The mud was filled with crabs; we ate them.”

“ And what did you drink ?”

“We drank our own water.”

¢ And how did you escape

“The courage of despair incited us; we had remarked that
the water was coming, every tide, nearer and nearer the place
where we stood. Then we made another raft, and on the
eleventh day, the water being higher than before, we put to sea
again ; but we never could, though we endeavored many times,
leave the neighborhood of the shore. Our raft was so badly
fitted that we were obliged to take ground again, but this time
we succeeded in reaching land, and walked into the woods, eat-
ing wild fruit, raw roots, leaves of trees, and whatever we
found ; but having, happily, fresh water at will. We sent two
of our party, the strongest, as a vanguard to Surinam, and
pursued our way.

Bochinsky was exceedingly tired; his legs were seratched in
many places, and, being unable to follow us, he stopped, saying :

¢ ¢ Death for death, I will die here;’ and he laid himself on
the ground.

““You shall not die alone,” said Pianori; ‘I am young and
strong, and I will save you or we will die together. Brethren,’
added he, ¢ prosecute your journey; if you escape, avenge us.

“QOur exhortations, our prayers, could not change Pianori’s
determination—he remained with his friend.

“We walked and walked about, and finally arrived at a
Dutch settlement. Our vanguard succeeded in reaching Sur-
inam, and sent us a boat; and we arrived here much harassed
and wounded, but feel better now.

¢ As to Bochinsky and Pianori, we begged the Dutch au-
thorities to send in scarch of them. They hesitated at first,
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and finally sent a boat; but it was too late, most precious time
having been lost by our wavering protectors. Two corpses were
found in the mud, where we suppose they had gone to seek
crabs for their food. Since our arrival here we have been in
prison, and we think you will be treated likewise.”

The narrative of our friends is ended; we admire their cour-
age and perseverance, pity their sufferings, and deeply regret
the loss of two of our best companions in captivity. We are
now twenty-five French Republicans in the prisons of Surinam.
The Governor has kept his promise by despatching a vessel to
Cayenne purposely for us, and we hope to he delivered at her
return, which must be soon. We have confidence in the Gov-
ernor’s word of honor.

The ship is coming back from Cayenne—she enters the har-
bor—she brings letters for the Governer ; we shall be free at
length, after more than eight years of confinement.

Alas! we reckoned without our host ! We receive a message
from the Governor, which is very nearly as follows :

‘1 was most anxious to keep the promise I made you, and
orders were to be given to set you at liberty; but the slave
holders of the colony inform me that their negroes are impa-
tient of the yoke and willing to break it. In the neighboring
colonies, Cayenne and Demerara, negroes are free, and ours,
incited by the Boss, we suppose, are unwilling to be slaves any=
longer; they imperatively demand their freedom, and are
resolved to obtain it by force, if it is otherwise impossible.
They would have taken arms already if they had leaders;
happily they have not, but you could be such. Your avowed
opinions, your well known courage and boldness, your knowl-
edge of arms and discipline, render you dangerous for the
quietness of the colony. The slave owners beg me to keep you
in prison, and I cannot refuse their request. 1 do not share in
their fears ; I have confidence in your common sense; I hope
you would not interfere with our municipal laws, (and slavery
is a municipal law,) but prudence compels me to confine you.”

Your logic, Governor, is very curious indeed; it is as
curious as your acts. When we arrived, you told us that
being outlawssin other countries, we must be outlaws here.
You then interfered in oppressors’ injuries; you proclaimed,
then, solidarity between law givers. You say now that we
must not interfere in the grievances of the oppressed—then you
condemn solidarity between the subjects of the law. You con-
sequently disapprove to-day what you approved yesterday ;
you then approve or disapprove according to your interests.
This may be adroit, but it is neither honest nor logical !

The above is our answer if you are an Apostle of Solidarity.
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If you are not such—if you proelaim the contrary—if you be-
lieve that a nation has not a right to interfere in another
nation’s affairs—that a community ought not to interfere in
the affaing of others—that a man is quite free to do what he
likes in his home—to manage his business as he thinks to be the
best ; we will beg your permission to answer you as follows :

The law of Bolidarity is a natural law, and men (whoever
they may be) cannot destroy it. People or Legislators may
make laws against it, but these laws in many circumstances will
not be followed with their authors’ consent or against it; the
exceptions will be as numerous as the cases where the rule is
against the laws of nature. Examples: you have two neigh-
boring nations bounded by a common river ; each one has pro-
claimed that they can do at home what they like. Do you
think that one of them has the right to turn aside the river
from its natural bed, and by that means to deprive the other of
water ? Certainly not; nature has given the river to both of
the territories—it belongs to both.

“ My home is my castle,”” says a free citizen. According
to the laws of men this may be right. According to the laws
of nature, this is often wrong. TIf you are about to kill some-
body in your home or set it on fire, I break open your door or
your window, I enter your castle and I prevent you from killing
or setting fire, every one will confess that T am a good citizen;
I have saved a person from death or a town from incendiarism.
No law can punish me for that.

Consequently your liberty ends where the liberty of others
commences. Consequently every one has a right,—more than
a right, a duty,—to prevent what may hurt others’ interests,
persons or property. Slavery is in that case, because slavery
injures all human creatures.

Nature or God,—as you like,—has made all men equal in
rights at their birth; no one is or can be the property of an-
other. If you make man property, you go against the laws of
nature, you insult God, you cease to be a man, you hecome a
Satan—a rebellious angel. Man has a three fold life; he lives
physically, morally and intellectually. By slavery you kill
both his moral and intellectual life; you, then, kill two thirds
of him ; you destroy God’s work. And you dare to call your-
gelf a Christian! What a folly!

You say that we must not interfere in the question of
slavery? But a negro is a man as well as you and I; he is a
member of humanity.  Consequently, when you abase him you
abase me, and you abase yourself. When you kill his mind
and his dignity, you kill a part of mine and of yours, because
you hurta member of the community which we belong to. You
say: ‘‘ Let every one, nation, province, city or citizen, manage
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the affairs of their interior; you have nothing to do with them.”

For things concerning you and you alone, I am willing to do
it, but for slavery I am not, because my duty, my imperious
duty, tells me to interfere. If I hurt your nose with my hand,
yours, probably, will strike me in the face. Vainly I will tell
you that your hand having not been injured, had not a right to
interfere in the contest between mine and your nose; you will
rightly answer that a part of your person having been offended,
the whole of your body is offended and delegates, for revenging,
the part of it which is the best fitted for doing so. You will
be right, perfectly right, and so I am when I say: ¢ Negroes
are men like me; they belong to Humanity and who insults,
offends, injures, abuses, kills part or whole of them, insults,
offends, injures, abuses or kills me.

Some persons believe that the climate of some countries ren-
der slavery absolutely necessary, because the whites cannot
work in those countries and the blacks would not, if free, work
for the whites. We don’t know if that opinion is right or
wrong, but, in both cases, that is not a reason to make blacks
slaves. If negroes went to Northern countries and say to the
inhabitants : “‘It is too cold for us here, we are unable to get
our living by our own work, please to work for us, be our
slaves ;”—the Northmen would probably answer: ¢ Go to the
South, if you like, but we shall not work for you, we refuse
the honor to be your slaves.”

Some others pretend that the darkness of the skin proves a
low intelligence and fatally designs the negroes to slavery ; but
if that is true, whiter is the skin, broader is the mind, and,
consequently, the red haired men ought to make every one else
slaves.

Every reason given by the apostles of slavery is worse the
one than the other. There is but one right to make men slaves
—that invocated by the wolf wishing to eat the lamb, the right
of the strongest.

Governor of Surinam, be free once in your life—once is not .
custom—confess that and let us tell you this:

“ Our small ability, our hands, our heads, the whole of our
person, are devoted to the oppressed willing to break their yoke;
everywhere, at any moment, we will be ready to pursue our
mission, to abolish the shameful institution called slavery.”

The effects of that institution are worse, perhaps, for the
masters than for the slaves; it renders them corrupted, igno-
rant, lazy and cruel.

“ And now also the axe is laid unto the root of the trees :
therefore every tree which bringeth not forth good fruit is hewn
down, and cast into the fire” [Matthew, chap. IIL

In all ages, and among all nations, the oppressors have the

4
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sa e tactics : having no good reasons to give to their opponents,
they decline any discussion and proceed by violence. Prome-
thes s nailed on a rock ; Socrates is poisoned : the divine Jesus
is cruafied ; Christians arve devoured by lions and tigers ; Gal-
ileo s confined; Huguenots are massacred in France ; John
Thuss 1s burnt in Bobewia : Quakers and Puritans are banished
fromn Enzland  Bat, notwithstanding calumnies, auto-dafe,
bunishimient, tormentors and scaffold, all progresses were, are,
and will be fulfilled.  The light of Prometheus prevails over
the darkness of 1gnorance ; the unity of God is agreed; Chris-
tianity vises radiantly and drives out the Pagan gods ; the earth
is round and moving, instead of Leing flat and still; the
Reformation s proclaimed and accepted. Every step in the
procress of humanity is indicated by a large stream of blood ;
every progress must hiave its perseeutors, its martyrs and its
avenygers © Sociadisio is in these conditions, and, if it is in want
f seutething, it 1s not of martyrs
¢ were put in prison under Gen. Cavaignac’s government,
by the ignorance of the French Republicans, hecanse we foresaw,
before they did the ubyss into which our freedom was to be
sipitated Louwis Napoleon Buonaparte was then neither
Emperor nor  President, member of the National Assembly,
nov Fronch citizen e was nothing more, nothing less, than a
citizen of Thurgovy, Switzerland.  He kept us in prison, when
elocted President. by want of dominion, and when he was
proclaimed Fmperoy he made a compromise with the faithful
followers of Henry the Fifth ; the death of Socialism was the
price of therr wibesion 1o bis government.  We receive now the
kick of the ass: sluvéholders confine us for want of money,
slovery having no other 1ight thun foree and no other purpose
than money waking  Slwebolders, you are men of money;
you would do everything for money, and it is very lucky
ldeed that the sun is so far ffow your crooked hands and so
difficult to cat b ; otherwise you would take it, saying that God
» made it for you alone, as you aré nof “ashamed to say that God
permits slavery : you would take the sun, share it amongst you,
put your part m your deepest pockets, and we, poor disgraced
men. would be olilized 1o sty in cternal darkness, or to purchase
lizht of you. You always say, * Slavery is a very fine
justitution : burrah for Slavery ! But if so, if it is so good,
taste a little of it: act as you speak and be slaves for a while.
After a few months of experience. if you are satisfied with your
cowdition. if you consent o be slives forever, I promise you to
follow your example; my friends and I will make ourselves
slaves forever.  Otherwise, if you vefuse, I will call you the
greatest charlatans in the world, which is so filled with char-
lutans !
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Against slaveholders, oppressors and speculators of all kinds,
names and descriptions, Socialism will fulfill its work, which is
abolition of slavery, of whatever degree it may be, in every
country where it may exist, by whatever name it may be called.
Its apostles are dispersed over the four quarters of the world,
but they are confident in the trath of their principles, and they
have the sympathies of ail men of faith and honesty. They '
will suceeed in their endeavors.

We stay in the prisons of Surinam for two months. -~ Half of
us are already gone away when the Governor resolves to send
us to Georgetown.  We go on board the Dutch mail steamer.
Paramaribo seems to be a clean and handsome town, the streets
of which are covered with fine yellow sand, and there is no dust
nor ashes in them.,

We arrive at Georgetown: we have no money, no clothes, no
acquaintances, and are unable to speak a single word of
Euglish. The Dutch bring us ashore and leaves us to God's care.
What must we do? what will become of us? The inhabitants
look at us as at most curious animals; we don't understand
them, they don’t understand us. A black man once more is
our delivever; he brings us to the Governor's palace. We
wait u conple of hours, and his Excellency at last comes with
his Secretary.  We tell them our position.

“1 have spent much mouney for your companions,” says the
Governor; “ I paid their passage to the United States, I
bouzht them clothes and shoes, aud I paid their board and
Yodzing in Georgetown until they left it. I can do no more;
but it you are witling to work, I will give you employment.
Do you aceept T’

“Yes, sir, we do; we will he mueh pleased to get our living
by our own work. We are fatigued and feeble, but we will de
our hest.”

“ Very well: take this letter and go to the fort; you shall
have work and 80 cents per day.”’

FROM DEMERARA TO BOSTON.

Paon’s manuseript is ended here. T have translated it almoss
literally. I could bave made several changes by supposing
some things and adding some others: but I preferred to give it
as [ received it.  Its reading plunges me into Jeep reflections,
and [ exclaim :

A cause that possesses such soldiers cannot perish, and
Socialism shall not perish : no, no, that is impossible !”’

But my friends can not stay here any longer; the greater
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part of them have left Georgetown and gone to England or the
States ; there remain only five. I would take with me the
whole of them, but I am too poor for that. I left Cayenne
precipitately, and left the little I possessed. They owed me
some money, but I had no time to cash it. Besides, I am
almost naked ; T must buy clothes and linen from the feet to

“the head. Nevertheless, I will take with me Paon and Bivors.

% What is sufficient for one is sufficient for two,” says the
French proverb; and with good will, I add, may be sufficient
for three.

I am advised that a Salem vessel is at Surinam now, and I
am convinced that her captain, who is an acquaintance of mine
and a perfect gentleman, will not refuse to take us free of any
charge for our passage. I then write a letter to the Governor
of Demerara, purposely to beg of him our free passage for
Paramaribo ; and I write another letter to my best friend in
Cayenne, whom I empower to cash for my account the money
due to me in that town, and I tell him to send it to me as soon
as possible.

Paon is at the Colonial Hospital, severely wounded. I ask
Bivors if heis willing to follow me to the United States of
America.

“It is my earnest desire,”” says Bivors; “I am tired of
Georgetown ; its climate is too unheaalthy for Europeans, and
its inhabitants are too much corrupted for honest people; but I
have not sufficient money to pay my passage. I arrived here
eight months ago, and with the greatest economy I have saved,
since my arrival until now, but a few dollars, having been sick
many times, and living being very dear here.”

“ Don’t mention it, Bivors, my good friend; I have some
money ; I shall receive some more by and by ; we will share
the good as well as the bad fortune.”

We are told that Governor Woodhouse leaves Georgetown
to.day ; I am anxious to be present at his departure, because
opinions differ respecting his character ; many flatter him, and
many others despise his conduct. I go with Bivors to see the
ceremony of his sailing to Europe. We arrive at the public
buildings ; the square is crowded with soldiers. policemen, and
people of all colors, from the deepest black to the faintest white.
The mob seem very impatient to see their beloved Governor,
and more impatient to wish him a good farewell.

The folding doors are solemnly opened at the buildings, and
Governor Woodhouse appears at the threshhold of the door in
all his majesty, followed by a multitude of lackeys. Drums
are immediately beaten, and public functionaries applaud
loudly; but the mob roar energetically in expression of their
dissatisfaction and contempt. The Governor, with a disdainful
shrug, then advances arm in arm with his lady upon one side,
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and the bishop on the other, surrounded by his high officers ;
the soldiers’ band plays God save the Queen, and the
procession continues its way amongst the thickest ranks of the
people.  Some individuals throw at Governor Woodhouse and
his staff, sweet potatoes, plantains, oranges, and other fruits and
vegetables ; the Governor laughs loudly, and his officers follow
his example ; the band plays Ruwle Britannia, and they con-
tinue their way, making gestures of deep disgust, of supreme
arrogance. The mob, indignant, take dirt and stones and throw
them at their Chief Magistrate.

Mr. Woodhouse is not laughing now, but becomes as pale as
a corpse ; soldiers are under arms, policemen on foot and on
horseback are present, all of whom contemplate the scene, but
no one moves ; no one helps the mob, but no one prevents them
from stoning the Governor. Mr Woodhouse is wounded on the
head and bleeding; his lady is fainting; and the Bishop is
almost dead with terror. The pride of the Governor and his
staff being driven out, the mob becomes suddenly as quiet as
before; every one returns to his home or to his business with-
out making the least noise, wwvithout the least appearance of
anger. I am amazed at that strange uproar, and 1 ask Bivors

. what are the causes of such an extraordinary thing.

“The only cause,” says Bivors, ‘is an unjust tax, ordered
by the Governor last year. Unjust causes always produce bad
effects. You have seen the disorder; if, unhappily, soldiers or
policemen had attempted to prevent it, Georgetown would be
now in open insurrection, and blood would be running in the
streets.  All that is by the Governor’s fault.”

“Tell me the reason of it, if you please.”

“T will.  About one year ago—I was not here then—a con-
flict took place between the colored working men of Georgetown
and the Portuguese, emigrants, because the latter used to work
for a cheaper price than the former. The black men and the
mulattoes assaulted the Portuguese who fled instantly, leaving
their work and their shops, and some disorder ensued. Sausages,
hams, and bottles of liquor were destroyed—drunk and eaten, 1
must say,—hy the black warriors, and their bones or empty
bodies laid down on the field of battle. The garrison, composed
of black men, were unable to restore harmony between the two
camps ; then French soldiers were required by the English Gov-
ernment and sent by the Governor of Cayenne. At their ap-
proach the blessings of peace arose once more over the colony.

Governor Woodhouse, under those circumstances, took openly
the part of the Portuguese ; he estimated their losses according
to their own valuation, and paid them without making an
investigations. Whoever knows the rapacity and bad faith of
the vile Portuguese, is certain that they received three times
more than they had lost in the riot,
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The Governor went farther. For the purpose of recovering
the amount of the damages, he decreed a uniform and general
tax upon the inhabitants of the colony; rich or poor, black,
colored or white, married or single, man or woman, every one
had the same sum to pay. For the rich merchants or the
wealthy ship-owners, capitalists or office holders. the tax was a
trifle ; but for the poor mechanic out of employment it was a
heavy charge and many were unable to pay. The Governor
ordered a fine and increased the expenses against them. Being
unable at first, to pay two dollars, they could not pay six. Mr.
Woodhouse sent them to prison.  The jails of Georgetown were
filled, then, with girls, women and old men; many died of
despair and ill-treatment in their dull cells, and the others are
in prison yet. You have seen the friends and velations of the
victims wishing a farewell to their beloved Governor.”

I have occasion to meet an old aristoeratic lady, a sort of doll,
handsomely dressed, making grimaces \v. hensmiling, rolling ber
eyes, as a dying cat, when -:pcdl\nw I ask her opinion about
the late event.

“ Governor Woodhouse is a most perfect gentleman,” says
ghe, “‘he is the best administrator we ever had or ever can Lave;
the mob who have insulted and assaulted him are exclusively
composed of low people, ancient slaves, beggars-like, badly
educated ; they arve thieves and murderers, and it is a shame
for us not to kill them to the last one.”

I take leave of the charituble old lady. and, soon after, I
meet several ship eaptains of my acquaintance, and ask them
the same question. They unanimously answer me :

¢ Governor Woodhouse had but half of what he deserves; Le
i3 a violent, haughty and unjust man, a stony-hearted, iron-
headed man.”

“ But, Captain, he had bis lady with him.”

¢ His lady is worse than himself.”?
¢ But the Bishop has been wounded too.”

“The Bishop is worse than either.”

After my inquiries I know a little less than I did before. 1T
return with Bivors to Paon’s room, and find newspapers on the
table. I read them, and I see thie account of a dr ezleful insur-
rection in the East Indies, among the native soldiers.  English
men have been massacred, and the insurgents are nunierous,
disciplined, well armed, and disposed to fight 10 the death.

“ Ah me ! I say, “ it appears that Mr. Kapler was not so
wrong as I thought at first; this is the first wave of the
letummo‘ tide ammut Eng! and’s dominion ; 1 h(‘"in to believe
that she will become lower than she became high.”

I have been in Georgetown for a imtnmht and have had
time to make myself acquainted with the country and its inhib-
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itants. Demerara is richer and better cultivated than Cayenne;
it produces much sugar and nolasses, of which a great pmit is
exported to the United States ; its vum is of good quality ; it
possesses steam engines, and a railroud erosses part of the coun-
try toward Berbice. The harbor of Georgetown is very spa-
cious and many ships lie in it; handsome wharves allow vessels
to land their cargoes and to load without ioss of time and
money ; lights are placed at the entrance of the river to pire-
vent shipwrecks ; business is very active and profitable.

Nothing like this exists in Cayenne ; there is no produce but
a very small quantity of sugar and youcou; no wharves for
ships—they load and discharge their cargoes by means of light-
ers; no roads in the country, except a sort of narrow way ; it
13 s0 badly cultivated, so poorly inhabited, that large tigers are
killed at broad day-light in the middle of the town. 1 saw the
corpse of one of these wild animals which had been shot by a
soldier in a house opposite the jail.  Its numerous magistrates
and office holders are anxious for nothing but to fill their
purses with stolen gold ; its innumerable policemen fill their
stomachs with adulterated liquors.

As to corruption of manners, Demerara is worse, if pessible,
than Cayenne ; the whole day you can see drunkards stagger-
ing, quarreling and fighting every where, particularly in the
public houses, where Portuguese are selling, at high prices,
different sorts of grossly poisoned liguors with pompous naes,
ag: splendid rum, rich cordial gin, best genuine old coguue
brandy. The whole night, principally on Eaturdays. the
streets are crowded with females of all countries, of ull colors,
of all conditions, smiling significantly to every one, but, alove
all, to those who scem to buve money in thew pockets.  Cay-
enne and Georgetown are sisters in corruption, as were Sciom
and Gomorrah.

I have paid a visit to Capt. Foskey on his ship. A French
steam man-of-war was alongside the Chevalier; she was in
want of fifty tons of coal. As no one among the English crew
could speak French, and nobody among the French could speak
English, mate Tutton asked me to be Lis interpreter. 1 ae-
cepted, and delivered the coal to the French ship. When this
had been done, a master asked me it I was not a political pris-
ouner escaped from Cayenne.

“ Yes, sir, 1 am,” said I.

¢ How did you manage your escape ?”

“ As I could.”

¢ What ship brought you here 2"

T don’t remember.”

¢ Don’t you fear to be captured heve 1"

“ No.”
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I have received an answer fram the new Governor, Mr. Wal-
ker ; 1 have not had the honor to be received hy him—he is too
high and I too low—but his Secretary, Mr. Goodman, told me
that his Excellency was willing to give a free passage to Suri-
nam to three of us. I thanked him, and hoped to be able to
prosecute my way to the United States in company with Paon
and Bivors.

I had news from my friend in Cayenne ; he sent me a kind
letter and some money. 1 thoughu I was certain to leave Eng-
lish Guiana. I went to the colonial hospital, inquired for the
doctor, and asked him if it was possible to remove Paen without
any serious danger.

“ With a good bandage and some precautions he can make
the voyage,” said the physician.

I then inquired for the captain of the Dutch mail packet.

¢ Captain, 1 am your most devoted servant.”

“ Good morning, sir; how can I oblige you 7’

‘ By carrying me and two of my friends from here to Suri-
nam.”’ '

“ Who are you, sir ?”

‘“ A political refugee, captain.”

“ What countryman are you ?”’

“ French.”

‘1 can not do what you require.”

“ Will you be so kind as to tell me why not 2

“ Because I have strict orders not to bring any French refu-
gees into the Dutch possessions.”

““ But we don’t intend to go into Paramaribo; we will stay
in the harbor, on board the brig Frederic, until she starts for
Salem.”

“ Well, sir, I will ask the Governor of Surinam. If he al-
lows me to take you, I will do it with the greatest pleasure on
my next voyage.”’

“ But, Captain, the Frederic will be gone then.”

““1 can not help it; 1 must execute the orders I have re-
ceived. If you were in Surinam, I could take you here; but
from here to Surinam I can not. I am sorry for it, but it is
quite impossible for me.”

“ But our passage will be paid, Captain—uwell paid.”

“ Never mind ; | can not take you at any price.”’

Farewell to my hopes of going to the United States by that
way. I must look for another.

I inquired for American ships; there were none in the har-
bor of Georgetown. Now I spend money every day and re-
ceive none; Paon is wounded and Bivors 1s sick; he has a bad
cold and a worse fever; he lies on his bed. 'What shall we do,
good God ?—what shall we do?
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Captain Foskey is in want of a cook; I promise him to in-
guire for one. Bivors feels better, and begs to be Capt. Fos-
key's cook.

““We have but little money,” says he; ‘“keep it for Paon
and you; I will go to England, and thence I will try to be
shipped for the States. 1 will there join you and will have
some money, and that is a good thing in many circumstances.”

I send Bivors to Capt. Foskey early in the morning, and
about ten o’clock I go to see how he manages his cooking. I
find him much troubled ; he can not make himself understood,
and the steward, when he asks for black pepper, gives him
white salt. Capt. Foskey, having invited two of his friends to
breakfast with him, is displeased with the debut of his French
cook, having bought a fine looking on kidney and the best beef
steaks he could find, and nothing being ready in time. I im-
mediately ask for all necessary things, cook the Captain’s
breakfast, and partake of it with them. The company are well
satisfied with my cooking, and Capt. Foskey tries to induce me,
once more, to go with him ; he offers me four pounds sterling
per month to become his cook. I tell him I can not accept.
One of his friends offers me five pounds. I answer that my
refusal is not a question of money.

 Why, then, are you so hard with us? do you hate English
people 2”7

““ No, Captain, no; I hate nobody in the world. My heart
is so filled with love that there is no room for anger init. I
don’t hate Englishmen as individuals ; on the contrary they are
good, and I like them very much. I travelled, in my youth,
through all England for four years, and I was kindly received
in every part. But I don’t like the English Government.”

““Why so? The English are a free people.”

‘““They are, indeed; they are as free as oxen tied to the
yoke; they are free on the condition of spending their sweat
for the feeding of their fat oligarchy and their fatter monarchy.”

“ But in the United States it is the same under another
name. Hvery where there are rich people and poor ones. The
form of the Governmont in a country makes no difference.”

1 beg your pardon, Captain; the form of government is all
for freedom. In the United States, you say, they are as wrong
as in England; but that, if true, proves nothing; people there
elect their magistrates, from the President of the Republic to
the modest town selectmen. Having the right to elect them,
they have the right to dismiss them when they act wrong.—
People make laws themselves, and are interested to make them
good. Laws in that country will become better and better, and
they will finally be perfect, whilst in England you will be
" proud slaves until the last judgment.”
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“ What do yon intend to do, when in the United States 1"’

i l will refute the calumnies told and written against Social-
ists.” ¢ But that is done ; we know, now, that Socialists don’t
deserve the had fame they have had. " “You know nothing
about it, Captain, and I will give you a proof of what Isay. 1
find in your best dictionary the following description of Fo-
cialism :

“ Sreia’ism. A social state in which there is a community
of property among all the citizens ; a new term for Agrarian-
ism.” [See Communism.]

“ The decision is quite wrong. Socialism and Communism
are two distinct things. In my name, in the name of the party
I belong to, I'protest against it.  Socialism. or social science,
is a new science having for its purpose to seek the hest means of
securing to all citizens of the commonwealth the greatest por-
tion of comfort, knowledge, freedom—of happiness, in one
word. This is what we call Socializm ; but Bonaparte, the per-
fidious, calls it by another name, and his allies do as he does.”

“I find you in fault. You said just now that you hated
nobody, and you hate the Emperor of the French.”

“You are mistaken again, Captain; I don't hate Louis Na-
poleon Buocnaparte, | Ulﬂy pity and despise him. 1 pity him
because, having the power to become a Washington, the father
of his count:y ]re has prefered to he a }\apo]wu—.l killer of
men—What a pity ! T despise him for the death of his broth-
er, in Italy, at the fight of Forti; I despise him for his at-
tempts at Strasburg and Boulogne ; ¥ despige him for his con-
duet in England, in ‘the U. States, i in Franee ; I despise him for
his ingratitude and bad faith; | despise him for his treacherous
calumnies against us ; I despise him, above all, because he tried,
by every means, to abase his victims. What a shame ! Louis
Napoleon Buonaparte is a fool ; be had me in his power
for nine years, and he didn’t kill me! I owe him the justice to
say he tried many times, but he never could. I have a strong
will, be assured. I was willing to live and I lived. Do you
know, captain, what I will do, when in the United States? I
bring with me part of the irons I wore in St. Joseph Island.
Paon is a blacksmith—he will make the rest, lie will make the
instruments of torture we had; I will acquire a good mastery
of the English language, and, afterwards, I will go from city
to city, from town to town, from village to village, making
public. every where and (.‘\ll]]}itl[l“‘ to every one the ill I-treat-
ment we suffered—we, honest men, a thousand times more hon-
est than Mr. Louis Napoleon Lummp:ute and his fo Houus
You don’t know who I nn sycophant of sycophants ; you den't
know what I can do; I amn not of those who kill monarchs, but
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"1 belong to those who render monarchies impossible; you tried
- to kill us, poor dwarf, but we are hydra-headed, we are invul-
nerable as a party. You lose your time and the few braing
that the mighty Creator put into your bald head.”

The 14th of August Bivors tells me there are two vessels
for America in the harhor ; one of them is a Yankee and the
other is English. 1 begin with the Yankee and I meet the
captain, who is a Swede—he wants fifty dollars for each of us,
leaves Georgetown in about two days and goes to New York.
The passage is too dear, his departure too late, and New York
is not the place where I wish to go. I meet the English cap-
tain, who is a Portuguese under the name of a New England
seawan; he agrees to take us three for' ninety dollars, and
he starts in two days. 1 accept the bargain, give him bhis
money and take leave.

Mr. Goodman, the Governor's Sceretary, meets me in the
street, and asks me what I intend to do; 1 tell him I am to
leave Georgetown after to-morrow.

¢ Have you sufficient money for your passage?

T have paid it, but we are in waut of warm clothes, so use-
ful in cold countries.”

“ Come to-worrow to the Governor's dwelling, at one o"
clock.” '

“T will come, sir.”

The next day, at one o'clock P. M., T meet Mr. Goodman.

“The Governor is satisfied with you; here is an order on the
Treasurer-General of the Colony; he will give you fifty dol-
lars and I wish you a good voyage.”

¢« 1 thank you, sir, in my own behalf and that of my friends,”
I say to Mr. Goodman, and I add Dbetween my teethi: *¢ If all
the Governors of the English possessions were like Mr. Wal-
ker, England’s dominion would last a little longer.”

We buy the indispensable things for our voyage and we make
our adieus to our acquaintances. One of our countrymen is to
marry, in a few days, a fair young lady; I wish them concerd
and happiness.

We pay the small debts we had in Georgetown, pack our
trunks and on Sunday morning, the 16th of Aungust, 1857,
we embark on board the Sylph, going to Boston via Turk’s Is-
land.

We leave Georgetown on Sunday afterncon; mate Tutton
comes on board the Sylph in company with another mate; both
give the best references about us to the Captain. to the mates
and to the owner of the vessel, a Portuguese of Madeira. There
are two passengers besides us; one is a young doctor and the
other is the keeper of the Ice House of Georgetown; the
former is travelling, and the latter, a Portuguese, goes to



60

Boston to obtain ice and provisions for his hotel. The first mate
is a native of New Jersey, and speaks French as a real French-
man; the crew is entirely composed of colored men and the
cook is as black as a coal.

"At about six o’clock the owner of the vessel pays me a visit.

¢ Sir,” says he, ‘“you paid me your passages thatis true,
but among the money you gave me were English pieces for a
value of thirty dollars, and the American dollar is werth one
hundred and four English cents; therefore, you owed me
thirty times four cents.”

¢ And that makes?” I say.

The Portuguese counts on his fingers, and, after some min-
utes, says: '

. “* That makes one dollar and forty cents.”

“You are wrong, Sir,” Itell him with a smile; “that
makes only one hundred and twenty cents; you are a good
merchant, but a bad arithmetician.”

“0O! dear me, sir, I wouldn’t cheat you, that makes one
hundred and forty cents; but I sympathize with your misfor-
tunes and two honest seamen recommended you to me; there-
fore, I will accept one hundred and thirty cents.”

“T will give you nothing at all, master thief; I have ne
money ; spent all I had.”

¢ Oh, no, sir, you wouldn't deceive a poor man, whe is the
only support of his wife and his large family, besides his father,
his mother and two uncles. Good sir, you look honest, you
seem to be a gentleman ; you wouldn't keep the bread and the
sweat of poor people ; give me one dollar and twenty cents and
I acquit you.”

‘ Here is your money.”

¢ I thank you, Sir; I am much obliged to you; God Dbless
you and your two companions ; all three of you seem to be good
natured men ; you will not retuse to lend a hand to the crew;
these poor fellows have a hard labor; they are only five instead
of eight, and you can help them; one of you will help tha cook
and the two others can help the crew for the manemuvres; that
will be an amusement for you, time is so long on a sea-passage!”’

““Mr. Portuguese,” I tell him, *“my companions are unable
to work; Paon is wounded and Bivors feels sick ; and for my-
self, if I was willing to be your cook, instead of giving you
money for my passage, I would receive some of you; but,
never mind, we will help your men when we please !”’

“ That is all right, sir, you are a first rate gentleman,” says
the Portuguese, and he carefully puts his money in a leather
purse, ties it many times, putsit in an inside pocket cautiously,
wraps his kerchiet over it and caresses the whole with delight.

“Now, Mr. Portuguese, where shall we sleep ¥’
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“T don’t know, sir, I have no beds, but I can give you mine
and sleep on the sofa.”

“ And my friends 7’

“They will find a place, they are skilful; they soon will
find a comfortable bed room and make a nice bedstead.”

The weather is beautiful and I sleep on deck this night. The
next day at sunset, I tell the Portuguese I will take his bed.

. ‘“ Dear sir,”” says he, ‘1 can’t give it to you because I gave
it to my countryman, the passenger.”

“Well, sir, then I will sleep on the sofa.”’

*You can'’t, sir; I gave it to the geod doctor.”

* Where shall 1 sleep, then 7’

‘“ Where you like, sir; I put my ship at your disposal. The
chief cabin is full, the forecastle is too narrow for the crew, the
stem is encumbered with mud and stones, but you can sleep
any where else; I don’t care, I am too honest a man to refuse:
you a bed and a bedstead if I had any, but I have not, unhap-
pily. Do for the best, my good sir, do for the best; our
voyage can’t be leng—a few days are soon past.”

““ From head to foot, Mr. Portuguese, you are a blackguard.”

¢ Oh! dear Sir, | assure you—"

‘ Silence ! if you speak to me again, I-will answer you with'
my shoe.”

The cook is a youth quite unacquainted with cooking ; he is
steward, besides, and required very often to assist the crew; he’
is shipped at the rate of eight dollars per month. We help
that unfortunate. The Portuguese strikes the poor boy; we
tell the Portuguese to de it no more, otherwise he will be fined
when the ship arrives at Boston.

After nine days of sailing we arrived at Turk’s Island, and
find three Boston vessels there. Paon, Bivors and I land,
purposely to beg our passage on bhoard of one of them, but we
cannot meet their captains and the next day they start. We
are obliged to pursue our veyage in the Sylph. Turk’s Island
is a British pessession, a most desolate land, producing only
salt, sand and rocks. Nothing can grow there; there are
neither trees nor grass—the earth is quite naked. The inhab-
itants are almost savages, and a foreigner, for them, is an
object of curiosity.

We leave Turk’s Island, and our condition becomes worse
and worse ; the bread is spoiled and filled with worms; the
flour has been finished for two or three days, and potatoes are
unknown en hoard the Syiph. Passengers and sailors are
much dissatisfied, but the Portuguese is delighted; he will
make plenty of money with the salt he has bought, and he has
already made some with his passengers. In a few years he
will be a rich man and he will say:—*1 had much trouble to
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make my fortune.” T think it woull be more proper to say :
%] starved many men in making my fortune,

The mate is fishing ; he catches two enorinous fishes.

“ All right,” says the Portuguese. **we will cook one for
our dinner and I will salt the other for to morvow.”

“You ean dispose of one, answers the mate. but I have dis-
posed of the other; it belongs to the Frenchmen who have
nothing clse to eat.”

Immediately Bivors takes one fish and he chivoses the higgest;
the Portuguese looks piteously, but hie dares not say a word

We have a dead calm for six davs, during wihich the two
Portuguese play cards. They play a curious gaine : the winuner
drinks ale or brandy and the other nothing. but he pays the
value of the liquors. The sailors semd towards the players
angry looks and say: ‘it is bad to play cards on boavd a ship;
we shall have no wind for a long wihile.”

In the Gulf of Florida we have a violent storm; the wind id
so furious and the sca so rough that we wust clue np all sail)
except the mizzen and the fore. All hands are required for
this manceuvre—ecrew and passengers. The two Porinzucse
are pulling the ropes with me :(—we have two feet of water on
the deck. The passenger asks me if I ever saw such Dad
weather in my life,

“Yes, sir,”” I answer gravely; “I bhave seen two storms
like this, but every time we threw the cargo into the sea and T
think it would be prudent to do the same, now.”

¢ Indeed !I”” says the owner, “ but my cargo is not insured ;
if I lose it T am guite ruined ; my cargo is as precious =5 my
life.”

¢ More precious, perhaps, bus our lives are more precious
than your salt.”

The two Portuguese go to the cabin and cry like children ;
ene is fearing for his salt, the other for his money, and hoth
for their lives. During three whole days and three whole
nights we have dreadful weather, and, afterwards. a cafin again.
Having nothing else to do, I play cards with Paon. T'he second
mate tells us it is a shame to play cards on Sundays and par-
sicularly on board of ships. Paon raises his head, looks at him
and sees his own knife in his hands.

“Mr. Preacher,” says Paon, “T think it is worse to steal
knives than to play cards; this knife is wmine and I take 1t
back.”

We have a fair breeze and we think to be in Boston in two
days. The Portuguese sends us the captain to tuke our names
and to get six dollurs for the head-tax imposed upon passengers
coming to the United States. I have but English money and I
pay the captain with that; but he soon comes back again and
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tells me the owner is not willing to take English shillings for
moie than twenty American cents.

“Very well, captain, give me the English money; I will
give vou American dollars.”

“ Here it is, sir.”?

“Tell the owner I will pay the hea'-tax myself;” and 1 put
the money in my pocket.

The 19th of Beptember, 1857, at the break of day, we per-
ceive Boston. This sight excites us as much as that of the
promised land did the children of Israel, and we stay on deck,
with our eyes fixed on the gizantic city. At ten o'clock we
landed opposite the Custom Iouse. We instantly uncover our
heads and we exclaim with enthusiasm :

All Hail! land of the United States, land of freedom, land
of the future, Hail ! Country of Washington, whose immortal
glory shines brighter and brighter every day, amongst all
nations, and eclipses the false glory of the Alexanders, the
Caesars, the Napoleons! These great murderers were prodigal
of men, caused streams of painful tears, and deserved the ab-
horrence of many peoples ; Washington was economical of men,
caused but tears of joy, and deserved the wonder of the world
and of posterity.

Hail! State of Massachusetts, of which the sacrifices, in
soldiers and money, contributed so much to the independence of
the thirteen primitive States!

Hail! City of Boston, which, first among all cities, took
arms against the oppressors !

Hail! Breed's hill, gloricus witness of the American citi-
zens’ bravery !

We pay the head-tax, we take the railway and we arrive in
Salem, the City of Peace, where we hope to live honestly and

to die esteemed and regretted. -
LEON CHAUTARD.
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exile, who, with two compunions, recently escaped hy ship from the | ‘\'

) penal colony of Cayeune, and arrived at Sulem in utter destitution.

Since his residence here he has enlisted the intercst and friendship of

5
many of eur citizens. The story of his trials and hardships (published I\,C
<

in part in the Salen Register, and in full in this pampbiet,) is deeply A =5
interesting, and told with unusual animation and spirit, showing \

Mr. Chautard to be well skilled in the use of a language to which he is
almost o stranger.  We are sure, that all who purchase and read his
extradrdinary narvative will not only derive profit therefrom, but will |

aid a deserving und self-Lielping though at present unfortunate man.

GEORGE CHOATE, B. . BROWXNE,
STEPHEN H. PHILLIPS, JOHN 1I. SILSBEE,

t. FOOTE, ELEAZER AUSTIN,
CHARLES W. UPHAM, JOHN CHAPMAN,
RICH’D 5. ROGERS, JAMES KIMBALL,

BL. l. SILSBEE, WILLIAM IVES,
JAMES H. BATTIS, GEORGE ANDREWS, °

L. C. HASKELL,

SaLeM, Deeewber, 1857,
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