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1 SIX MONTHS IN NEW ORLEANS.!

Just from college T was not happy at home, I wanied
to travel. 1 wanted to see the world known to me only
from books. My dreams came true® I left my native
land® and started on a voyage across the Atlantic to the
New Weorld.* I was young and my mind was full of noble
Ideas. I wanted liberty and love. I wanted romance’ and
} soon found it under the smiling skies of Lounisiana.®

In the month of January 18—I arrived in New
Orleans. An hour after my arrival, 1 was already walk-
ing about the strests of the city., I was staring with
interest at the new scenes around me. But scon my
thoughts turned to other things.
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As T walked about the streets of this city 1 begant
to understand my own uselessness. 1 had been one of
the best pupils in college. But could 1 use the dry
knowledge I had received?

I had been taught the elassic languages? and logic,
Now, in real life, they seemed useless to me. 1 had
thought that 1 was an educated man, but now 1 under-

stood that I really kunew nothing.
The first six months 1 spent in New Orleans wese

a good school for me. I learned more of life than I had

learned during many years of study at college. By the
end of those six months 1 had very little money. After
paying for my room I had only iwenty-five dollars left
in my pocket. I had to write home® for more money and
wait for an answer. This would take many weeks, be-
cause there were no Atlantic steamers at that time.

1 wanted to find a job, but my classic education®
had not prepared me for any kind of useful work,
Friendless, and troubled about my futare, I walked
about the streets.® It was the middle of June. The
weather was hot and becoming hotter every day. In a
week or two the season would hegin when tropical
malaria was usually raging in the city. The fear of that
Allness was driving people out of New Orleans to the
North. I was no braver than the others, ! so it seemed
te me that I, too, had better' go away.

3t. Louis®® seemed to be the best place and I thought
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I would go there. I had enough money for the passags,
though I did not know how | would live afterwards. I
packed up my .luggztge and stepped aboard the ““Beauty
of the West,'’# the stcamer in which I was going to
make my trip to St. Louis.

2 THE ""'BEAUTY OF THE WEST."
I came to the steamboat two hours early. 1 spent
this time looking over the ship, It looked like a

two-storey house about two hundred feet long, It was
built of wood and paintcd white. There was a row of

windows along the upper storey and two tall funnels .

rose in the centre,! The machinery was on the deck and
the boilers were very large, because the steam which
made the ship move was produced by burning logs of
wood,” Most of the goods were also placed on the deck.
There were all kinds of bags, boxes and barrels.

The saloon for passengers was a large long room
filled with rich furniture®—fine tables, sofas, chairs and
armechairs. The walls and the large door were richly
ernamented.,

From the saloon I Jvent to the deck. This was the
favourite place with the passengers* during the trip.

There was a number of chairs® on the deck, where pas-.

sengers sat talking and watching the river. [ sat down
in one of the chairs and decided to watch the busy life
of the landingplace.®
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It was particularly lively at two points of the

landing:? near our steambiat and near another large .

boat, the ‘‘Magnolia.’’® She’ was also ready to sail.®
Passengers werc hurrying to the <~Magnolia,”” fearing to
be late. Fverything showed that the ship was about to
start.’* The same livaly activity could be observed on
our ‘“‘Beauty of the West.”’’2 The boats were so close
that their sailors could shout to each other. From what
they said and from the tone of their remarks T 1m£13r-
stood that the ¢Magnolia’’ and ‘‘Beauty of the West”
"' 1 soon learned that the two boats
would start at the same time, and that a ‘‘race’” was

were ‘'rival boats.

" expected.®

I had heard that the best boats often had races.
The “Beauty of the West’” and her rival both were
commanded by well-known and popular river captains,
Naturally they were also rivals. So were the sailorslt of
the two boats. As for the owners of the ships, they
thought only of their profit.

The boat that won in one of these races, became
fashionable with the public.1s
' There were always many people who wanted to make
a voyage on such a popular boat;,

I soon discovered that the passengers were also eager
#or the race. Some of them looked forward to® the
excitement, while others were betting on the result.17

‘“The ‘Beauty’ is sure to win!’’ cried a fellow at my
shoulder.#
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“T'11 bet twenty dollars on the 'Beauty’!’’¥¢

“Will you bet, stranger?”

“No,”" 1 replied angrily.

Ile then turned to somecne else: _

“Fwenty dollars that the ‘Beauty’ wins the race.
Twenty dollars on the ‘Beauty’'!”

My thoughts were not very pleasant. It was my first
trip on an American steamboat, and I had heard that
these races often ended unhappily.?® I remembered all
the stories of “'beiler explosions,®® and [ knew that
these stories were true. Many of ihe passengers felt the
same way about it.2? Some of them wanted to ask the
cﬁptain to cancel the race. } decided to speak to the
captain and, leaving my seat, walked in his direction,??

3 A NEW FELLOW-PASSENGER

Before I had reached the captain, I saw a carriage
driving up to the landing-place. 1t was occupied by a
young, richly-dressed lady.?

The carriage stopped in the centre of the lan-
ding-place and I saw the lady talking to onc of the
sailors, who then pointed to our captain. The captain
stepped up to the side of the carriage and bowed to the
lady.- I heard every word.

“Sir! Are you the captain of the ‘Beauty of the
West’?*”

*“Yes, madam,'" was the reply.

“May I go by your boat?”’



I shall be most happy, madam. There is still ons
unoccupied cabin on the boat.”

“Never mind!"" the Jady said. “I don’t need any,
You will reach my plantation before midnight and |
shall not have to sleep on board.”

The captain evidently impressed by the words ‘my
plantation,” asked where the lady wanted to land.

‘At Bringiers,”’® she replied. “Captain,” the lady

e

continued, ‘I have one condition.”’
“Name it,* madam.”’
“It 18 said® that you will have a race with the
‘Magnolia.” In that case I cannot be your passenger.’’®
The captain looked upset.

she continued, last year I had a nar-
row escape,” and 1 don’t want to risk my life a second

‘“You know,’

time.”’

“Madam —"’ the captain began and became silent.

“Oh, then!” exclaimed the lady, <if you camiot
decide, | must wait for some other boat.”’

The captain hung his head.® He was thinking hatrd.
On the one hand, he wanted to have the race. On the
other,® he did not want to turn the lady away.’® She
was the owner of a plantation and might wish to send
goods down with his river boat.!f At last the captain
said:

“b dgrec 1o vour condlition, madam. The boat shall
not race. 1 promise you that,”’

8
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“Thank you, captain.’”’
She jumped down from the carriage, gave her arm
to the captain!? and he led her politely to her cabin,

4 THE STEWARD

The lady aroused my curiosity. She was a *‘Creole.”’?
I had met very few people of that kind and wanted to
know more about them. I knew they did not like Eng-
lishmen and Americans, whom they looked upon as in-
vaders.? [ was also struck with the fact® that the lady
had locked at me with great attention. I thought it was
simple curiosity, and no more. The colour of my skin
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and eyes, and my clothes, told her 1 was a stranger in
that land. 1 wanted to know the name of this woman,
Her steward, I thought, could belp me in this, He was
a tall, grey-haired Frenchman. [ came up to* him and
asked him a few questions, But his answers were short.

«Sir, who is your mistress?’’ 1 said.

<A lady,” was the answer,

«True. Any one may tell that if he looks at her.
I should like to know her name.”’

“You have no business to know it.'’8

“Is it so important to keep it secret?”’

10 : i
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The man made no answer? and turned away. 1 tried
to find out the lady’s name from the carriage-driver,
but he, too, would not tell me.

However, I soon learned her name, I had returned
to the boat and had again sat down on the deck to
watch the sailors, who were carrying the lady’s luggage:
a great number of? barrels, bags of coffee and many
dried ham'%

Fiw _ PAE .

“Provisions for her plantation,”” 1 thought, Just
then some boxes were carried on board the steamer,®

““That is her personal Inggage,”” I thought, and sud-
denly T saw some letters written on one of the boxes.
1 jumped from my seat, and, looking carefully at the
letters, 1 read-—

““"Eugénie Besangon.''®

5 THE STARTING

The last bell rang and the large wheels of the ship
began to twrn.!  The boat moved slowly from the landing-
place into the middle of the river. As soon as we had
started, T came out on deck to look at the ?EE}:I:B%'_ The
last houses of the city were soon passed. Their roofs
disgppeated slowly behind the horizon.2 The ship moved
ot ‘botween the picturesque shores of the Mississippi.s

The river was here about half a mile wide. Its
water was of a yellow colour. Dark forests appeared on
the line of the horizon. Between those far-awsy forests
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and the river banks lay fields of sugar-cane, tobacco and
cotton.* Black slaves were at work in the fields. For a
moment or two the scenery looked black, What 'is the
good of all this beauty, If it is all the sweat of slaves!®

There was the planter’s beautiful house away in the
distance,® with its cool gardens and white fences. And
alongside were the small cabins of the Negroslaves. [
saw them toiling in the field in their bright cotton
dresses. Huge mule-carts were returning slowly from
the fields along the banks.

All was the sweat of slaves, millions of them. A
painful thought!” The scene had lost its brightness.

6 EUGENIE BESAN(ON

The thought of Eugenic Pesangon had escaped my
mind. But it returned to me at the sight of! several
Creole girls working in the field.

L left the deck and went to the saloon to look at
her, There were several ladies there, but she was not
among them. I sat down and began to study my fellow-
passengers.? There were all kinds of people on board.
Some were rich New Orleans merchants with their wives
and daughters. Others were cotton-planters going home.
There were Creoles with their families, boatmen and
clerks. Also there were several richly-dressed gentlemen
at the card-table.t These were professional gamblers,s
Among them I saw the man who had se loudiy calied

12
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to me to bet on the boat-race. He had passed me several
times, looking at me with suspicion. Engenie Besancon’s
steward was also in the saloon.

[ was eager to see his mistress, the young Creole
woman, My wish soon came frue. I saw her at last. She
had come out of her cabin. She was without a hat and
her rich golden hair was prettily arranged.s

Slie had a cheerful air about her, yet I felt that
there was firmness of character behind her gaiety,? Her
beauty was striking. It seemed that the young Creole®
knew some of her fellow-passengers. She talked with
them in an easy manner.? 1t gave me pleasure to look
at her, but my thoughts were sad. In an hour it would

“be night, and she must land during the night, 1 should

never se¢ her again!
She dropped into a chair and sat looking round the

“room. Snddenly her glance fell upon me.® What a strange

look it was! I could not understand those burning eyes,
She suddenly turned her head away. Then she rose,
walked to the door and disappeared. It upset me, and I
wanted to see herllaga.in. With a sad heart T went from
the saloon to the deck,

7 GETTING UP STEAM!

The sun was going down behind the dark forest on
the horizon, and a yellow light fell on the river. Standing

by the ship’s rail, I Jooked upon the beauty of the scenc.
13
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Suddenly 1 caught sight of?> a large boat down the
river.* It was the “Magnolia,”” fust gaining on us.* At
this moment a loud noise reached my ears. Men and
women shouted and talked excitedly, and there was the
sound of feet burrying up.and down the wooden deck. 1
gnessed that the reason for the excitement was the ap-
proach of the rival boat.

Up to this time® nobody had thought of the boat-
race. The sailors and the passengers had found out that
the captain did not want the race. Everybody had
forgotten about it. But the appearance of the rivul boat
produced a sudden change. All the passengers sitting in
the chairs jumped to their feet® and ran to the stern of
the boat.

From my position on the deck I could see the rival
boat very well. Our captain was surrounded by a crowd
of men-passerigers. They were trying to persuade him to
get up steam. The captain, evidently wishing to escape
from them, walked from place to place.” 1t was of no
use. Wherever he went, he was met or followed by a
group of people® all with the same request.

“Well, captain!”’ cried one, ““If the ‘Beauty’ doesn't
race, 1 am sure she will never be a popular boat again’’.

“You're right!”” added another. ““As for me, 1 shall
make my next trip on the ‘Magnolia’l”’

‘“The "Magnolia® is a fast boat,” said a third.

As the rival boat gained on us, the excitement
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