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MILITARY LIFE IN ALGERIA.

GENERAL CHANGARNIER.
- L

AxrriviNGg by sea, Algiers gives one the idea of
a city lying asleep along a hill side—calm and
careless amidst the fresh fields which surround
it ; but on drawing nearer and penetrating within
its whitened walls, you soon discover that beneath
this apparent listlessness there is a stir and life
altogether European. The die is cast, and Algiers
the Mussulman is daily fading away to make room
for the French city. From the terrace of a house
in which we had been received with warm-hearted
~ hospitality, we were never weary of gazing at the
VOL. I. »
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bustling crowd, not an individual of whom was
seen walking ; everybody ran. A strange medley
of many various faces and costumes; here a
European just landed and all bewildered amidst
the mob; now and then the Biskris passing ‘at a
rapid and measured pace, and carrying a heavy
burden hanging to a long pole; anon the Arab
in his burnous, the Turk under his cumbrous
turban, the Jew with sombre garments and wily
glance, or the oil carrier with his goat-skin
vessels; and through. the thick of the rout,
legions of donkeys with their negro drivers,
light cars drawn by two or three horses, baggage
mules in a long string, bearing provisions for
the military stores; equestrians galloping in
spite of police regulations; a colonist with white
broad-brimmed hat, or perhaps an officer in
brilliant uniform, believing himself privileged
to do anything in the town which he protects.
In short, the scene presented all the disorder,
the confusion, the bustle of an ant-hill; all
around were signs of activity, energy, and hope,
that just and productive hope which accompanies
labour.

While the lower city is thus delivered over
to French Fury, the silence and repose, the
calmness and gravity of the Mussulman have
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taken refuge in the upper quarters. I should
advise no one to venture alone amid those narrow
crooked streets, through which it is difficult for
two people to walk abreast. He would infallibly
lose himself in this labyrinth, which seems
peopled only by shadows. From time to time
a white phantom glides by your side, a door
noiselessly opens, you turni your head, and the
mysterious apparition has vanished. One would
imagine, that from the summit of the Casbah,
the memory of the Deys still spread terror
among their subjects of yore, though it is long
since the flag of France first waved over these
walls.

In 1843 its shadow was spreading day by day
wider over the country; every day a fresh
step was made towards its conquest, and the
scene of war receded still further from the walls
of the city. We were in haste to find our-
selves among the camps. What to us was
Algiers? Its immoveable houses could not
balance in our eyes the attractions of the bivouac
never two days the same. Accordingly we
counted cvery hour that must elapse ere we could
join General Changarnier, and begin our expe-
ditions into the interior of the country. At last
the day of departure arrived, and before we were

LA



4 LIFE IN ALGERIA.

well awake, we were all on the road to Blidah, the
General’s place of residence.

The road from Algiers to Blidah in 1842 and
1843,* was along the street of Babel-Oued,
whence it turned to the right near the tomb of
Omar Pacha, and sloping up the mountain side,
ascended to the ZTagarin.t Here the traveller
beheld at his feet the little village of Mustapha
with its vast cavalry quarters, the entire bay, the
Kabyle mountains, and those fresh looking oases
standing out in contrast against the sandy sea
shore. But this picture soon vanished, and for some
hours the hillocks of the Sahel covered with
dwarf palms bounded the horizon. At last'the
heights of Ouled Mandil were reached, and from
this point the whole of the Mitidja bay lay unfolded
to the view. About five leagues in breadth the
Mitidja extends to the foot of the mountains,
rising parallel with the hills of the Sahel, stretch-
ing from east to west, from the bay of Algiers to
the extremity of the plain. Mastic and olive
trees clothe the sides of the mountain, and greyish
rocks bristle up at its summit in the midst of pines
and green oaks. Near the sea, to the east, the
traveller descries the Fondouk straight before him ;

* Since then the road has been made in another direction.
+ A Turkish building in the city not far from the Casbah.
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in the plain are the shades of Bouffarik; to the
right at the base of the mountain Blidah with its
orange groves, and beyond the cutting of the
Ariffa and the gorge of Mouzaia, famed as the
scene of so many brilliant conflicts which will
remain engraved on the pages of our military
history ; further still are Oued-Ger, and Bou
Roumi, on both of which the blood of our
soldiers has flowed ; in the centre is Oued Laleg
the grave of one of the Emir’s regular battalions ;
lastly the lake of Alloula, and the valley leading
to Cherchell ; to the west in the furthest horizon,
near the territory of the famous Hadjoutes, the
terror of the outlying districts of Algiers, the
Chanouan raising aloft its gigantic peak within a
few paces of the tomb de la Chrétienne.* When its
summit is wreathed with clouds, let the husband-
man prepare for rain, as it will not fail coming

% An immense heap of stones on the hills of the Sahel,
between Chauonan and the cutting at Magafran. Tradition
relates, that once many centuries ago a Christian woman
was buried there, and a considerable treasure deposited at her
foet. Its entrance can only be pointed out by a cow on con-
dition of pronouncing certain mysterious words. A pasha of
Algiers however, wishing to obtain possession of the treasure,
ordered the tomb to be demolished, but at the first stroke of
the pickaxe a swarm of bees sallied forth and put the work-
men to flight. '
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down. At this time (March 1843) the rain had
already fallen in abundance, the verdure on the
plain glittered beneath the rays of the sun, and
our horses merrily shook their heads as they
sniffed in the perfume of the tall grass while we
descended the side of Ouled Mandil.

An hour after, we entered Bouffarik, built on
an unhealthy spot, where, according to the Arab
saying, the crows themselves cannot exist. Bouff-
arik, in spite of its insalubrity, which has already
frequently swept away its population, enjoys,
owing to its central position, a certain degree of
popularity. Thanks to the works which have
been undertaken, it is hoped that the terrible
fevers to which it is exposed will disappear. | For-
tunately we were merely passing through the in-
cipient town, though not without stopping, ac-
cording to an established usage, at the celebrated
café of la mere Gaspard. La Meére Gaspard
is an Amazon, begrimed in the smoke of many a
combat. Landing in 1830, she constantly followed
the army, selling her rum and tobaego, until
the establishment at Bouffarik. The spot pleased
her, and she was tired of following those inde-
fatigable columns ; giving up her gipsy life, she
took a house, and her tavern soon rose high in
renown, so much so, that at the end of a few years
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she was the possessor of lands and a splendid
hotel and café. The place was adorned with
paintings, marble statues, mirrors, and more
especially by a number of fine engravings after
Horace Vernet. These engravings were placed
there by the hand of the celebrated artist him-
self. Horace Vernet, dying with thirst, drew
up one day at the house of La Mére Gaspard.
Drink was offered him, and at the self-same time
the purchase of certain meadow lands. He
swallowed the drink and bought the meadows;
but while signing the bargain, he perceived that
the walls were covered with wretched lithograph
copies of his pictures. Like a good neighbour, he
promised to send her the engravings, and kept his
promise. La Mére Gaspard, proud of the fact,
never misses an opportunity of relating this grand
history. Is it merely a trait of gipsy vanity?
Perhaps ; but I was told the story at Bouffarik,
and in my turn I tell it again.
One cannot, alas! remain for ever at the café
of La Mére Gaspard, and so we proceeded on our
" road to Blidah. Before reaching Beni Mered, we
saw the column erected to Serjeant Blandan and
his brave comrades. On the 11th of April, 1840,
the Algiers post started from Bouffarik, escorted
by a brigadier and four chasseurs d’Afrique. Ser-
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jeant Blandan with fifteen men, on their road to
Jjoin their corps, travelled in company with them.
They were quietly pursuing their way, without
having perceived asingle Arab,when suddenly from
the ravine before Beni Mered four hundred horse-
men sallied out upon them. Their chief galloped up
to the serjeant, and summoned him in a loud ‘voice
to surrender. A musket shot was his only answer;
and forming themselves into a square, our soldiers
iprepared to resist the enemy. One by one the
Arab bullets laid them low, the survivors closing
their ranks without losing courage. ‘‘Defend
yourselves to the last,” cried the serjeant, as he
received a shot; ‘“face the enemy!” and with
these words he fell at the feet of his companions:
Out of twenty-two men, five were left still
shielding with their bodies the trust confided to
them, when the sound of horses galloping at full
speed, gave them fresh spirit. Soon a number of
horsemen burst out of acloud of dust, and falling
apon the Arabs, put them to flight; they were
Joseph de Breteuil and his chasseurs. He wasat
Bouffurik having his horses led to the water, when
the shots were heard. On the instant, giving his
men only time to take their sabres, M. de Breteuil
started off at full gallop, followed by his chasseurs,
accoutred as chance might favour. He was the
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first to rush into the fray, and by his quickness
and energy was enabled to save these martyrs to
the laws of military honour. The rescuer was
accordingly included in the glorious recompense
awarded them: the same royal ordinance made
M. de Breteuil and the five companions of Blandan
members of the Legion of Honour.

The road to Blidah passes through the for-
mer site of an orange grove, which General
Duvivier had for military reasons cut down.
During two years, these trees served as fuel for
the troops; what yet remains is still beautiful
enough to lend a charm to Blidah as a place
of residence. It was here, as I before said, that
General Changarnier had for the moment taken
up his abode. We had scarcely arrived at Blidah,
when we set out in search of the head quarters. We
were at a loss to find our way through the streets ;
and but for the eagerly obliging services of an
Arab, who on the general’s name being mentioned
walked beforc us, and led us to the house of the
Changarlo, as he called him, we should never have
succeeded in finding this modest abode. Humble
indeed was the house inhabited by General Chan-
garnier in the Arab town. A sentinel stood at the
door, perfectly buried in this labyrinth of streets,
squares, and causeways. It was truly a singular
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dwelling for the glorious chief of so extensive a
province. The General was not at home ; he had
gone to inspect some works in course of construc-
tion, and would not return before an hour; but
his aide-de-camp, Captain Pourcet, graciously
offered us hospitality in hisname. Nothing could
be simpler than this house, consisting of two sets
of apartments. The outside door opened upon a
small vaulted passage, supporting a pavilion in
which the General slept ; this was the only apart-
ment on the first floor. Passing through the
passage, you were led into a courtyard, surrounded
by a narrow gallery. To the left was a long room
like the Moorish apartments, the floor of which
was paved with tiles bearing the ordnance mark.
It contained a few tables of white deal, covered
with maps and papers, and a bed screened by a
curtain. This was the apartment of Captain
Pourcet, and was used also as an office. Imme-
diately opposite was the dining-room, and to the
right and left were two apartments, which might
barelybe called furnished, destined for the reception
of visitors. In the other compartment, also on the
ground floor, was a room the windows of which
opened upon the shade of a large thickly-leaved
fig tree growing in the centre of the courtyard,
for the greater delectation of the pigeons in the
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neighbourhood. Pigeons and travellers alike
found a welcome in this hospitable abode. At
Blidah, as well as beneath his tent, the hospitality
of General Changarnier had indeed passed into a
proverb, even among the Arabs. It did not take
up much time to make a complete survey of this
Spartan habitation, and we were about to retire
for a little rest when the General came in. His
reception was kind and gracious, and he greeted
us as guests, who had become his personal friends
from the moment they had crossed the threshold.
To our great delight, the General was on the
eve of setting out on the expeditions in which we
were to accompany him ; and from the moment
of our arrival at Blidah, we had only to prepare
for our early departure.

The war at that time (1843) had continued four
years in the province of Algiers; but from the
beginning of the preceding year, it had entered
upon its second period. Effectively in 1839, when
the assassination of a superior officer, the massacre
of two small columns, and numerous acts of pillage
and destruction, signalised the resumption of hos-
tilities, we had to contend with an enemy who had
habitually taken advantage of intervals of peace
to organise his resources and concentrate in one
spot all the forces of the country. It was neces-
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sary to break up this nucleus and disorganise this
new source of influence, before the tribes could be
brought one by one to recognise our power. This
was the work of two years. The brilliant cam-
paigns of 1840 may have been forgotten, but then
was established the budding rcnown of those
names which were in future to betome the glory
of Africa; the pass of Mouzaia and its conflicts,
Medeah and Milianah occupied by our troops,
and the advance of our columns in évery direction
crushing all obstacles, deterred by neither danger
nor fatigue. At the close of 1841, the Emir, re-
treating before our arms, transferred the theatre
_of war into the province of. Oran, the focus of his
power. This was the commcncement of the war
with the tribes ; overwhelmed by a number of suc-
cessful coups de main during the winter of 1841-2,
the tribes of the Untidja were the first to sue for
aman. In June 1842, the columns of Oran and
of Algiers joined each other in the valley of the
Cheliff; and in the autumn the troops of Algeria
advanced in turn into the province of Oran, bring-
ing with them the contingents of the allied tribes.
Submissions were received on all sides, though of
doubtful sincerity ; but pursuing its task without
remission and without rest, the army continued
unceasingly to make fresh advances, when in the
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winter of 1843 Abd-el-Kader, by a rapid move-
ment, kindled rebellion among the Kabyles of
the Beni-Menacers, the wild inhabitants of those
frightful mountains dividing Cherchell from Mili-
anah, and reconstituted a centre of resistance in
Ouar-Senis, between the Cheliff and the lesser
desert. To overcome this rebellion of the Bein-
Menacers, and two months later, to penetrate into
Ouar-Senis and punish its population, was the
task with which General Changarnier was charged.
Notwithstanding the difficulties arising from the
season, and the dangers of the operation, such was
the confidence of the troops in him, that the
danger was never thought of; and when he led
the way, success never seemed doubtful.

The very next day after our arrival at Blidah
the troops were to commence marching. Accor-
dingly, nothing but noise and confusion reigned
in the town, of which solitude and tranquillity are
the habitual characteristics. The shops were
crowded with soldiers purchasing their little pro-
visions of sugar, coffee, tobacco, or cigars, accord-
ing as their purses contained the humble penny
allowance,* or the aristocratic silver piece. The.

* The reader knows that after retaining a certain amount
for food, from the pay, five sous are distributed, every five
days, among the soldiers as pocket money. '
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fatiguc parties were betaking themselves, under
the command of officers, to the military stores,
and in the evening the taverns were filled with
men merrily celebrating the departure with
.copious libations, until the sounding of the retreat,
the soldier’s curfew, cleared off the belated topers,
-and restored the town to its stern tranquillity.
The next morning every one in.the best spirits,
in perfect order, and admirable trim, their knap-
sacks and eight days provisions on their backs,
set out on their march to Milianah. Fatigue or
-danger was of little matter to them; they were
all old troopers, hardened by long years of service,
and moreover, as they had it in their own familiar
language, with Changarnier thereés always a smell
of mutton in the wind. Avec le Changarnier, cela
sent toujours le mouton.*

‘We were to join them on the road, and the
following day at three in the morning, our mules
set out in advance. It is difficult to form an idea
of all these poor animals carry. First two large

* The success of the numerous razziass made by General
Changarnicr had made this phrase proverbial among the
troops. On the 13th of June, 1849, the 6th battalion of
Chasseurs, who had long served under the General, in Africa,
on being orderced to charge the insurgents, started off laughing
and repeating, to the great astonishment of the National
Guard, the old African by-word, «“ Cela sent le mouton.” .
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canteens are hooked on to their pack saddles,
by iron rings, then on the top of these are heaped
barley, forage, camp bags, chickens, cans, bowls,
and every species of article forming the baggage
of the traveller, who has only himself to look to
on the journey. All this is packed together,
fastened with long cords, and makes a tolerably
steadfast heap, unless some accident causes the
entire load to overturn, amidst the well-rounded
oaths of the drivers cursing the menisére* and his
awkwardness.

From Blidah we were to proceed to Milianah.
We took an easterly direction, skirting the
mountains south of the plain. Two leagues from
Blidah we forded the Chiffa; the waters were
very high, and the torrcnt was not less than a
hundred metres across. We accordingly took

* The baggage mules are never otherwise designated in
Africa. If you inquire why, the soldier will tell you that
the mules arc charged with the affairs of the state, orelse that
the telegraph is under their orders, pointing to their ears,
which are always moving, Once a real minister, M. De
Salvaudy, I believe, came to visit the eastern i)mvince, and
was conducted from Philipperille to Constantine, by the
troops cscorting the baggage. Coming to a hill he heard the
word ministre on all sides, accompanied by energetic oaths.
Astonished at this, he inquired what was meant, and was the
first to laugh at the explanation given.
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care to fix upon a guiding point on the opposite
bank ; for if you allow your eye to follow the
current of the stream, you are seized with giddiness
and topple off your horse. Having cleared this
obstacle, the road was easy, and we soon reached
Bou Roumi, where we halted an hour previous to
climbing the hills separating the plain from the
valley of the Oued Ger.

The staff was small, the General having only
two officers with him: an aide de camp, Captain
Pourcet, who for five years had never quitted
him an instant, and an orderly officer, M. Carayon
Latour, a charming person, cheerful, always
ready to laugh or to fight, without care or reproach, -
one of those loyal straightforward characters, as
rare as they are precious. This was not much of
a staff, but thanks to their activity, it was enough.
Up night and day, they fulfilled every task re-
quired. Not an order, not a duty met with the
slightest delay. According to his invariable
custom, the General rode in front, thoughtful and
silent, at a walking pace, mounted on his favourite
horse. Couscouss was a brave little horse, strong
. backed, thickset, and with a haughty and re-
sounding step. In battle he was a perfect fire-
eater, and plunged into the midst of danger. The
orderly who was grooming him, said to me, one
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day ; speaking of the horse and of his master, “It’s
devil ride devil.” I am inclined to think the
orderly was right.

The road through the valley of Oued Ger was
not followed when the communications between
Milianah and Blidah were interrupted; its steep
counterforts covered with mastics and green oaks,
presented difficulties too great to encounter. The
‘route taken by our columns, longer but safer, was
along the crests of the mountains, and terminated,
like the former, at the Marabout of Sidi-Abd-el-
Kader, where we were to bivouac for the night.
At three o’clock, after having crossed the Oued
Ger eighteen times, we joined the troops who had
started the day before, and our tents were pitched
beneath the century-old olive trees, which the axe
of the French soldier has yet spared. During the
night the sky became obscured with clouds, and
the rain was falling in abundance, when the drums
beat. Fortunately, however, the weather cleared
up while we were crossing the valley of the Oued-
Adélia, the loamy soil of which is so trying, both
to the men and horses. From the valley of the
Oued Ger, the route followed a southerly direction.
‘We had now to make choice between two roads;
- one ascending towards Milianah, by the slopes of
the Gontas, and the valley of the Cheliff, the

VOL. I. S
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other passing through the country of the Righas,
and reaching the town on the north side, by the
declivities of the Zaccar. The latter was the shorter
and was the one we took, and arriving in spite of
the rain and the loam, on the plateaux of the
Righas, we perceived, on the opposite side of an
immense wooded ravine, Milianah, built upon a
perpendicular rock, and surrounded with gardens
and green fields. The territory which lay unfolded
before us, was inhabited by a valiant tribe. Long
condemned to exile, it cherished the remembrance
of its native mountains, until the day when re-
gaining its liberty it was enabled by its energy
and courage to return to the land of its forefathers.
In 1780, the tribe of the Righas were at variance
with the Maghzen of Algiers. From a difference
of opinion to the whistle of a bullet, the interval
with Arabs is short. The Righas fought bravely.
Two Aghas and forty horsemen, with stirrups of
gold, were left upon the field. The whole of the
Turkish forces were brought. into action. Too
feeble to resist such numbers, the Righas were
compelled to surrender at discretion. They were
brought by the Pasha’s commands to Mostaganem,
where they remained until the downfall of the
Turkish dominion. In 1830, after fifty years
exile, the entire tribe set out to return to their
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mountains, but the country was then plunged in
anarchy, and all fell upon the emigrants as on
their natural prey. The Righas advanced in this
wise, surrounding themselves with a circle of
musketry, carrying off their wounded and burying
their dead, until they reached the land on which
their ancestors had dwelt. The territory of this
tribe, long our enemies, but allied to us in 1842,
extends to the walls of Milianah.

An hour after leaving the fountain of the
Aspens, where the history of the tribe of the
Righas was related to us, we entered Milianah
by the northern gate. The guard turned out and
the drums beat to announce the arrival of the
commandant of the provinece.

c
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Zaccar signifies ome who refuses that which will
-not allow itself to be climbed ; the Arabs have given
4his name to the long ridge of rocks overlooking
Milianah from the north. Built on a plateau at
the foot of the mountain the town advances like a
promontory above the last declivities stretching out
for the distance of a league to the valley of the
Cheliff. From the sides of the Zaccar, and from
the side of Milianah itself, spring a number
of copious streams, spreading coolness over all
around. Around the city stretches an expanse of
gardens renowned in all Algeria; ivy, mosses of
every description, and a thousand plants with
long winding stems encirle the white-walled and
red-roofed houses with a wreath of verdure.
From afar the deluded eye beholds a prospect all
of smiles, but on a nearer approach you find only
whited sepulchres.

A principal street drawn out by the French,
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and in which are all the shops of the sutlers,
traverses the town, and terminates at the entrance
to the Arab quarter near the minaret of a ruined
mosque. To the chant of the muezgin calling the:
faithful to prayer, succeeded the noisy ringing of
the French clarions sounding the military signals.
Milianah was in fact at the time of our visit in
1843 nothing but a vast camp. An advanced
post until 1841, this town had become since then
in conjunction with Medeah, the basis of our
operations in the province of Algiers. From the.
top of the minaret surrounding the old mosque,
the importance of this position could be appre-
ciated, for the view extended over the whole
country which it commands; the chain of heights
which separate it from Medeah, the valley of the
Cheliff running east and west, and beyond the rock
of Quar Senis, overlooking the Kabyle moun-
tains, which we had to bring to submission: it
was an imposing picture.

After surveying the distant horizon, returning
to the town, the eye beheld at the foot of the
walls a spot marked by sad recollections—the-
cemetery which in 1840 received an entire garrison.
Of all the points which we have occupied im
Africa, Milianah is perhaps the town in which our
soldiers have had to endure the severest trials.
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Many a scene of despair has been enacted on this
narrow plateau; but all who survived never re-
late their sufferings without mentioning the name
of General Changarnier, who was twice their
saviour. InJune, 1840, the army was with Marshal
'Valée before the walls of Medeah. Milianah, which
had been onlya short time occupied by our columns,
had to be revictualled. The generals were not
agreed in opinion; the undertaking appeared at
that moment too difficult and the troops toe
fatigued. Colonel Changarnier alone believed the
" thing possible; and the Marshal confided without
hesitation the conduct of the expedition to one
who had with the 2me leger just taken so
brilliant a share in the storming of the Col de
Mouzaia. The next day the Colonel started.
Concealing his march from the observation of the
enemy, he advanced twenty-four leagues in thirty
hours. Four days afterwards he returned; the
complete success of the expedition had justified
the confidence of the old Marshal, and Colonel
Changarnier received the congratulations of the
whole army.

.. The hot season having begun, the troops had
returned to their cantonments. The governor
calculated that the assistance thus left in the
station, would enable the garrison to wear on till
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the revictualling at the end of autumn; but he
had not foreseen the sickness with which they
were visited, nor the depredations of the vermin
penetrating into the dilapidated storehouses, and
destroying part of their resources. The oxen
were dead. It was impossible to pass beyond the
ramparts ; there was no more meat, and famine
was beginning to declare itself. Pressed by
hunger, the soldiers ate whatever they could
pick up, devouring even grass and mallows.
This unwholesome food acting upon the brain,
inclined them to nostalgia and subsequent suicide.
Out of twelve hundred men, seven hundred and
fifty had already perished, four hundred were in

- the hospital, and the remainder in little better

condition. Scarcely had the small remnant of
the able men strength to hold their muskets.
The officers were obliged themselves to perform
watch on the ramparts, and every day the sad fatal
hour seemed to be advancing, when the town would
be taken for want of hands to defend it. No
letters, no intelligence of any kind reached them ;
their spies had been killed. At last a despatch
from the commander reached its destination, and
information was received at Algiers of the fearful
situation of the garrison. Colonel Changarnier,

who since the first victualling of Milianah, had
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become a General, had by fresh successes, in-
creased his reputation for skill and daring. Ac-
cordingly, to him Marshal Valée again resorted
to save the garrison. Only two thousand men
could be disposed of. With these inadequate re-
sources he had to advance through a country re-
plete with extreme difficulties, in the teeth of the
Emir, Abd-cl-Kader, whose power at that time
had barely yet been shaken. The General be-
trayed no hesitation. The more dangerous the
enterprise, the greater glory in success. Should
he fail, it would at any rate be with the con-
sciousness of not having shrunk before the accom-
plishment of a duty. Accordingly he set out with
this handful of men, and proclaiming that an ex-
pedition to revictual Medea was about to be made,
succeeded in withdrawing his march from the
observation of the enemy ; and finally making his
way through all the surrounding multitudes,
reached the unfortunate garrison in time to save
the small number of survivors.

All these events were already of a remote date,
when we arrived at Milianah, and in 1843 five
thousand first-rate troops awaited in that town
the orders of General Changarnier. From the
time of his arrival, the General’s days were spent
in continual activity. His conferences with the
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commanding officers, his despatches, and more
especially the imformation to be collected on the
very difficult country in which our operations
were to be made, left him not a moment’s
leisure. Every day, Ben-Tifour, the Agha of the
Beni-Menacers, came to the General’s, accompa-
nied by members of the tribe, and there for hours
together, by dint of questioning, and repeating
the same inquiry ten times over, the chief of the
province succeeded in obtaining exact notions as
to the nature of the country, the lines of march,
the water, and the bivouacs. This went on
during the whole week ; while at the same time
information and intelligence were exchanged with
Cherchell by means of spies. The cost of some
of these dispatches amounted to five hundred
francs, for the bearers of them staked their lives
in the undertaking. At last, after mature
reflection, the plan of the campaign was deter-
mined on, and committed to writing, and the
necessary instructions were given, with that
clearness and precision which leaves no room for
doubt or misapprehension. This indeed was a
distinguishing feature in the character of General
Changarnier. Obedience, when he commanded,
was always easy, for the duties required were
never doubtful.
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‘While the General’s days and nights were spent
in study, we had installed ourselves in a room of
the palace of Milianah. The palace was composed
of three rooms ; one was reserved for the General,
the other was a dining room, and we bivouaced in
the society of rats and mice. In the daytime, we
went to the officers’ club—a charming pavilion
erected in the midst of a garden. Streams of
water running between the flower-beds, imparted
a coolness to the air amidst these spreading shades.
This club, in the absence of any such apartment,
formed the common mess room of the garrison.
Near to it stands the café, and not far from it a
library, in which may be found books of a good and
solid class. A council of administration eleeted
fromamong the officers of the garrison, and presided
over by the commander, governs the establishment.
Thus in the towns of Africa, as on board vessels
bound on along voyage, every means are pro-
vided for relieving the tedium of solitude. Some-
times there was a play in the evening. A play
at Milianah ! Certainly ; and a very amusing
play it was, at which we all laughed with
free and genuine mirth. Every one had his part;
a corporal played the amoureuse, a grenadier the
pere noble, and a voltigeur the soubrette. The
vivandiers lent their gowns and caps, to the
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highest delight of everybody. I have still present
to my memory the performance at Milianah of le
Corporal et la Payse. The Dejazet of the place,
the sprightly Artémise, excited the laughter of the
whole audience, including General Changarnier

himself, who was frequently present at these per-
formances, in his box lined with stained paper.
It is scarcely credible to what a degree these plays
and diversions—which some may look upon as
- empty trifles—contribute to keep up the moral
courage of the troops, and drive away those
gloomy thoughts which in Africa are so often the
forerunners of nostalgia and death.

The orders dispatched to Cherchell had reached
their destination, and the troops were about to
commence marching. Eight days, according to
the calculations of the General, would suffice to
bring the operations to a successful issue. Seven
columns were engaged in their execution, each
having its task appointed beforehand, each its
line of march exactly indicated. Every anticipa-
tion was realized, thanks to the fine weather
which favoured us, and despite the fearful difficul-
ties of the country intersected with enemies and
obstructed by precipices and mountainous ridges.
The columns stretched out their lengths like
snakes. One by one the soldiers descended into the
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-deep hollows, emerging again up the sides of the
ridges, along paths two feet in breadth, overhang-
ing giddy precipices. In these ravines, where the
sappers and miners were often obliged to cut out
a road for the infantry, fearful accidents occurred.
I shall never forget an unfortunate chasseur who
was following one of these paths, when the horse
immediately before his suddenly halted. The
animal took fright and shied : on its right was the
precipice ; it fell, and the great white horse
turned three times in the air, striking its head on
the sharp point of a rock beneath. As to the
chasseur, he was unhorsed at the first start, and
we saw him roll into the abyss. A party was
dispatched after his body, but by an extraordinary
piece of good fortune, the water in a creek of the
river broke his fall. The chasseur was not dead,
and he escaped with three months’ confinement
in the hospital.

We frequently marched for hours together
before we came to mountains which seemed quite
close; but the General’s information was so
exact, ‘the march of his columns so skilfully
directed, that on the day fixed upon, without any
part of the population having been allowed to
escape, the troops were all assembled at the
appointed rendezvous. Each of the columns had
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successfully accomplished its task, breaking down
every resistance it encountered, and the chiefs
of the Beni-Menacers had come to the General’s
bivouac to sue for aman.

By this important movement the greater por-
tion of the troops became available for the spring
campaign ; and the General, fearing lest he should
be overtaken by bad weather, was anxious to quit
the country without delay. Accordingly the terms
of submission having been quickly discussed and
settled, we again set out in the direction of Mi-
lianah. A three days’ march brought usback into
the town, but we only halted a few hours there.
Marshal Bugeaud had summoned the General back
to Blidah in order to agfee with him as to the
operations of the spring campaign, soon about to
open. At the conclusion of this conference we
were to return and take up our quarters at
Milianah, to await the commencement of the
approaching hostilities. To establish a station in
the valley of the Cheliff, forming another link be-
tween the provinces of Algiers and Oran; to win
over to us the population of this valley; to sub-
ject the mountain tribes of Ouar Senis, and finally
to pursue the smala to the high plateaux of
Serssous, and destroy that moveable arsenal of
*he Emir’s, was the plan of the campaign of the
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spring of 1843. Marshal Bugeaud was to estab-
lish the post of Orleansville. The difficulties of
the mountains of OQuar Senis fell as by right to
the share of General Changarnier. Lastly, the
smala was assigned to the Duc d’Aumale, com-
manding at Medeah.

In order to convey the materials necessary for
the establishment of Orleansville, the use of pro-
longes was necessary ; and to use these prolonges
it was requisite that a road should be made across
the Goutas leading into the valley of the Cheliff.
Accordingly the troops of Milianah spread them-
selves in echelons along the valley of the Oued
Ger—for these twenty leagues of road had to be
completed in a fortnight. This valley, awhile so
peaceful, now rang with the joyous songs of the
soldier-workmen and the clatter of their pickaxes.
At intervals of two leagues little camps were es-
tablished, and the road sprang into existence as if
by magic, winding in long zigzags up the sides of
the Goutas, and diving down again into the val-
ley of the Cheliff.

Returning to Milianah we made use of the
newly constructed road. The chiefs of Djendel,
Bou-Allam and his brother, Bagidadi, of the illus-
trious family of the Ouled-Ben-Cherifa, came to
greet the General as we were descending the last
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declivities of the mountain. Bou-Allam, formerly
agha of the Emir’s irregular cavalry, was a daring
fellow, with an eye as black as his moustache, and
an energetic countenance, and who governed the
country far more by the strength of his arm than
by the ancient renown of his illustrious blood.
He was long our inveterate enemy, and was
mixed up in every enterprise againstus. He was
seen everywhere, followed by his son, a child of
marvellous beauty, the sole object of his affection.
The hardened soldier could never part from him, and
was ever in alarm for his safety when he was not
near. One day, however, he returned to his tent
alone ; a French bullet had killed the child. From
that time war became disgustful and he meditated
submission. One night (it was in 1842)Bou-Allam
betook himself to the bivouac of General Chan-
garnier, offering to bring about the submission of
seven tribes if the General would lend him his
assistance. We showed our acknowledgment of
this important service by allowing him to continue
in the command which he shared with his one-
eyed brother, Bagrdadi. ‘

The two Arab chiefs, followed by a . brilliant
suite of horsemen, journeyed with us towards Mi-
lianah. We crossed the valley of the Cheliff,
marching over the identical ground on which the
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red regulars and immense masses of cavalry en-
countered our troops in 1841. “They were so
thickly crowded,” said an Arab to me, that they
appeared like the ears of wheat in a corn field
swayed by the wind.” And now on the field of
this tough contest we beheld only numerous flocks,
going to drink in the Cheliff, and there resounded
in the valley, instead of the clamour of fighting
horsemen, the cries of the Arab women greeting
the General’s presence with the honouring * don /
ton!” At Oued Boutan, the new hakem of the
town of Milianah, Omar Pasha, of the illustrious
family of the pasha of that name, awaited our
arrival. 'We met here with a fresh proof of the.
deep traces left in this country of the Turkish
dominion. After a lapse of thirteen years the
memory of the Turks is still so vivid among the
people that the son of the Pasha Omar is treated
with as much respect by all the chiefs as in the
days when the power of his family was still
unbroken.

One hour after this meeting the escort alighted
at Milianah. What is a man to do who has to
spend a fortnight at Milianah ? Take patience,
and repeat with the Arabs, It was written.
‘Written indeed it was, fully and fairly written in
the numerous despatches which General Chan-
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garnier exchanged with Marshal Bugeaud. We
were obliged to wait until the Algiers column
had passed Milianah ere we could commence
marching. Fortunately as a compensation to our
sufferings we were informed that the former
Khalifat of Abd-el-Kader at Milianah, Si-
Embarek, had organized a vigorous resistance
among the Kabyles of Ouar Senis. The name was
still held in veneration at Milianah; even our
friends - pronounced it with terror. The Arabs,
indeed, are strongly imbued with respect for the
past, and tradition, handing down the memory of
former days, encircles the men of the present day
in their eyes with a halo of the marvellous. If a
family has been illustrious in the country all bow
down before it. Milianah appears for ages past
to have possessed the privilege attached to the in-
fluence of a name, by which sometimes an entire
province is ruled. The Ouled-Ben-Yousefs, cele-
brated for their wise and prudent spirit,werenatives
of Milianah—which was likewise the abode of the
Emir’s faithful servant, Embarek, ere he estab-
lished himself at Coléah. Finally, it was within
but a few years that the Omars had retired to the
same town. These three equally illustrious
families have imparted a kind of prestige to
Milianah. The two first, those of Ben-Yousef and
YOL. I. B\
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Embarek, were handed down from marabouts of
celebrity. The stories current in the country re-
lative to these families will more easily convey an
idea of the singular influence exercised by these.
traditions, the authority of which is still so largely
acknowledged among the Arabs. As to the his-
tory of Omar, it forms a curious chapter in the
annals of Turkish policy, and affords an interesting
illustration of the adventurous lives led by the
rulers of the country previous to 1830.

The memoirs of the Ben-Yousefs, which are
rather of a religious than a military character, still
live among the people of this country. All will
tell you of Si-Mohamed-ben-Yousef, the travel-
ler who, four hundred years ago, came to end his
days at Milianah. His high renown for wisdom
and virtue quickly spread throughout the country,
and from all quarters people flocked to him for his
prayers or his advice. In exchange, each thought
himself bound to offer him a present, and thus the
man of heaven soon became possessed of all the
riches of the earth, a reward, doubtless, for his
virtues. Heaven had granted him the power of
working miracles ; he divined the truth, expres-
sing it in rhymed sentences, which are still
repeated among the tribes. At his death a
magnificent sepulchre was erected over his remains,
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and the veneration with which the ancestor was
regarded is shown at the present day towards
the lords of Milianah: the Ben-Yousefs born only
to the family of the Embareks, the marabouts
of Coléah, the most zealous servants of whom
were among the tribe of the Hachems, not far
from the town. : '

As in the case of the Ben-Yousefs also, a
religious story hangs over their origin.

In 1580, a man of the tribe of the Hachems
of the west, called Sidi-Embarek, left his tribe
with two servants, and came to Milianah. At
Milianah, as he was poor, he sent away his ser-
vants, who travelled down along the banks of the
Cheliff, and founded the tribe of Hachems, which
- 1is still extant in the neighbourhood. As to Sidi-
Embarck, he betook himself to Coléah, and there
engaged himself as a rhames,* under one Ismaél ;
but Sidi-Embarek, instead of working, spent his
time in sleep. Meanwhile, marvellous to relate,
his yoke of oxen ploughed of their own accord,
and with so good a will, that at the end of the
day, they had done more work than all the others
together. - This prodigy was repeated to Ismaél,
who willing to assure himself of the fact by the

# A kind of farmer, paying a rent of one-fifth in kind.
D 2
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testimony of his own eyes, one day hid himself
near the spot, and saw Embarek stretched under
a tree while his oxen were ploughing.* Ismaél,
falling immediately upon his knees, cried to him:
¢ Thou art the elect of God, it is I who am thy
servant, and thou my master.” Then immediately
‘conducting him home, he treated him with
the most profound respect. His reputation for
holiness was soon spread afar, and from all parts-
the people came to solicit his prayers and bring
him offerings. His wealth shortly became con-
siderable, but his influence was greater still, and
he was respected by the tribes themselves. The-
descendants of this holy personage were long
looked upon as under the especial protection of
Heaven, and in such skilful hands their power had
continued considcrable.

At the time of the war with the French, Ben:
Allally chief of the Embareks, a revered marabout
and illustrious warrior, was appointed by Abd-el-
Kader Khalifat at Milianah, and his first exercise:
of power was to destroy the influence which the-
Omars had for many years past succeeded in
wielding over the tribes.

The annals of the family of the Omars, are

* Tradition adds, moreover, that the partridges ewen
approached Si-Embarek in order to pick the vermin off him.
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more curious still than those of the Ben-Yousefs
and Si-Embareks. Their history* is connected
with the making of one of those Turkish fortunes
which, according to the Arab saying, are achieved
by the strength of the arm, and the noble devo-
tion of awoman, whose heroiccourage twice restored
the fallen greatness of her family, has in these later
times invested itafresh with a characterofgrandeur.

The most celebrated of this family was one of
that class of soldiers, each of whom on entering
the army might say to himself:—“If it be
written, I shall become a Pasha! Mehemet Ali,
the same who became viceroy, having put in at
Mételin on his way to Egypt, met Omar,t
whose brother had for some years held a high post
‘under the Pasha of Algiers. Mehemet Ali
and Omar formed a friendship together, and
set out in company to seek their fortunes,
but no sooner had Omar reached Egypt than he
received a letter from his brother Mohamed
requiring his presence. The newly made friends
parted, though not without a mutual oath that he

* We owe our knowledge of the particulars of this history
to the kindness of M. Roche, our consul at Tangiers, who was
good enough to impart to me some of the results of his interest-
ing investigations. I wasmyself well acquainted with the son of
Omar here alluded to.

1 He was born in 1775.
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who first succeeded should share his fortune with
the other. At Oran where his brother had
become the bey’s Khalifat, Omar’s handsome
figure, his eye whose glance none could withstand,
his long black moustachios, and his striking
beauty, procured him the office of chaous.* Shortly
afterwards, the daughter of a Turk of Milianah, by
name Jemna, whom all cited as a marvel, became
his wife. But Omar’s prosperity was not lasting.
His brother Mohamed, whose influence with the
Pasha gave umbrage to the bey of Oran,was thrown
into prison, and the bey ordered his execution.
Omar was likewise dragged into his brother’s
dungeon. 'When the executioner entered, he was
about to spring forward to defend his brother, but
his brother restraining him said, “ My hour of
death is come, my child. It is not given to man
to resist the power of the Highest ; I charge thee
only to pray every day that he may choose thee
as the avenger of my death, and remember that
thou art the husband of my wife and the father
of my children.” Thenceforth to compass this
vengeance became the sole object of Omar’s

* The chaous is the chief’s right-hand man, the executor of
his will, and of the punishment he inflicts, being also the
executioner. His office is in high consideration among the
Arabs.
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thoughts, and when at the command of the
Pasha he was sent back to Algiers, the brother
of Mohamed sought to raise himself only
that he might hasten the hour of retaliation.
Omar was soon appointed Cadi of the Arabs*
and his wife Jemna, who had been prevented from
leaving Oran with him, succeeded through a
thousand perils in joining him, under the safe-
guard of her father Si Hassan and a faithful
follower Baba Djelloull.

The people of Tunis having advanced upon
Algiers, battle was given; and the Turks, beset
by the enemy, were already beginning to give
way, when Omar at the head of thirty horsemen
rushed boldly to the charge, and exciting all to
follow him, decided the victory. On their return,
the whole army demanded him for their Agha.
In the mean time Mehemet Ali had likewise
achieved the elevation of his fortunes. The
massacre of the Mamelukes consolidated his
power, and a magnificent tent presented to his old
friend bore witness to the remembrance in which
he faithfully held him.

The new Agha governed the country in peace
and welfare, caused stone bridges to be built

* A tribe in the vicinity of Algiers. The Cadi is appointed
by the state, and is in the position of a mayor.
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over the Isser and the Cheliff, was affable to the
rich and compassionate towards the poor. As
the Arab Chronicle expressed it, victory every-
where accompanied Omar. His name made his
encmies tremble and he had soon the blessings of
all, when the bey of Oran, inveterate still against
the brother of Mohamed and fearing his newly
acquired power, persuaded the Pasha of Algiers,
that Omar was bent on seizing the reins of
government. An intercepted letter gave Omar
timely warning, and hastening to the barracks he
assembled the army. ‘It is you,” hesaid, “ who
have raised me, in you alone do I recognise the
right to pull me down. To your hands I now
resign myself, from you I will accept my doom or
by you be delivered from my enemies.” Excited to
fury the army rushed into the palace of the Pasha,
stabbed him, and would have appointed Omar in
his place. He refused and the Kkrasnadyi® was
elected. Omar was now all powerful and he
could work the accomplishment of his vengeance.
The Bey of Oran having risen in rebellion, he
marched upon him, and having gained possession
of his enemy, ordered him to be flayed alive. In
the province of Oran the execrated bey, bey-el-
messeloug, is still spoken of.
* The treasurer.
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In 1816, the Pasha, apprehensive of the Cou-
louglis, wished to have them all massacred, and
confidled his project to Omar, who far from
participating in it, caused the Pasha to be stifled
in his bath. This time he was constrained to
accept the pashalik. 'When sending his gift to
the Porte, he entrusted Si Hassan and his soon
Mohamed with rich presents for Mehemet Ali,
who was appointed Pasha almost at the same time.
During two years Omar made head against every
calamity, the plague, the locusts, and Lord
Exmouth’s bombardment ; but poor Jemna’s peace
was gone, for she heard that all deys died a
violent death. 'While in the pains of labour
(1818,) she heard a discharge of artillery;
seized with fear, she wished to see Omar, and
contrary to usage, sent for him through her
faithful follower, old Baba Djelloull; but the
old man returned in a short time and returned
alone. Jemna at once knew all and fell back
senseless. At the same instant the door was
besieged with loud and repeated howling—it
was the chaous of the new dey, who came to seize
the riches of Omar.

On returning to her senses, Jemna sent to. seek
hospitality of an old friend of her husband. Strip-
ping off her rich garments, she clad herself in
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humbler garb, wrapped her two children in the
haiks of her negroes, bade adieu to the hundred
slaves who waited on her in the palace, and went
out, followed by her two children, her father,
Baba Djelloull, and the two negresses who had
brought her up; then locking the gates of the
courtyard, she handed the key to Baba Djelloull,
charging him to take it to the Pasha, and say:
“The wife of Omar quits the palace of her hus-
band poorer than she entered it; she takes with
her none of the riches which have tempted the
cupidity of his assassin. Those riches will be
the reward of his crime ; but let him make haste
to enjoy the power and fortune he has gained, for
God will not allow his hour to be long.” She
then took leave for ever of the magnificent palace
in which for ten years she had lived secluded,
never once quitting it during the whole period.
Although it is difficult to estimate all the wealth
which Omar had amassed during these ten years,
one or two particulars will suffice to give an idea
of the magnificence with which Turks are sur-
rounded as soon as they have reached power.
The palace of Omar contained three hundred
negresses, one hundred negroes, ten Georgian
women, twenty Abyssinian, forty thorough-bred
horses, and ten mares of the desert. Ome apart-
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ment in the palace was ornamented throughout
with gold and silver, set with precious stones;
another was filled with coffers containing gold
and silver coins, brocaded stuffs of silk and gold.
Every week Jemna wore a new suit of apparel;
and in each chest containing the new dress was a
complete parure of diamonds, consisting of a dia-
dem, an aigrette, a pair of ear-rings, a necklace of
fifteen rows of pearl, two clasps, two bracelets,
twelve rings, two circlets for the ankles, and a
sarma of gold tissues studded with jewels.

All this splendour had now vanished, and poor
Jemna had scarcely reached the hospitable
abode of her friend, when she was again
seized with the pains of childbirth, and brought
into the world a son, whom she named Omar, in
memory of his father. Forty-eight hours after
this fatal day, the new dey, Ali Pasha, sent his
Prime Minister to the widow of his predecessor.
It was through the bars of a window in the apart-
ment occupied by Jemna, that the minister
informed her of the purport of his mission. ¢ Ali
Pasha (God send him victory) sends his greeting
and benediction to the widow of the ex-pasha
Omar. Calm thy grief, saith the illustrious
sovereign, thy husband has died the death of a
pasha, his hour was appointed : may God be mer-
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ciful to him. But children are left thee; thy
days are few ; thou hast spent them amidst wealth
and splendour; the most High hath yet more in
store for thee perhaps ; beware lest they be spent
in misery and degradation. Thy lot, and that of
thy children are in thy hands. Thou wert the
Pasha’s wife, say but one word and thou -art the
Pasha’s wife still. There is the key of the palace,
no new foot hath yet entered it; return and
‘restore to it its most precious ornament, and thy
new lord will double thy riches and the number
of thy slaves.” “O God of clcmency and mercy,”
she exclaimed, ‘“why didst thou not command
thy angel Asrael to summon together at thy feet
the soul of Jemna with that of Omar ? To expi-
ate what crime hast thou ordained that I should
hear these insulting proposals from the murderer
of my husband ? But thy will be done! As to
thee, vile slave of a still viler master, depart
instantly from the house in which I have found a
refuge, for the air I breathe is poisoned by thy
breath. Begone, cowardly assassin, and tell thy
lord that the widow of Omar Pasha will live and
die the widow of Omar Pasha; that his allure-
ments are vain, for the things of this world are as
nothing to her whose happiness is all in Heaven,
and that his threats are emptier still, for he is but
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a perishable creature doing the will of his
Creator.”

For more than a week the new Pasha employed
every means to seduce Jemna from her resolve.
She remained inexorable. Avarice, the ruling
passion of this prince, at last overruled every other
sentiment, and he took possession of Omar’s riches.
He could not gloat long enough on this accumu-
lation of gold and precious stones, and it was
under the mollifying influence of all these trea-
sures that he allowed the family of Omar to retire
to Milianah, where the father of Jemna possessed
some property. )

Ali Pasha was assassinated a few months after-
wards, and Hadj-Mohamed succeeded him. This
was the first Pasha who took up his abode at the
Casbah, braving the mysterious inscription fore-
telling the arrival of the Christians under a
Pasha whose residence should be at the Casbah.
Hassan Pasha, formerly sman to Omar, took the
place of Hadj-Mohamed, who died of the plague.
No sooner was he elected than he showed that
his heart was not ungrateful. Jemma received
magnificent presents, and the Bey of Oran was
ordered to pay a tribute and make presents to
the widow of Omar every time she came to
Algiers for the . dennech. His favours did not
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end here; he attached Mohamed, the eldest son
of Omar, to his 'person, and as the second son
was too young, he kept him in the first instance
in the palace, and then sent him to Mételin and
to Egypt, to see his uncles and Mehemet Ali, who
wished for him. At the end of two years he
returned loaded with presents from Mehemet Al
Hassan made him marry the daughter of one of
the most venerated marabouts of Milianah. The
family of Omar enjoyed at that period all the
prerogatives of high functionaries without incur-
ing their risks. Fortune had once more de-
scended upon them, and Jemna’s cares were
exchanged for joy in the midst of her children,
when came the year 1830, bringing with it the
downfall of the Turkish rule, and the revolt of
all the tribes which had so long bent beneath
the yoke. Through its alliances with revered
marabouts, the family of Omar was for a time
respected ; but Mohamed, its chief, who had been
guilty of many acts of tyranny, was obliged to
fly, leaving in Milianah his mother, his two wives,
and his brother Omar, then fourteen years old.
Old Baba Djclloull and the Ouled-Si-Ahmed-ben-
Yousefs were their protectors.

During the first six years of the French occu-
pation, young Omar, the son of Omar Pasha, had
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grown up in the midst of warfare continually
existing between the inhabitants of the towns and
the. Arabs of the tribes. The most complete
anarchy had succeeded the severe rule of the
Turks ; the strong devoured the weak; all com-
munication was interrupted ; and civil war raged
throughout Algeria. The courage and the riches
of Omar had won him a number of partizans, ahd
in 1836 he was still in the foremost rank. At
about this period, the storm began to gather
which shortly afterwards burst upon this unfortu-
nate family.

Mohamed-ben-Omar, who had retired among
the French, had invariably refused to hold any
command for fear of compromising his family;
but in 1836, when Marshal Clausel proposed
that he should accompany him to Milianah, he
accepted the offer. Circumstances became altered,
and Marshal Clausel proceeded to Medeah, where
he installed a Turkish Bey. Shortly afterwards
the Emir El-Hadj-Abd-el-Kader, who at the
time of his first expedition to the east, had esta-
blished important connections in that part of the old
regency, and, under all circumstances, was always
assured of aid and sympathy, suddenly appeared
at Medeah, seized the Bey whom we had left there,
threw sixty of the principal Cowlougls of the town
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into irons, and exacted a heavy fine from Omar,
the son of Omar-  Pasha, whom he accused of
holding communication with his brother Mohamed,
who had entered into the service of the French.
The following letter, written by Omar towards the
end of 1837, will afford an accurate notion of the
situation of the Cowlouglis at that epoch :—

“When in order to punish the Turks for their-
injustice, their cruelty and rapacity, God, whose
precepts they had forgotten, sent the French upon
the coast of Sidi Ferruch; when, by the will of
Him who alone confers victory, the Mussulman
armies fled disgracefully before the Christians;
when, finally, Algiers the impregnable, fell, in
spite of two thousand cannons, into the hands of
the infidel, all hope of happiness was for ever
snatched away from every Turk, and every
descendant of a Turk inhabiting Algeria. Better
had it been, a hundredfold, for them to have
perished on the plains of Sidi Ferruch and Staoueli :
they would have won glory here below and glory
above ; but it was written otherwise.

¢ Our day is over, the day of the marabouts and
of the shepherds is come. The French have lifted
the yoke from the bull and they have taught him
to fight. His fury has increased two-fold since
his horns have dipped in blood, and he has
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turned his fury first upon his master. Wherever
they stood alone, the Turks and the Coulouglis
have been threatened ; wherever they have been
united they have defended themselves, and again
struck terror among their former slaves; but
from the day when all power was vested in the
hands of one, from the day when the French
alliance made Abd-el-Kader a veritable Sultan,
our ruin was certain. The Coulouglis of Tlemcen,
of Medeah, of Mostaganem, of Mazagran, of
Mazouna, are all enslaved or banished; none
remain but those of Milianah ; our turn cannot
long be delayed. I especially have more reason
for fear than any other, for my influence is dreaded
by the Emir ; he covets my fortune, ard he has
found a pretext in my brother’s sojourn with the
French.

“ Were I alone I should abandon all my posses-
sions, leave my wife with her father, go to
Algiers, drag my brother thence, and seek hospi-
tality of Mehemet Ali, my father’s old friend;
but I have a beloved mother, the faithful widow
of Omar Pasha; she alone binds me to this
accursed country. I could have saved my family
and my wealth ; but I was happy then; I com-
manded like a Pasha, I was intoxicated with the
flatteries of those who flattered at my expense.

VOL. I R
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Those who are now my enemies made a thousand
protestations of devotion to me, and dissuaded me
from my design. I did not then foresee, as I do
now, the storm which threatens us.”

These presentiments were soon after realised.
In the month of January, 1838, Omar was loaded
with chains and brought on foot to Medeah, where
the Emir then was. On coming into his presence
the prisoner inquired the cause of his arrest.
¢ Be thankful to God,” said the Emir, that my
heart is compassionate, but for that eompassion,
thy head had fallen in expiation of thy crimes
and those of thy brother. Not content with
having oppressed the Musselmans, when thy
unjust fathers governed the country ; not content
with having amassed riches by the spoil of the
Arabs, you have forgotten your religion, you have
lived in debauchery. One of you went among
the Christians that he might return to enslave his
eountry, while the other prepared the way for
the infidels. Aeccording to the text of the Holy
Book your heads should fall and your goods
become forfeit to the deytik ; as I have said, thy
life shall be safe on condition that thou deliver
up all thy possessions, and the possessions of those
that belong to thee; the slightest omission and
thou art lost. Imform thy mother of my com-
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mands ; woe to thee and to her if she attempt to
elude them.”

- Omar wrote to his mother, and the horseman
bearing the Emir’s orders proceeded at once to
Milianah.  Despite the remeonstrances of the
marabouts related to Omar, despite the supplica-
tions of his followers, the shrieks of despair of the
mother, in eontempt even of the strictest laws of
Islamism, they penetrated into the houses oecu-
pied by the family ; nothing was allowed to escape
their infamous search. The women were brutally
stript of their jewels in which they were decked,
and exposed without a veil to the gaze and mal-
treatment of the Arabs, once their abject slaves.
Two of the Emir’s secretaries made out an inven-
tory of the articles found, while the greedy eyes
of the troopers peered every where for new trea-
sures. The jewellery and gold coin found in the
house of Omar, was estimated at 400,000 francs.
At the sight of these riches, which he needed in
order to send Miloud-Ben-Arach as ambassador
to Paris, the Emir was seized with astonishment;
but Si-Embarek, the personal enemy of Omar,
was not yet contented, He pretended that Jemna
had withheld a treasure, of which she alone, and
a negress devoted to her, knew the place of con-
cealment, and he sent a letter from Mohamed-

E 2
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Ben-Omar, found among the papers of Jemna,
in which Mohamed-Ben-Omar asked for his
father’s ring, in order to purchase with the price
of it a country house in Algiers. Excited by the
desire to increase his resources, and unscrupulous
as to what means he employed, the Emir granted
Jemna permission to see her son held captive in
Medeah. The poor mother, believing that the
Emir's heart was touched with compassion, set
out with all haste the same evening from Milia-
nah, and arrived in Medeah the next morning in
the confidence that her son was about to be re-
stored to her sight. She was brought before the
Emir. Her imposing stature, the prestige of her
name and of her misfortunes, impressed upon the
countenances of those present an expression of
respect and composure. All were silent, await~
ing with attention the issue of the interview.
Abd-el-Kader first broke the silence : “Thy two
sons have incurred the penalty of death; one
because he has become a Christian by dwelling
among Christians; the other, because he has
entered into negociations with the infidels. Their
lives, their wives, their children, and all they
possess, all have become, by law, the property of
the State. Nevertheless, thou canst save the
life of *him who is my prisoner. The ring of the



GENERAL CHANGARNIER. 53

Pasha, their father, which we know thou hast still
in thy possession, must be delivered to us, and
thou must reveal the place where thou hast con-
cealed this treasure unjustly acquired.”

“Oh! my Omar ! why didst thou not die in
coming into the world !” exclaimed the unhappy
Jemna. “ Alas! should I not have foreseen the
wretched lot in store for thee, since thy birth was
the signal of thy father’s death! But thou, son
of Maheddin, dost thou forget then that thy
mother yet lives ? dost thou forget that thou hast
wives ? dost thou forget that thou hast children ?
Fearest thou not that God may take away the
power which, for a while, he has placed in thy
hands, and that He may punish thee in that which
is dearest to thee, the abuse thou hast made of
it? Behold me, son of Maheddin: yesterday I
was the wife of the Pasha, beforc whom thy
father and all the inhabitants of the kingdom of
Algiers trembled ; yesterday men sued for my
protection ; to-day I implore the pity of one who
was my subject. Reflect then on the uncertainty
of all things here. Think of Zara thy mother,
of Aicha thy daughter, and take pity on a poor
woman who implores thee for her child. Take
heed ere thou bring down upon thee a mother’s
curses, for they are fraught with misfortune.
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Thou demandest the ring of Omar Pasha; itis
the only token left me of his memory; but take
it. Bestore me my son; for this jewel would
I restore all the treasures of the world did I
possess them ; but I have now nothing.”

At the same time Jemna threw down the ring
which she had kept concealed in her bosom.* At
a signal from Abd-el-Kader, Jemna was led away.
The next minute the cries of a woman were
heard : a barbarous order had been given, but
the Emir’s steward and the back chaous, were men
of a timid and merciful nature: instead of putting
the widow of Omar Pasha to the torture, they had
given three hundred blows to the negress, who,
according to the information furnished by Si-Em-
barek, knew where the treasure was concealed.
It was a useless piece of cruelty, for she knew
nothing. A great number of chiefs interceded,
and at last obtained the liberation of Omar
and his mother, on condition, however, that the
whole of their property should be sold. What
cared Jemna ? she beheld her son once more, and
at his sight all her misfortunes seemed to fade
away. Her trials, alas! were not yet over!
Negroes, negresses, horses, mules, furniture,
- *This jewel was valued at 25,000 boudjous. The boudjou
s worth 1 fr. 80 centimes.
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apparel, all were sold in obedienee to the Emir's
order; and the wives of the elder son Omar
Mohamed, were forcibly married to followers of
Khalifat Embarek. Reduced to the last stage of
destitution, the widow of Omar was driven to
seek a shelter from her faithful servant, old
Baba Djelloull, who died a few days after these
fresh misfortunes. Omar, who had retired with
his mother, was just recovered from a frightful
disease, contracted in his dungeon, when a new
calamity finally overwhelmed them. 1In the
month of June, 1838, all the Coulouglis were
commanded by the Emir to leave Milianah, and
betake themselves to Tagdempt. In vain did the
chiefs of the Hachems, of the Cheliff, and those of
Djendel sue for an exemption in favour of Omar
and his mother, offering a pledge of 10,000
boudjous. This step, far from serving their cause,
was injurious to it. Depart they must. The
mournful band of exiles left Milianah escorted by
a body of Abd-el-Kader’s horsemen. An expres-
sion of mutual grief was on all their faces, but
mingled with calmness and resignation. Persons
of the highest families covered with rags marched
on without uttering a complaint; no sound was
heard except the cries of the young children,
overcome by the heat of the sun. The greater



56 . LIFE IN ALGERIA..

her misfortunes, the more animated was Jemna’s
courage. Cheering by the example of her- great
heart her companions in misfortune, encouraging
her son, she was still the widow of Omar Pasha.
Not allowing herself to be cast down, she bore
her grief with calmness and resignation, ever
rejecting with contempt the offers of marriage
made her by the Emir’s chiefs. At the destruc-
tion of Tagdempt, Omar obtained permission to
retire with his mother among the Beni Menacers.
He was, however, enjoined to serve in the regular
cavalry, under the Khalifat of Milianah: he
yielded ; but the Emir, who now beheld the
decline of his power, was forced to retreat before
our arms, and Omar was at last permitted, after
so many changes of fortune, to return to Milianah.
He met with a kind reception from the French.
His house was restored to him, as well as part of
his property, and shortly afterwards, at the
request of the commandant, he was appointed
hakem.

Such is the singular history of the Omars.
‘When Marshal Bugeaud, who had heard the
narrative, was passing through Milianah, he
wished to see the mother of Omar, and give her
a public mark of esteem. We accompanied him
on the visit which he paid her, surrounded by
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his entire staff. The marshal was ushered into
a small apartment, which retained no trace of
by-gone splendour. Directly he entered, a woman
enveloped in a large veil advanced with
majestic deportment, supported by Omar. ¢ Thou
may’st remove thy veil, mother,” said Omar;
¢ there are no eyes here but those of friends, who
see only in thee the wife of a Pasha, and the
mother of one of the most faithful servants of
France.” With a gesture replete with dignity,
. Jemna let drop her veil. We could not but
admire the noble countenance before us, over
which time and grief, in leaving their stamp
upon it, seemed to have shed a fresh charm.
Filled with emotion, Jemna for a long time was
unable to speak. Fortified at last by the kind
address of the marshal, she lifted up her beautiful
eyes, bathed in tears, and said, ‘I have been
unfortunate ; but I believe the hand of the
Lord still stretches its protection over me as
before, since it has brought me into thy pre-
sence. Oh French sultan, I know that thy heart
is kind, as thy arm is powerful. I have faith in
thee. I ask nothing for myself; I am old, and
shall soon go to join my husband, who was a
sultan as thou art; but I place my son under
thy protection ; treat him as thine own son; he
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is of noble blood, and will prove worthy of thy
benefits. Every day my prayers will ascend
towards God, that thou mayest be happy, thee
and thine; and every day I will ask Him to
grant that I may see Abd-el-Kader, and those that
belong to him, come to ask pardon at thy feet.”
The marshal, touched with her emotion, replied
to her in kind and cheering words, promising to
watch over her son; and we retired, filled with
respect, a feeling so seldom inspired by Mussel-
man, A few hours afterwards, Jemna and her
misfortunes were forgotten, in the midst of
the preparations for our departure. At last we
were restored to liberty. Marshal Bugeaud was
to set out the next day with his column, and we,
with General Changarnier, were about to pursue
the Kabyles into their most inaccessible haunts.
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THE tract of country known by the name of
Ouar Senis, extends over a length of about
fifteen leagues between the valley of the Cheliff,
to the north, and the lesser desert, to the south.
It presents a vast assemblage of mountains,
rising in succession upwards to the rocky crest
in the centre, and forming a perfect network of
precipices, ravines, and gigantic peaks, fifteen
hundred metres in -length; overlooking, from a
height of six hundred feet, the plateau in which
it stands, and protected by precipitous sides, this
rocky crest, running east and west, is accessible only
by paths, which at the utmost are practicable only
to goats; and on the latter side, beyond a gorge
which serves as a road, rises a rocky peak, with a
dome-shaped top,loftier still than the indented crest.
It is easy to conceive the difficulty of traversing a
country in which narrow paths, overhung by a
succession of peaks, and thickly-wooded plateaux,
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wind round the mountain sides, of only sufficient
width for one man. These dangerous tracts are
inhabited by wild and warlike Kabyles, sprung
from the old Ber-ber stock, which has always
retained the spirit of resistance against all estab-
lished power; the Beni Eyndels, the Beni-bou-
Douans, the Beni Rhalias, the Beni-bou-Atabs,
the Beni-bou-Kanous, the Beni-bou-Chaibs, &e.,
tribes governed by republican forms, paying
obedience only to a djeméa, elected by the whole
people, always torn with internal dissensions,
though united against a common foe. These
tribes had already been encountered by our sol-
diers. The first time was at the Oued Foddha,
of glorious memory. Subsequently in the month
of November, 1842, they were forced to submit
to our columns a second time, marching through
the territory; but their submission was not of
long duration, and at the appearance of Abd-el-
Kader towards the month of January, 1843, they
again took up arms. Sidi-Embarek was at that
time in Ouar Senis with his regular battalions,
using his endeavours to kindle the spirit of resist-
ance among the mountaineers.

Three columns were to act in this country
under the command of Changarnier. Each had
its precise instructions, and the general rendez-
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vouswas fixed at the Medina of the Beni-bou- Douans,
a Kabyle village, or rather large burgh, in the
midst of the mountains. As for us, we were bound
for the Cathedral, as the soldiers called the rocky
ridge and its dome-shaped peak, in company with
the troops commanded by the General himself.
On the 10th of May, with a splendid sun above
us, light of heart and full of spirits, we emerged
through the gates of Milianah, and descended the
narrow path leading in a westerly direction to the
valley of the Cheliff. One hundred and fifty
horses accompanied us, for it was intended to
attempt on the following day the surprise of
a Kabyle village on the right bank, where Beikani
and his family, the most considerable among the
important tribe of the Beni Menacers, was re-
ported to have sought refuge. No sooner had we
entered the valley than the trumpets sounded a
halt, to give time for the column to take close order.
‘When all were collected into a body, we proceeded
on our march. We were on friendly ground, over
which the eye stretched to a wide distance.
Accordingly, though the soldiers’ muskets were
loaded, we marched in security, the General at
the head, followed by the cavalry, then the
_infantry, preceded by a company of sappers and
miners, with mules carrying their implements.
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This company was ordered to go on at its own
pace, without troubling themselves about the
cavalry or the General either. Behind them came
a party of infantry ; then the mountain artillery,
with their small pieces carried by sturdy mules;
the field hospital, with its red flag; lastly the
baggage of the various troops, pack-horses, mules
and asses, under the superintendence of non-com-
missioned officers, and followed by a numerous
body of infantry, closing the rear, with a number
of mules at the extreme end carrying litters, in
case of illness or accidents. From time to time,
the officers of the General made sure that the
column was advancing in due order; and at the
end of every hour, the chief of the staff com-
manded a halt. The infantry were then allowed
ten minutes to rest themselves from the fearful
weight of their baggage, augmented by the
addition of eight days’ provisions. On long
marches, there is a halt of an hour and a half
midway on the journey ; and the soldiers eat their
coffee, or rather their coffee soup. I can employ
no other term to designate the cans filled with
coffee and broken biscuit, from which each helps
himself in turn. Such is the usual order of march
with the troops in Africa.

Thus did we proceed along the valley of the
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Cheliff, amidst splendid corn fields, smoking and
chatting, laughing and singing, or silent and
thoughtful, according as our mood was sad or
joyous ; fortunately, however, sadness was not
much in our line. 'We were talking about every-
thing and everyone, illustrious names and glories
unrecorded, adventures in love and war, when at
last, and it was no more than just, horses came in.
for their turn. 'We all declared unanimously that
the deepest respect was due to those speechless
heroes, who have so often contributed to the glory
of their masters, when M. de Carazon Latour
began to sing us the following lamentation sung
by the soldiers over a horse of General Changar-
nier, which was killed in battle. The illustrious
animal in question could certainly have had
nothing to envy in the lot of Marlborough, the
celebrated ditty on whom has furnished the
burthen of this bivouacing song :

Le pauvre Max (1) est mort !
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine ;

Le pauvre Max est mort,

Mort et pas enterré! (Zer.)

* This Max was a large German horse, a great favourite
with the soldiers. It had been often wounded, and the General
was on its back when he received the shot in the wood of
Olives, near the hill of Mouzaia, in 1841.
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11 était v’nu d’All’'magne,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine ;

11 était v'nu d’All’'magne,

Pour aller en Alger. (Zer.)

Comme il y débarquait,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Comme il y débarquait,

Le général le vit. (Zer.)

Cet animal me plait,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,

Cet animal me plait,

Jen ferai mon ami. (Zer.)

11 Ya dit, il P’a fait,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,

11 I’a dit, il I’a fait :

Changar est un luron. (Zer.)

Depuis lors, ont couru,
Mironton, mirontor, mirontaine,
Depuis lors ont courn

Toujours en avant. (Zer.)

Quand la béte hennissait,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Qaund la béte hennissait

Tous les clairons sonnaient. (Zer.)
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Le général parlait,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Le général parlait :
Tous les clairons couraient. (Zer.)

C’te grand’ béte galopait
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,

C'te grand’ béte galopait :

Les Kabyles se sauvaient. (Zor.)

Quand la béte galopait,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Quand la béte galopait,

Le général riait. (Zer.)

Fallait les voir z’alors,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
Fallait les voir z’alors

Comme ils se rengorgeaient. (Zer.)

L’tapage I'z amusait,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
L’tapage I'z amusait,
Voir méme qu’ils en révaient. (Zer.)

Max requt maintes balles,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,

Max requt maintet balles,

Et I’ général aussi (Zer.)

A la fin, c'{e pauv’ béte,
Mironton, mironton, mirontaine,
A la fin, c’te pauv’ béte
- A trépassé sous lui! (Zer.)

VOL. L.
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I stop here, and the reader should be thankful,
for there are seventy-five stanzas to the song.
‘What we have quoted will suffice to give an idea
of the ditties extemporised by thousands of our
soldiers during the long marches in Africa.

From halt to halt, the column at last reached
the bivouacing place, near the stone bridge con-
structed over the Cheliff by Omar-Pasha, and the
itinerant city was established with the same
wonderful celerity as usual. The General had
rapidly pointed out to the chief of the staff the
position of the different battalions, according to
the order of march to be followed the next day,
and then dismounted while Captain Pourcet
communicated these orders to the commanding
officers of the several corps. According to the
instructions of the General, without losing time
in unnecessary manceuvres, as s0on as a company
came to the line of encampment, they piled arms
and took off their knapsacks. Each and all then
commenced picking up fuel, fetching water,
lighting the fires, pitching the tents, and per-
forming a thousand such trifling duties, the im-
portance of which is only felt when we find
.ourselves obliged toshift for ourselves, and, in the.
soldier’s phrase, rough out our daily means of life
(débrouiller sa vie de chaque jour). To sleep well
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and eat well are indeed the two essential things
in war; for with well-refreshed and well-fed
troops, there is nothing that cannot be undertaken.
The greatest of philosophers, Sancho Panza, has
said, ‘“Man makes not the belly, but the belly
makes the man.” This was General Changarnier’s
opinion; and accordingly it was his constant
endeavour to spare the soldier all useless fatigue,
and he never left the bivouac till they had dis-
patched their soup.

In the night there was an alarm; if we werein
a friendly country, our friends were not the less
arrant thieves: two horses were carried off. Ac-
cording to their custom on these occasions, a
number of bold fellows, stark naked, their bodies
well greased, in order to slip through the grasp,
in case they should be caught, glided among the
tents like snakes. On reaching two fine horses,
they cut away their tethers, jump on their backs,
and dart off at full speed, clearing every obstacle,
and crouching down close to the horses’ necks, to
avoid the bullets of the advanced sentinels.
~ Another of these thieves, who came a few hours
later, proved less fortunate. The sentry on guard
over the piled arms had observed on his right,
while pacing to and fro, a tuft of dwarf palms. A
minute after, the tuft had changed its position, it

F23
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‘was now on the left. "'Whereupon the sentry said¢
to himself, “There’s some mischief afloat here.”
And without saying a word, he very slyly, and
looking quite unconcerned all the while, cocks his
musket, and goes on pacing up and down as before.
The bush began to move very gently, gaining
ground little by little. Suddenly it stood up,
drew near, and a Kabyle, armed with a dagger,
sprang upon the soldier ; but the latter drove his
bayonet through his body. The wound was
mortal, and the animated bush never stirred
again.

Such were the little incidents of the mnight.
The next day at dawn the band of the 58th
played a merry reveil ; and after coughing a little
and driving out by a small dose of brandy the
morning fog, which the soldier — I must
crave pardon for him—calls .by the sad name of
pituite, all fell into their ranks and commenced
marching, as on the preceding day, through the
valley of the Cheliff. In the evening we halted
at the Oued-Rouina. At night the cavalry were
commanded to hold themselves in readiness, and
about two in the morning the ranks broke
up in silence, followed by two battalions without
Imapsacks. Each troop had a separate guide, and
headed by the General, we set off to surprise the
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Berkanis. At day-break we had reached a little
plateau between two hills. At our feet lay a
wooded ravine deep and difficult to pass; on the
opposite side stood the huts of the Kabyles in the
midst of tall olives and broad-leaved walnut trees.
Their shots intimated but too clearly how un-
successful was our undertaking. All the most
important personages in the village had taken
flight. The General immediately ordered all to
dismount. The chasseurs took possession of the
two heights, and exchanged fire with the enemy
previous to the arrival of the infantry. M. de
Carayon Latour and one of our companions pos-
sessed a couple of small carbines capable of carry-
ing an enormous distance ; they were loaded ; bets
were made, and a trial commenced as to which
showed the most skill in this new mode of pigeon
shooting ; only here the pigeons were Kabyles
armed with long guns, who levelled at us very
dexterously in their turn, and succeeded in making
holes through our cabans, notwithstanding the
big trees behind which we took shelter. This
increased our mirth and laughter, for on the whole
we had killed some of them when the Orleans
-chasseurs came up. They were better hands at
this work than we, and accordingly, after the first
shots, the Kabyles made haste to get out of the
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reach of their bullets. By the evening we had
-all returned to the bivouac, and next day the
cavalry returned to Milianah, while the head of
our column advanced ‘into the valley of the Oued-
Rouina. A few hours afterwards, the bad roads
of Ouar-Senis commenced. Man by man, mule
by mule, the troops and baggage advanced along
these narrow paths up-hill all the way, and hooked
on as it were in the midst of pine trees to the
sides of the mountains. A bad time for the
infantry was coming now, for battalions were
ordered to protect the baggage on the right and
left, cutting through tracts without the sign of a
road, now descending into ravines, now climbing
up steep shelves, enduring fearful fatigues, which
war and the safety of all render it necessary to
impose.

Though we had been two days in the enemy’s
country, we had yet met no one; all around was
void and tranquil, a perfect desert, when suddenly
on a peak commanding the narrow path we beheld
a body of from five to six hundred Arabs, gesti-
culating and uttering loud shouts. A halt was
sounded. @ The General formed the chasseurs
d’Orleans of the van into a body, and placing
himself at their head, set off to dislodge the enemy.
Screening themselves behind the fig and other
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trees which clothed the peak, the chasseurs clam-
bered up to its summit at a double quick pace, in
- gpite of the fire of the Kabyles, whom they soon
drove forth at the bayonet’s point. A tolerable
number of them remained, the rest met with a
vigorous chase, and we returned with a flock dis-
covered in a wood, a few dead and a few wounded ;
but such is war! During this time the baggage
train having passed the defile after crossing the
ravine, had established itself near the town of the
Beni-Boudouans. The houses in this town are
built of wood covered with pitch, and greatly
resemble the huts of our peasants in Picardy.
They are solid, and defy both rain and tempest;
our soldiers, however, soon got the better of them,
for the dry wood of which they are built gave out
less smoke and made the best soup. Accordingly,
during two days that we were waiting for the
other columns, more than one was pulled to pieces
and all would have shared the same fate had
Colonel Picouleau delayed much longer.

On their longer and more difficult journey, the
two columns commanded by the Colonel had en-
countered numerous bodies of contingents urged
forward by the battalions of Sidi Embarek, and
brought uwp a considerable number of wounded.
-General Changarnier resolved, in order to lighten
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the march, tosend them back to Milianah under a
strong escort, together with the useless matervel.
A singular accident marked the departure of this
body ; M. Laurent, an officer of the chasseurs
d’Orleans, who had suffered amputation of a limb
on the previous day, had been placed on a litter;
on the other side, as a counterpoise, was a man
attacked with pernicious fever and almost dead.
On leaving the bivouac, after crossing the rivulet
and ascending to a certain distance up the moun-
tain, the train was passing along a narrow road
forming a ledge over the ravine, when suddenly
the mule stumbled and fell, and the amputated and
the fever-ridden man rolled over with him. A
loud cry broke from the spectators, and all set
about slipping down to the rivulet to render assis-
tance. On arriving at the bottom, the mule was
found quietly on his legs browsing. As to M.
Laurent, the iron work of the litter had fortunately
saved him ; and as to the fever patient, the shock
had been so violent that it occasioned a reaction,
and he owed his life to what could have killed
any one else. All three resumed their march to
Milianah, while our column, two thousand eight
hundred strong, with twenty-five horses, set out in
-a westerly direction, inwhich, according to informa-
tion furnished by the Arabs, the tribes had retired.
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During these marches we could never cease ad-
miring the staunchness of the infantry soldier, so
heavily laden, and who has in marching given
himself the nickname of the soldier camel. It
was in truth marvellous to see him toiling for
long days together under a burning sun, and over
the most distressing country, always gay, always
in spirits, and ready to %nd relaxation and amuse-
ment in the merest trifles. One afternoon we had
reached the bivouacing place, the muskets were
piled, and all were busily catering for themselves,
when a terrific uproar burst forth, and right and
left every one began to run; it was a perfect
tumult. The General himself came out of his tent.
What does the reader imagine was the great
event ? A hare, an unfortunate' hare, taken by
surprise in his cover, had made up his mind, after
considerable hesitation, to attempt cscape. Per-
ceived and pointed out, he became the object of a
general attack ; one pursued him bodily, another
threw a stick at him, and each attempted after his
own fashion to catch the still scampering meal. At
last, a voltigeur, more nimble and adroit than the
rest, threw his great coat over the animal and
himself into the bargain, so that, will ye nil ye,
the poor Kabyle hare made a Frenchman happy.

It is at the bivouac that the ingenuity of our
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soldiers glows forth in all its lustre. Stand by
one of the small tents and observe the head of the
mess ; crabs, tortoises, water snakes, all sorts of
nameless, though not tasteless animals, which ex-
perience has taught may be eaten without danger,
are brought to him. Or perhaps they come with
their canteens filled with bullock’s blood. Boiled
thick over the fire, and then allowed to cool, this
bullock’s blood forms at last a sort of black paste.
Spread out on a biscuit with a few grains of salt,
it makes a tolerable article of food for a famished
stomach. The oxen and sheep of the enemy,
however, are to be preferred, and our soldiers
were all eagerness to come up with the Kabyles,
that they might make a few captures, and the nu-
merous traces discovered by us in a westerly
direction, afforded good hope of success. All the
information obtained from the Arabs, concurred in
fact, in pointing out Ouar Senis as the place where
the tribes were assembled. This information was
correct. On the 18th of May, shortly after crossing
the Oued Foddha, and entering a defile, we per-
ceived a number of Arab horsemen, and on
emerging upon the broad plateau from which
rises the mountain with its rocky crest, we beheld
the enemy.

We arrived from the east in a parallel direction
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with the southern side of the crest. Before us,
stretched a vast plateau, covered with trees and
verdure, vines, houses, and gardens. On the
west, the plateau was bounded by a lofty moun-
tain of a sugar-loaf shape, separated by the rocky
crest of a gorge serving as a road. This plateau
terminated suddenly towards the south, in a
ravine, forming the bed of a river. The length
of the crest was about fifteen hundred metres,
the summit being formed of jagged rocks, and its
sides rising, at a considerable height, like a per-
pendicular wall above the last declivities. The
entire mountain rose to a height of about six
hundred feet above the plateau. Pines and a
variety of other trees spread along the abrupt
declivities, as far as the base of the perpendicular
wall, increasing in height in two opposite direc-
tions, a circumstance which rendered it probable
that there were two passages by which the
heights might be reached. = Nothing could be
more beautiful than this plateau—a perfect oasis
standing out in two direetions in all its freshness
against a rampart of grey rocks; while, on the
left, the eye lost itself amidst an endless range
of hills, and the blue horizon of Tiaret. On
arriving, we .saw Sidi-Embarek’s horsemen
retreating towards the south, and a large number
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of Kabyles running off along the wooded slopes ;
but from the summit of the rock itself, confused
sounds, the smothered murmur of a moving crowd,
reached us, and at intervals prolonged shouts.
From time to time some of the Kabyles showed
themselves ; and, singularly enough, the outlines
of horsemen perched upon apparently inaccessible
heights stood out against the blue sky.

The twenty-five horse, our only cavalry, were
immediately despatched in the direction of the
gorge, and the chasseurs d’Orleans, forming the
vanguard for that day, threw aside their kmap-
sacks, and ran to support the little platoon of
cavalry. Two other companies swept the slopes
with their bayonets, while the remainder of the
column established themselves in bivouac in the
gardens. The attack was immediately organized.
Lieutenant-Colonel Forey, of the 58th regiment
of the line, with the 6th battalion of chasseurs,
and several companies of his own regiment, was
to attempt an cscalade from the eastern point,
where a passage appeared practicable. Two
battalions of the 58th, with Colonel Illens, were
to form a storming party, taking advantage of a
ravine, situated two-thirds of the way up the
ridge. It was about one o’clock, and a bright
sun made the weapons glitter and the rocks
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sparkle. The troops, pleased at the prospect of an
encounter, hastened to their posts, paying no heed
to the prolonged shouts and threatening gestures
- of the Arabs, who were descending towards us.
Ready to mount on horseback and betake himself
whithersoever his presence should be requisite, the
General posted himself in the centre beneath some
huge trees, giving his orders with his habitual
clearness and precision. We were standing near
him, gazing on the magnificent panorama before
us, when, on the right, we heard firing, mingled
with the imposing sound of the charge. The
effect of the drums, when thus beating, seems to
impart new vigour to the spirit—an ardour unfelt
before. The General was at that instant giving
his last instructions to Colonel Illens, who was
about to attempt an escalade. A few seconds after-
wards, the company of chasseurs, which we had
seen in possession of the pine wood, exchanging
shots with the Kabyles, and avoiding as well as
they could the masses of rock which they rolled
down upon them, proceeded to join the battalion
headed by Captain Soumain, who had been ter-
ribly bruised by an ox thrown down at a critical
moment by the defenders of the mountain in
the absence of any stone. The firing became
more brisk in the east, the charge continued
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beating, and the General was about to proceed
thither, when the soldiers on guard at the
advanced posts, brought a black horseman before
him, one of Sidi-Embarek’s regulars, who came -
with news of the capture of the Gruala by
the Duc d’Aumale. Scarcely two hours had
-lapsed since Sidi-Embarek was apprised of the
loss of his goods and of his entire family. The
horseman immediately jumping on his horse, had
lost no time in profiting by the fortunate circum-
stance to secure a good reception among us. As
yet no details had reached ; but from this man’s
account, we could judge of the boldness of the
attack, and of the decision displayed by the young
General. The news spread immediately, re-
doubling the ardour of the troops, who were
anxious that the enterprise in which they were
engaged, should likewise terminate successfully.
At this moment we had betaken ourselves to
the eastern point, near the chasseurs d’Orleans.
On reaching the foot of the rock with a part of
the battalion (the remainder had been sent at first
to the ravine, where Colonel Illens and the 68th
had just replaced them), Lieutenant-Colonel
Forey, in command of the chasseurs, ordered
them to sling their carbines. “ Qur work,” said
he, “is to scale these heights, and briskly too;
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remember you are chasseurs d’Orleans.”” Imme-
diately the charge was sounded, and in spite of
the difficulties of the ground, in spite of the briars,
in spite of rocks, they sprang up like monkeys,
clambering and jumping over every obstacle,
braving the bullets showering perpendicularly
upon them, and avoiding the enormous blocks
which the Kabyles rolled down upon their heads:
In this way, using their feet and hands, they
reached an encampment beyond which it was im-
possible by any effort to proceed. Crouching down
among the rocks, they directed their carbines
towards the crest, killing every Kabyle who ven-
tured to show himself. From time to time they
made renewed efforts to advance, and many a
hand was shattered by the stones rolled down
from above. It was a singular spectacle, a scene
from the middle ages; reminding ome of the
storming of one of those ancient fortresses built on
the edge of a precipice.

‘When the General reached the spot, he com-
manded a retreat, unwilling to shed uselessly the
blood of these brave fellows, and ordered the
battalion, reinforced by other troops, to guard
every passage, and to bivouac on this side of the
rock. - A Kabyle prisoner pointed out two narrow
paths by which the tribes had reached these
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heights, which they considered impregnable, and
so terrible were these roads, that the horses and
cattle had to be hauled up with ropes; but the
Kabyle added that there was no supply of water;
and from that moment we were assured that before
three days all these people would be ours. A
blockade was ordered, and this natural fortress
was surrounded by a network of posts.

The 58th, who had attempted an escalade from
another side, had been more fortunate at first. At
one moment, thesoldiers fancied themselves already
on the summit of therock ; great was their joy to
think they had reached these insolent Kabyles,
and were about to drive them at the point of the
bayonet into the precipice below. Arrested in
their progress, however, by a rocky ravine, they
had to content themselves with guarding the
passes. Their losses were insignificant, but Colonel
Illens was among the killed. A bullet had.
passed completely through him as he was advanc-
ing at the head of his troops, and his body had
just been brought into the camp.

The column was thus divided into two sections:
one guarding the northern acclivities, the other
those to the south and east; the reserve and
baggage remained established amongst the gar-
dens, where the pomegranates interweaving their
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red blossoms with the spreading vines, running
from tree to tree, afforded us a cool shelter. In
the evening, all the bivouac fires burst forth like
stars along the sides of the mountain. An enor-
mous flame, doubtless some signal, gleamed at the
eastern extremity of the rocks; above our heads,
was stretched the clear vault of heaven. A
fire of olive-tree wood imparted its gentle heat,
and the evening was spent in smoking and
chatting, ere we addressed ourselves to sleep,
when suddenly Carayon Latour, one of the best
buglers in France, set up the Aallak, and all the
hunting tunes in succession; a magnificent echo
repeating the sound in the distance. We listened
in silence, and unwearyingly, to these beautiful
sounds, as they spread from mountain to mountain.
It was necessary, however, that we should take
rest in order to prepare for the next day’s
fatigues.

On the 19th, the blockade continued, all kept
watch at the posts. At night we discharged a
mournful duty; Colonel Illens was buried in the
interior of an Arab house. 'When the deep grave
was filled up, the house was set on fire in order to
save the body from profanation by the Kabyles.
‘We learned subsequently that this pious stratagem
had succeeded. A

VOL. 1. : c}
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Meanwhile, the thirst of the cccupants of the
mountain was growing intense; and we counld
judge by the bellowing of the herds that a few
hours would settle the affair. Onthe 28th, surely
enough, at about noon the chiefs implored for
aman, and gave themselves up into the hands of
the General. While the envoys sent to parley
were in our camps, the flocks, driven by thirst,
rushed like an avalanche down the narrow paths,
and ran to the river as though they were all mad.
From a barren rock, a bare and naked ridge, whole
tribes of people poured forth like a torrenmt;
the shrieks, the dust, the tumult, were beyond be-
lief. Sheep, goats, oxen, were heaped together
with the women and children, who, urged on no less
by thirst, were running to the water in company
with their cattle; while the children, more eager
than their parents, rushed upon the little bags
attached to the soldiers’ belts. The soldiers, always
humane, let them have their way. As to the men,
with fierce countenances, and even haughty glance,
they suffered in silence, with unbroken calmness
and still menacing gestures. The soldiers little
heeded this; they cared little about politics, and
provided the flocks were secured, they were
satisfied. Accordingly, in the evening, victory
was celebrated by many a festive group ; quarters
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of lamb, dishes of brains, and roasted joints of
mutton, furnishing forth the banquet.

The tribes were disarmed, and the chiefs de-
tained as hostages, and by this fortunate defeat
we had become masters at one sweep of the en-
tire population of the southern portion of Ouar
Senis. It now remained that we should obtain
the submission of the tribes of the north; but
first we had to dispese of our flocks and of our
prisoners. On the 24th, accordingly we set out
with our ten thousand head of cattle towards
Teniet-el-Had, a station recently established on
the line of parting of the waters, three leagues
from the plateau of Serrsous. Two days after-
wards. we were passing through the magnificent
cedar woods, from which Teniet-el-Had is per-
ceived. The varied points of view, the irregular
character of the soil, its extent embracing nearly
five leagues, and the majestic size of the trees,
render this forest one of the most eurious spots in
Africa. It would be imprudent, however, to ven-
ture into it alone, for it presents everywhere traces
denoting the presence of lions. Colonel Kerte of
the 1st Chasseur d’Afrique, commandant of Teniet-
el-Had, advanced to meet the General mounted on a
splendid white horse. He managed him with all
the grace peculiar to the traditions of the old

¢ 2
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French school of horsemanship. Who would
have expected to meet in these wilds, and in the
midst of untameable Arabs, a representative of
the petite ecurie of Versailles, without his equal in
the world! But the Colonel was not content to
be the best horseman in the army, he was uni-
versally esteemed for his courage ; and from the
spot where we stood we could see Ain Tesemsil,
the plateau of Serrssous, upon which General
Changarnier had ordered a razzia, which was ex-
ecuted by the Colonel with equal audacity and
success. On the 1st of July, 1842, just as
General Changarnier was establishing himself in
bivouace, his scouts informed him, that from
the summit of the heights, an immense crowd of
Arab emigrants could be seen flying towards the
south. The General proceeded to reconnoitre, and
on his return, sent out Colonel Kerte and his two
hundred and twenty chasseurs, his only cavalry,
to fall upon these people. In case of a repulse, he
was supported by the Zouaves. Horsemen, camels,
women, children, and herds, formed a multitude
extending over nearly three leagues of country,
and protected by upwards of fifteen hundred horse.
The slightest hesitation on the part of Colonel
Kerte would have been fatal ; relying, therefore,
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on the terror invariably inspired among tho
Arabs by the mounted chasseurs, he boldly
charged across the line of emigrants, cutting off a
large square, which he drove back upon the
column.. The shots exchanged were numerous,
and many of our men were left on the field, but
at last making a rampart of the camels, bearing
palanquins used according to the custom of the
south to carry the women and children of the
families of distinction, the chasseurs succeeded in
bringing back to the camp two thousand camels,
eighty head of cattle, an immense booty, and a
great number of prisoners.

‘While we were being told the history of this
razzia, or rather coup de main, justly renowned
throughout the province of Algiers, we arrived at
the new station. Teniet-el-Had, the Sunday
Gorge, so called from a market held by the Arabs
on that day, had been only two months in the
occupation of our troops. No buildings had yet
been erected, and a simple ditch and mound pro-
tected the soldiers encamped beneath the tents of
the military administration; but the air was
wholesome, and the spirits of the soldiers excellent,
so there were but few sick in the hospital.
Through the attention of the General, who had
two days before despatched a courier with an
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order to that effect, our columns found, on their
arrival, a supply of new bread baked in ovens,
which are built in a few hours, with clay and
branches of trees. Our halt was not prolonged
beyond the time necessary for taking rations,
making up the supply of ammunition, and con-
signing the captured flocks to the administration.*
The General was anxious to lose no time in re-
turning to the mountains. Accordingly, on the
25th, all these duties having been performed, we
again took the road to Ouar Senis. The lesson
which had been given to a portion of the tribes
had taken effect upon the remainder; for a great
number came forward to offer their submission,
and we should have received the submission of
the whole, had not the failure of our provisions
compelled us to return, on the 7th of June, to
Milianah. 'We remained here only a few days,
and on the 15th the column set out again to
complete the task they had commenced.

* The amusing operation of counting takes place thus:
Two ranks of soldiers form two sides of a triangle. At the
apex the two last men hold up a ramrod, and the sheep driven
into this gorge, are compelled to leap over it. At each leap
one of the men counts them, and thus the number delivered is

" easily ascertained.
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IV.

SuBMIssIONS were coming in from all sides.
The General now visited in a friendly character,
and accompanied by the chiefs of the tribes, the
same territory in which, scarcely a year before,
when all these tribes rushed upon a thousand men
in the frightful gorges of the Oued Foddha, it had
required all his courageous skill, and the devoted-
ness of his soldiers, to escape the greatest peril in
which a column had ever stood in Africa. Chance
led us to the scene of this terrible conflict, with a
- portion of the troops who had fought during those
two days, and we shall give here, instead of the
monotonous description of our pacific march, the
reminiscences of the battle of the Oued Foddha,
which we collected on the scene of action itself.

Within four days’ march from Milianah, in the
midst of the valley of the Cheliff, the ruins of an
ancient Roman fortification are still extant, to
record the power of the ancient conquerors of the
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country. At the foot of these walls, not far from
a broad expanse of stubble and dried grass,
a number of delightful gardens, filled with
orange, pomegranate, and a variety of other
fruit trees, and watered by limpid springs,
seem to invite a halt, while the long vine
branches spreading from tree to tree, and
interlacing with their foliage, form a vaulted
shelter, offering its cool shade to the weary
traveller. It was in this spot that Generak
Changarnier’s column, composed of four thousand
two hundred infantry, three hundred regular
cavalry, and four hundred Arab horsemen, was
reposing after its numerous marches beneath a
burning sun, in the month of September, 1842,
at the same time protecting by its presence the
newly surrendered tribes, and granting aman to
those who flocked in large numbers to seek it.
The troops had been some time at El Arour,*
when a letter from our agha in the south reached
the camp. Threatened by Abd-el-Kader, Ahmeur
ben-Ferrah sought the assistance of General
Changarnier, entreating him to make all haste
to join him, if he would not soon hear of the
ruin and massacre of the tribes to whom France

* The name of these gardens.
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owed her protection. To go to his assistance
without delay was of the highest importance; if
they passed through Milianah, the journey would
be lengthened by four days, whereas, by the
mountain, two marches would bring them in a
position to lend bim support. The tribes
-appeared pacifically disposed, and the Arab chiefs
gave their assurance that not a single shot should
be fired. They mentioned a certain defile of a
dangerous character, but all agreed in stating
that it did not extend beyond two hours’ march.
Moreover, it was only dangerous in case of hos-
tilities on the part of the neighbouring tribes, and
these had sent their chiefs to the camp only the
.evening -before, with messages of friendship.
Lastly, the General had under his orders a body of
Zouaves, of Chasseurs ’Orleans, and of Chasseurs
d’Afrique, commanded by Colonel Cavaignac,
Lieutenant Colonel Forey, and Colonel Morris.
‘With such valiant troops, and such officers, no
danger need be feared. The General’sdetermination
was accordingly soon fixed, and it was resolved
that the column should pass by the mountain.

On the eve of departure, our sick men were
sent under escort to Milianah, and the Roman
sepulchres received those who sank under
their maladies. A Zouave was buried in a
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Christian sepulchre, and a cross, which was found
in digging up the earth, was placed with
reverence upon the stone covering the grave of
the soldier who had died amidst the teil of his
profession. In this friendly territory there was
no fear of profanation. .

The next day, the 17th, the little column set
out, marched the whole of the next day, receiv-
ing the submissions of several tribes, and on the
19th, towards half-past nine in the morning,
halted on the banks of the Oued Foddha.

The cavalry took advantage of the halt to send
out foraging parties, escorted by two sections of
infantry. Orders had been issued, forbidding a
single shot to be fired. Suddenly the column
was startled by the sound of a brisk firing.
Captain Pourcet was immediately sent off to the
spot by the General, and found our soldiers, faith-
ful to their orders, receiving the enemy’s fire,
sheltering themselves as best they could, and
only returning the attack of the Kabyles, when
the latter came and seized them by their belts.
From the spot where the mass of troops halted,
it was impossible to perceive a small valley
separating the foraging party from another hill.
In this valley, and on this hill, were assembled
crowds of white Kabyles, like vultures, in the
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midst of whom were & number of regular officers,
in red garments, running from group to group,
and urging them on. All were shouting, howl-
ing, and gesticulating like madmen, apparently
working themselves up to a fighting pitch. There
was a wide gulf between this warlike attitude,
and the peaceful disposition promised by the
Arab chiefs; but to retreat was impossible, and
advance we must. To have retired before these
tribes would, by an exhibition of weakness, have
given consistency to the insurrection. Inretreat-
ing, we should have many wounded, without
utility and without advantage, whereas, by pro-
ceeding, on the contrary, the blood of our soldiers
would not be shed in vain. Accordingly, as
soon as the attitude and spirit of the Kabyles
were reported to the ‘General, the order to march
forward was immediately given, and the head of
the column was ere long within the fearful defile
of the Oued Foddha.

A body of Arab horsemen rushed from their
ambush on the banks of the river upon a
company of the 26th; but they met with a
vigorous reception from Captain Lacoste, and
upon this open ground the little foot soldiers
retreated without confusion, as though they were
on parade, and never firing except with murderous
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certainty. Meanwhile on the right (the left bank
of the river, as the troops were advancing south-
wards, and the Oued Foddha runs north), the com-

" pany of Chasseurs d’Orleans, under Captain
Ribanis, sent to support the foragers, fell back in
good order upon the column ; every bramble, every
bush, every tree was used in turn by the men as
_asecure position or ambuscade, and frequently
the same object concealed a Kabyle and a chasscur
on opposite sides, both seeking a fair opportunity
for a shot. On reaching the last plateau, the
bugle sounded the pas gymnastique, and all began
to slide and scramble down the steep, quickly
joining the rear guard, who in turn were on the
point of entering the gorge. The fight now com-
menced in earnest. The Kabyles shouted from
the crests,  You have entered the sepulchre ; you
are doomed.” But they were out in their estimate
of the men they had to deal with, and of the chief
who commanded them. Calm and unmoved,
General Changarnier was posted in the rear,
wrapped in his little whitc woollen caban, a target
for all the Arab bullets, giving his orders with a
degree of coolness and precision, which inspired
the troops with confidence, and redoubled their

ardour.

In order well to understand the nature of this



GENERAL CHANGARNIER. 93

terrible struggle, it is necessary to have a correct
idea of the ground. A breadth of a hundred feet
to fight in; a sandy soil, ploughed through by the
bed of the torrent; to the right and to the left a
series of grey schistus rocks, rising perpendicu-
larly one above the other, and overgrown with
pines ; above these, the mountain peaks rising like
pyramids, from which the Arabs showered their
bullets: such was the scene of the conflict.
Imagine this ravine, with the overhanging rocks
and mountains covered with a dense multitude,
exciting each other with shouts, intoxicated with
the smell of powder, insensible to danger, and
rushing upon a handful of men, by whom their
wild fury was met with energetic coolness and
- that constant steadiness of action which is the
result. of discipline. This was due to the fact
that our soldiers are at all times worthily
commanded. The officers set the example; the
chief never hesitates an instant. At once he
had resolved on the course to be taken, and
carried his troops along with him by the firm-
néss of his decision. The General’s object was to
clear the defile, and by marching quickly, to en-
deavour to pass the peaks separated from each
other by inextricable ravines, before the mass of
the Kabyles could have time to advance from one
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to the other ; accordingly, only such positions as
were absolutely necessary to the safety of the
column were oeccupied; and if the rear guard
found itself pressed too closely, they relieved
themselves by vigorous charges with the bayonet.

The eastern tribes fortunately took no part in
the conflict, and we had at first only to defend
ourselves on the right. The column, however,
advanced only with difficulty, when a passage was
reached which it was necessary should be oceu-
pied. Perpendicular shelves of rock overhung
the bed of the river in advance of a marabout,
surrounded by majestic trees; the company of
carbineers of the Chasseurs d’Orleans was ordered
to carry-these rocks. Full of ardour, they sprang
forward; but the declivities were fearful, and
eight days’ provisions are no trifling load. M.
Ricot, their lieutenant, who had rushed forward
without troubling himself as to whether he was
followed or not, was the first to reach the plateau.
He was immediately struck by two bullets in the
chest; Lieutenant Martin and two carbineers
hastened to protect him, but were killed on the
spot. M. Rouffiat, the last of their officers re-
maining, advanced to their assistance, but was
stopped by a frightful wound. The company was
now without officers, and without a serjeant-
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major. An avalanche of bullets was showering
down on them, and not a head or guide of any
sort to direct them. At last the carbineers were
brought back, bearing away with difficulty M.
Martin, who still breathed. As for the remainder,
they were torn to pieces before the eyes of the
column, amidst the savage shouts of the Kabyles.

The General immediately commanded a halt,
the Zouaves and three companies of Chasseurs
d&’Orleans were to storm this position, while the
cavalry drove back the enemy into the bed of the
river. The signal for the charge was given.
Accompanied by Colonel Cavaignacand Lieutenant-
Colonel Forey, the General sprang forward at the
head of the troops, climbing up the steep sides of the
height, and carrying the soldiers along, animated
by one common spirit. The rage of both parties
was at its highest; and the conflict desperate.
M. Laplanehe, an officer of the staff attached to
the Zouaves, was mortally wounded on reaching
the height ; Commander Garderins had his horse
killed, and Captain Pourcet his epaulette torn
away ; the General himself only owed his life to
the skill of the trumpeter Brunet, who stretched
a Kabyle dead just as he was directing the muzzle
of his piece close upon the General. At length
we became masters of the position. The charge
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of the cavalry down below in the river had been
equally successful ; numbers of bodies lay stretched
upon the sands, including women, who, mingling
with the Kabyles, rushed upon our soldiers, fighting
- like furies, and cutting off the heads of the dead,
brandished these bleeding trophies on the points
of their guns.

These two vigorous attacks procured us some
repose; the fight, however, soon commenced
afresh with renewed ardour. The officers the first
to rush into danger, were also the first victims of
the encounter. Five officers of the Zouaves, and
three officers of the Chasseurs d’Orleans had
already fallen, and the day was but half spent.
Colonel Cavaignac, with his Zouaves, was bent on
avenging the slaughter of his officers; it was
something more than courage that animated them,
each man was equal to twenty, and seemed to
multiply himself to face every danger. As to the
General, he seemed to grow in daring and coolness
as the danger increased, and the bullets flew about
more thickly ; his eye gleamed and everywhere, as
he passed, he imparted fresh energy to those about
him. The column still continued advancing,
amidst the clatter of muskets, re-echoed amidst
the mountains like the roaring of a storm. The
cavalry - proceeded in advance having received
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instructions not to halt till it grew dark, and then
to select the first favourable spot.

- The troops had reached a part of the river
where the banks approaching more closely
together, formed another and narrower defile ; the
Kabyles of the tribes on the left bank now occu-
pied the right bank also, and Captains Magagnoz
of the Zouaves, and Castagny of the Chasseurs
d’Orleans, were commanded to dislodge them, while-
Captain Ribains of the same corps was instructed
to occupy the position on the right. It consisted
of a perpendicular cascade of rocks and schistus
soil, covered with pines and brushwood, and a
brook running down into the river below soaked
through the earth over which it passed. The
captain dislodged the Arabs, and occupied the
position, thus insuring a safe passage to the
column, but when they had to rejoin the body of
the troops, the Kabyles rushed upon the little
party : the first few tried to come down in a straight
line, but their feet slipping upon the earth, made
greasy by the water of the brook, nine of them
were precipitated to a depth of eighty feet be-
low. They rolled from rock to rock, from shelf
to shelf, bounding over every abrupt edge, and
seeking in vain to clutch hold of the brambles,
till they fell into the bed of the river; the re-

VOL. I. H
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mainder of the company had at once rushed off to
the right towards a ravine, sliding down through
the trees, to rejoin the column. Onme of these
ohasseurs, Calmette, getting separated from his
eompanions, was surrounded by Kabyles and driven
to the edge of the precipice; he had shot one
with his carbine, and killed two more with his
bayonet, but he was now on the point of falling
over, when catching hold of two Kabyles he
sought to avenge his death by dragging them
down with him. The rock was perpendicular and
they fell straight from the height, but by a for-
tanate chance the Kabyle lightly clutched by the
chasseur, was exactly beneath him when he
reached the ground and by his death saved the
other’s life. Captain Ribains was descending the
last of all, defying apparently the enemy’s bullets,
when three Kabyles rushed upon him, and firing
with the muzzle close upon him, shattered his
shoulder; fortunately some of his men succeeded
in getting him away. All who were present
still remember when he passed the General and was
congratulated by him on his glorious conduct,
how his energetic features were lit up with the
legitimate self-applause of one who has accom-
plished his duty, and he seemed to breathe the just
pride of noble blood shed in a noble deed.
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The struggle now seemed to grow more fiercely
obstinate ; the river became somewhat wider, and
a squadron of cavalry was required in the rear.
There was no artillery; its office was filled by the
Chasseurs d’Afrique, the General launching them
like cannon balls after the enemy, to drive them
back, and allow the wounded to be taken away.
‘This squadron being soon disabled, was succeeded
by Captain Bérard’s division ; these were ordered
to charge in a similar manner, and in ten minutes
an ectire platoon, with the exception of the brave
officer commanding them, Lieutenant Dreux,
were rendered hors de combat. MM. Sébastiani,
Corréard, Paér, and Fraiche, of the Zouaves, were
wounded or killed within a short distance. The
men, however, remained staunch. How, indeed,
could they do otherwise, commanded by such
officers, seeing Corréard with a bullet through
his arm still leading his men to the fire, and M.
Paér, with his throat pierced, unable to speak, yet
fighting on? Meanwhile the time was gliding
by, and night was at hand; the head of the
column having reached a spot where the river
formed a circular space, had established itself
in bivouac. = All necessary precautions for
safety were immediately taken, and the
wounded were then laid down in the hospital

H2



100 LIFE IN ALGERIA.

tents, pitched at a short distance from the
General’s. :

The General gave his orders immediately on:
dismounting.. The wounded obtained his first
attention; his next care was bestowed on the
ammunition, the food of battles. The Arab chiefs
had to give up a portion of their mules for the
accommodation of the wounded on the following
day, and the cartridges of the cavalry forming the
baggage escort were distributed amongthe infantry.
Lastly, the 6th battalion of chasseurs was ordered
to commence marching in silence, without trum-
pet calls, at about two o’clock in the night, and to
occupy the different heights along the course of
the river, which was still used as a road by the
column. These arrangements being duly settled
each betook himselfto rest.  In the bivouac there
were no signs either of sadness or anxiety ; all
were proud of the day, and in the evening, beside
the fire, the conversation was kept up to a late
hour, for the exciting effects of the gunpowder
had not subsided. Each related his deeds of
prowess, bestowed a thought on the dead, and
expressed his hopes of the next day’s’ success.
The Arab horsemen were far from participating
in this state of happy indifference. Squatted
mournfully beside their steeds, which they kept
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saddled, wrapped up in their burnous, they passed
the night without fire, and in evident consterna-
tion. Not far from thence the field hospital pre-
sented a fearful spectacle ; nothing but cries and
groans were heard, of so terrible a character were
the wounds, all of them inflicted by shots fired
quite close. Those most seriously wounded were
laid beneath the tents, the rest were stretched
around and covered with blankets. Our three
surgeons, the whole of our medical staff, came
round to each in turn, dressing their wounds and
cutting and hacking their bruised flesh. In the
course of the night there were eight amputations;
and in the dead silence, when the fires were
everywhere extinguished, the dim lights of the
field hospital were still seen flickering beside our
- mmtilated comrades. All vied with each other in
endeavouring to mitigate their sufferings; the
officers all pressed round to shake a friend by the
hand, and to cheer with affectionate words the
soldiers who had fallen in the morning while
obeying their commands. Among the wounded
in the 4th Chasseurs d’Afrique was a man named
Cayeux. Feeling himself dying, he sent for his
captain. After entrusting him with a last mes-
sage to his mother, the poor fellow added, ¢ Give
my thanks to Colonel Tartas, he is a good man,
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and has always loved those whom he commanded ;
tell him that, dying, one of his soldiers thanked
him.” A touching trait, as honourable to the
chief as it was to the soldier. Onthis same night
Dr. Laqueille, chief of the staff, performed an
operation which lasted forty-five minutes, on the
shoulder of Captain Ribains, whose arm was thus
saved by the skill of the operator. During this
long interval of suffering Captain Ribains, seated
on a case of biscuits, surrounded by the dead and
dying, showed as much firmness in bearing up
against acute pain as he had exhibited courage in
the field. Not a groan escaped him, but from
time to time he could not help turning round to the
doctor, and saying, ¢ Indeed, Doctor, you hurt me.”
Thus did officers and men accomplish their duty.

There was not a sufficient supply of ltters to
carry the men who had suffered amputation.
Trees were cut down, and a number of litters
hastily constructed. An hour before daybreak,
all the dead were collected together; a detach-
ment of sappers and miners dammed the river, and
dug out a deep hollow in the bed, into which the
bodies were placed; the water was then allowed
to flow in its natural channel. It was our hope
that the bodies would thus escape profanation from
the Kabyles.
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Far in the recess of the mountains, we could
hear the sound of voices and a stir, but around the
bivouac all was dark and silent. There were no
fires, nor any thing to betray the presence of our
advance guard: nevertheless they kept a sharp
watch, and several skirmishes were fought with
the bayonet; for, true to their instructions, not
a single shot was fired. At two o’clock, the
battalion of Commander Forey executed the
General’s orders ; the drum beat at dawn, and the
column proceeded on its march amidst the shouts
of the Kabyles, as though calling on each other to
join in the massacre of the French. But imagine
their astonishment when they saw every position
occupied, and the column advancing without the
possibility of their attacking it. Several vigorous
charges were made in the rear, in which the
Zouaves worthily sustained their glorious re-
nown. After one of these engagements, to the
great joy of all, we passed through some splendid
vineyards ; every one began to quench his thirst
with the fine branches offered to us on all sides. The
General himself, to whom the soldiers hastened to
present the finest bunches, followed the example of
the rest. Just at this moment, Colonel Cavaignac
passed near him:—¢“Here, mon cher Colonel,”’

said he, holding out a magnificent bunch of grapes,
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‘ you must need refreshment after such glorious
fatigue.” They both commenced chatting together
in the midst of the bullets flying about on all
sides. Immediately afterwards, Colonel Cavaignac
was summoned away, one of his officers—Captain
Magagnoz—who had received a shot a few paces
off, had sent for him ; it was to commend his
mother and sister to his care, and to place his
cross of the legion of honour in his hands, thus
mingling the sentiment of military honour with
the tenderest emotions of his heart.

~ The portal of this fatal gorge was at last opened ;
the ground suddenly widened, and the mountains
with which the column was surrounded, appeared
like a level plain in comparison with the per-
‘pendicular rocks by which we had just passed.
‘The Kabyles still followed us, but a brilliant
charge of the entire cavalry, put an end to this
~ obstinate conflict, which had extended over two
days. In the evening we were quietly established
at the Souk-el-Sebt (the Saturday market) of the
Beni-Chaibs. That day’s dead were now buried,
and a Roman sepulchre hidden beneath some rose-
laurels, became the tomb of M. de Nantes, an
‘officer of the Chasseurs d’Afrique, whose body had
‘been carried since the previous evening, lashed to
his horse’s back. The Roman monument failed to
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save his remains from mutilation. A few months
afterwards, passing over the same ground,we found
that his tomb had been profaned.

On the 21st, General Changarnier commanded
a permanent halt; the care required by the
wounded made it a duty to grant some repose to
the troops. Moreover, after these two days’ in-
veterate fighting with this small column, sixty
leagues from Milianah, surrounded with enemies,
he meditated one of those bold strokes which
would strike terror in the population, and in-
sure the success of the expedition. During the
night, a battalion of infantry composed of Chas-
seurs d’Orleans, of Zouaves, and of the 26th
Regiment of the line, set out under Commander
Forey, with instructions to support the cavalry
who were about to attempt a razzia. The General
had received intelligence from his spies, disclosing
the place where the flocks and women of all those
who had fought against us were assembled. His
orders were given immediately ; success justified
his boldness, and eight hundred prisoners,
together with twelve thousand head of cattle,
brought into camp, filled it with joy and abund-
ance.

The conflict was terminated, the little body of
French troops had broken down every obstacle and
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by throwing a passage through those ¢ Ravines
of Death,” as the Arabs call them, had nobly
sustained its ancient renown. Seldom had African
soldiers been exposed to severer trials; seldom
had any soldiers shown more courage and cool
determination. On the 22nd, the victorious troops
broke up the bivouac without fear of molesta-
tion. The march was fatiguing. Beneath a
fiery sun, on went the long train of wounded men,
some of them carried by the soldiers themselves;
then came the flocks, and lastly the prisoners; as
in the triumphal processions of old, the conquered
followed the chariots of the conquerors. In this
order the column advanced through fifty leagues
of country amidst the astonished population, who
could scarcely believe that a handful of Frenchmen
had crossed the mountains amidst the bullets of
the Kabyles, overthrowing their enemies, and
punishing those who had ventured to attack them.
This was to be accounted for by the fact that
soldiers, officers, and general, all had nobly staked
their lives on success; the chief had known how
to command, the soldiers how to understand
and obey. From that time forth, the memory of
this struggle conferred on all engaged in it a
glorious renown, and he at once claims respect
who can say “I was at Oued Foddha!”
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By the month of July, 1843, eight months
after all these struggles, the General had received
the definite submission of the Kabyle tribes of
Ouar Senis. He returned to Milianah to com-
mence a general inspection, and there all these
brave troops, with faces bronzed by the sun,
marched past before him, still covered with the
dust of the road, but still presenting a fine, im-
posing, and proud appearance.

The war in the province had now been brought
to a close ; from Teniet-el-Had and Milianah, from
the Desert to Algiers, ‘“there was nothing ”—te
use the Arab expression—*but peace and good.”
Abd-el-Kader could no longer write:—* You
possess nothing in Africa but the ground on
which your soldiers actually stand.” Everywhere
our authority was recognised by the tribes, and
tranquillity seemedabout to settle over the country.
Unforeseen circumstances at this time, compelled
the General to ask for his recall to France. I
well remember how the Arab chiefs on our way
from Milianah to Algiers, came forward to greet
him, and there was one in particular, a caid of the
Hadjoutes, in whom I recognised an old acquaint-
ance. We talked of the numerous razzias, the
coups de main, night after night, by which his tribe
had been reduced to submission. ¢ His name
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with us,” said he, speaking of the General,
“gignifies the overthrow of pride, the conqueror of
enemies ; * and he has earned it.” He then
pointed to the long line of mountains skirt-
ing the province of Mitidja from Chenouan down
to the sea. ‘“When a storm comes,” he con-
tinued, “the lightning runs in a second along
that chain of mountains, diving into all its recesses.
It was thus with his glance when he wished to
find us out. Directly he had seen us the bullet
reaches not its aim sooner than did he.” And
the old Arab was right. The distinguishing
characteristic of General Changarnier in war, is a
rapid and accurate judgment, and indomitable
energy ; he has the true qualitics of a commander.
In the presence of any danger, his courage in-
creases ; all who approach him, then become inocu-
lated with his vigour of mind, and success no
longer appears doubtful. He first showed what
he was at Constantine, and from that time forth
the General has never for a single day derogated
from the high reputation which he then so
gloriously earned. If ever the reader should find

* The Arabs called General Changarnier the Changarli, the
‘Changarlo. Changar is an Arabic root, signifying to conquer,
to overthrow. Ma changarch alina. Do mnot overthrow,
crush me.”
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himself bivouacing with some of the old African
troops, let him get them to relate the numerous
expeditions which they made under his command,
and he will hear how they speak of him.

The hour of departure was come. The General
was about to embark for France, and we accom-
panied him on board. When Martinigue, the
brave pilot of Algiers, warned us that it was time
to return to our boat, we all took the General by
the hand, and as the swift vessel disappeared
through the haze, we waved a last farewell.
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ZOUAVES AND SPAHIS.

COLONEL CAVAIGNAC.
I

Ir the reader should- ever visit Africa, and
have to cross the valley of the Upper Riou, let
him not begin his journey in the month of No-
vember, the father of tempests : he would remain
" buried in the heavy loamy soil of the valley, con-
verted by torrents of rain into a bed of thick
mud. As for our travelling, as we were under
marching orders, we had nothing to do with
rain, snow, or fatigue; and in 1843, on a certain
evening in this fatal month of November, we
found ourselves beneath a canvass tent warming
ourselves as best we could, round a hole in the
earth, containing a wretched chafing dish. Large
drops of rain fell on the canvass, with an abrupt
sharp sound like the blow of a small stick: a
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monotonous melancholy sound continuing for
hours and sometimes whole days together. In
front of us stood our poor horses, turning their
shivering cruppers to windward; a deep silence
reigned throughout the bivouac, interrupted only
from time to time by the energetic calls of the
quarter-master for the week, or the orderly
officer swearing at the stable keepers when one
of the horses had broken loose, and was running
about the bivouac to make himself warm.

- In spite of the wind and the rain, several officers
of the Zouaves had braved the storm to pay us
a visit. Horse-cloths were thrown over a num-
ber of canteens, converting them into settees and
arm-chairs; the blue flames flickered over a
bowl of punch in honour of our guests; each
. drew a blackened pipe from its wooden case, and
the evening commenced. ‘ When the stomach
is satisfied the head begins to sing,” says the
Arab proverb. The proverb was right in this
case, for each began telling in turn some of the
thousand adventures of his African Odyssey.
Battles, rejoicings, pastimes, coups de main,
razzias, and love adventures to boot, were nar-
rated in succession, and, what was more, listened
to with attention. A word of remembrance, and
expression of regret were elicited en passant by
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the mention of those who, less fortunate, had
fallen in the conflict ; words that came from the
heart; for when the name which, recorded in
the papers in terms of honor to-day and forgot-
ten to-morrow, has passed from the memory of
all, it is still pronounced with emotion in the
regiment—that second family of the soldier.

It was thus that we dwelt on the reminiscences
of the Volontaires Parisiens and the Batfaillons
de la Charte, the first nucleus of the Zouaves;
the storming of Constantine, and Commander
Lamoriciere; and all the numberless engagements
in which the Zouaves established their glorious
renown. Then we spoke of Commander Peyra-
guay, the old hoary-headed soldier, once sergeant
of the battalion of Elba, who, after surviving so
many dangers, was killed at Tlemcen, face to face
with the enemy, by a shot which struck him full
in the chest. The present was forgotten in the
past, and I well remember the religious silence
with which we listened to the history of the six
winter months spent by the Zouaves in 1840, in
the ruined city of Medeah. ‘“What isit then that
could not be accomplished with our Zouaves ?”
added the speaker; ‘mnota mountain path in
Africa but has resounded with their musket
shots, not a bush but recalls some brilliant deed
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of theirs. Doyou remember lastyear,when you were
returning from Milianah, we crossed each other
at Caroubet-el-Ouzeri, at the entrance of the
gorge near Mitidja ? Well, close to that little
white-crested hill where you dismounted, there
took place a deed of arms, which dwelleth in the
memory of all : it was there Harcourt was killed
-at the head of his company. Captain Bosc having
too soon vacated an important position, Colonel
Cavaignac was obliged to have it occupied a
second time. Starting off at double quick pace, the
company scaled the hill, and just as Harcourt had
reached the top, a bullet penetrated his skull.
The engagement was a sharp one; on one side
the height was reached by a pathway, decply
ploughed into the earth by the torrents poured
down it during the rainy season. Three Zouaves
—a quarter-master, a sergeant named Razin, and
a native corporal, a Kabyle, had chosen this path.
Just as they were on the point of reaching the
summit, the old sergeant, a décoré, seeing him-
self outrun by the quarter-master, a younger and
nimbler man, cried out, “I say, Johnny Raw, do
you think you’re going to pass before me? Fall
back, and make room for your senior, and be
sharp aboutit!’ The other raising his hand to his
turban, and making a military salute, replied,
VOL I. I
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¢Quite correct ! ’ and placed himself second. Before
he had advanced three steps Razin fell dead; the
quarter-master sprang forward, and a second bullet
laid him beside the sergeant, and on the Kabyle
corporal coming to his assistance—* Take care of
Razin,’ said he, I can help myself.” As the corporal
was accordingly hoisting the body upon his
shoulders, a third bullet laid him dead on the
spot. The quarter-master immediately rushed to
the dead sergeant, snatched off his cross of hon-
our, and, though seriously wounded, succeeded,
by crouching down among the brushwood, in
joining the battalion, and placing the cross in
the hands of the commanding officer, said—¢If I
haven’t brought him back, it’s because I am
- wounded myself, but I have saved his cross at
any rate,’ at the same time he pointed to his arm
hanging helpless by his side.”

Just as the officer of the Zouaves had brought
his narrative to an end, the camp clock struck
eleven. In speaking thus of the humble drum-
mer, who announced the hour by striking his
sheepskin the required number of times, I
confess myself guilty of exaggeration. The
sentinels were now relieved, and thanks to the
silence which now prevailed, we lost not a syllable
of the facetious objurgations addressed by a
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sergeant to one of the soldiers lagging behind his
time. ‘Now then, nimble-toes, do you want me
to come and fetch you ?”’

¢ Can’t you see,” replied the other, “that I am
sinking up to my knees in the mud ? How can a
fellow walk through this sort of stuff ?”

“Why you d—d greenhorn, when you can’t
walk you should run. Don’t you know that ?”
replied the sergeant.

After listening to this sally we wished each
other good night ; and those who had to return
to their tents to scek repose, went off with the
hoods of their cabans over their cyes, and their
trowsers tucked up, swearing' like heathens, and
when the occasion presented itself adopting the
sergeant’s plan.

The next day our expeditions over the country
recommenced ; and at the end of a month, on
returning to the garrison, we found ourselves
once more in company with our associates of the
Upper Riou. The officer who had related to us
the severe hardships endured by the Zouaves, at
Medeah, during the winter of 1840, here con-
fided to me a journal, of which he had often
spoken. This journal, a confidential record of
hours of solitude, a curious chapter in the history
of the sufferings of the African army, bore as a

12
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motto, these words of Blaise de Montluc : *“ Would
to Heaven that we who bear arms might take up
this custom of writing that which we see and do ;
for it seems to me that it would be better dressed
up by our hands, I mean in the matter of war,
than by any men of letters soever, for they dis-
guise things too much, and give it a clerkish air.”
Some explanation will be necessary ere we subjoin
this journal. In 1840, the war was still at the
gates of Algeria, the province of Mitidja was
intersected ; and though at Medeah, and at
Milianah, there was a French garrison, an army
was required to insure the revictualling of these
cities. In the month of October, in this same
year, Milianah had just been relieved, the garrison,
decimated by nostalgia, famine, and sickness,
having almost given way under its duties ; out of
1,400 men, 720 were dead, and 500 were in the
hospital ; the remainder had scarcely strength to
carry their muskets, and had the relief arrived
a few days later, the town would have been taken
for lack of men to defend it. On their return
these living corpses were carried on the backs of
sumpter mules. Evidently such a spectacle must
have made a deep impression upon the army ; for
if such sufferings had been endured in the sum-
mer geason, what were they to expect during the
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winter. Meanwhile the garrison of Medeah was
to be relieved, as that of Milianah had been;
Marshal Valée determined to send thither none
but case-hardened men, who in their esprit de
corps and their desire to support the renown
- attached to their name, would find strength to
resist all the privations and all the sufferings of
isolation. The Zouaves were chosen for the
occupation of Medeah.
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- II.

Ox the 18th November, 1840, two battalions
of Zouaves, each five hundred strong, com-
manded by Messrs. Renaud and Leflo, took
possession of the city of Medeah, where, under
the orders of Lieutenant-Colonel Cavaignac, who
had been appointed to this superior command,
they were to be garrisoned for the winter. It is
the custom to call Medeah a city, but to describe
properly this heap of ruins and tumble-down
houses, a name should be expressly invented.
The Zouaves relieved the 23rd, and an officer of
this regiment rendered me an essential service,
by leaving behind him a sheepskin, a table, a
few wooden benches, two boxes, and some kitchen
utensils—precious resources in the midst of the
general want of all such articles.

On the 19th, the army left us, abandoning its
bivouac, to return to Algiers. At half-past
seven o’clock, the last files of the rear guard dis-
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appeared behind Mount Nader. The last image,
the last souvenir of France, seemed to remove
away into the distance with them. Heaven grant
us some adventures ! for otherwise there will be
little to occupy or divert us. Even this morning.
we have been able to judge of the extent of our
territory. Colonel Cavaignac, having ordered one
of the pieces of artillery to be charged—*‘“fire,” said
he to Captain Liedot, “at full range;” and as the
ball fell to the ground whilst we were looking on.
¢ Behold the limit of our possessions,” he added,
turning towards us, and pointing to the dust
which the fall of the ball had raised.

Our barrack is really in a frightful condition ;
or rather there is no barrack ; hardly can the men
find a shelter in it; and as for the hospital, it is
in a state to shudder at; but there is no use in
repining or complaining ; we must make the best
of our position, such as it is. Happily we have
provisions of good quality, and thanks to the care
taken of the troops, we hope that a supply of
meat will not fail us.

Fifty hammocks have been distributed to each
company ; every man has received a sack and
half a camp bed furniture. The transports of the
army have not yet brought up the full comple-
ment of these articles ; ten blankets to each com-
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pany are wanting; but the industry of the
Zouaves supplies all deficiencies; the old sacks
sewed together have been filled with dry herbs, and
transformed into light coverings; old woollen
cloths found in the town form the lining of the
sacks, and this new invented bed clothing is a
good substitute for the deficient blankets.

At dawn of day, our labours and the organi-
zation of our little colony commenced. Opera-
tives picked out from each company, are at their
work ; and our gardeners, under the superinten-
dence of Captain Peyraguay, have already traced
out the circumference of the garden. Even the bul- .
locks’ hides are turned to use. After carefully
undergoing the necessary preparation they are
delivered over to soldiers transformed into shoe-
makers, to keep the shoes of the troops in repair.
Upon the whole, the Zouaves are gay and full of
alacrity. The service is not particularly fatigue-
ing, and by the help of a good *esprit de corps”
we may perhaps pass the time of our exile, if not
very agreeably, at least without much ennus.

- We discovered to-day, whilst taking a walk
under the walls of the city, a little ravine full of
woodcocks and partridges. This happy discovery
gave us as much joy as the dove which brought
the olive branch into the ark could have done to-
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Noah. But this was altogether a lucky day for
us, for by the telegraph from Ain Telazit we got
the following dispatch.

“The Army has entered Blidah without re-
sistance.”

“The majority of the Chamber has supported
the new Ministry.”

“The Duchess of Orleans has been delivered of
a son, the Duc de Chartres.”

Had we been in France, or even at Algiers, we
should have received these bits of news with a
good deal of indifference. But our isolation had
now lasted six days, and we looked forward te
passing long months without receiving any other
souvenir from home; so anything coming from
France gave an electric emotion to our hearts,
corresponding to what was felt, we supposed, by

. others at so great a distance. This evening, the
welcome telegraphic intelligence which we re-
ceived as a friend from a far country, put us upon
anecdotes about telegraphic dispatches; and the
mistakes that sometimes occur in seeing, or not
secing and interpreting them. Here is one of the
anecdotes I allude to..

Every one has his hobby. General Duvivier
had one for blockades; this was first shown at
Blidah, and afterwards at Medeah. When ap-
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pointed commandant he declared that he would
not see the telegraph of Ain Telazit, and that he
should certainly have to sustain a regular siege in
due form. The great arms of the telegraph
swayed about in vain; the city was blind and
dumb. At last Marshal Valée getting impatient
telegraphed the following dispatch. “By an or-
-dinance of the 16th, you are appointed—"’ (inter-
rupted by the fog). Now just at this time Gene-
ral Duvivier was expecting his promotion to the
rank of Lieut. General. Immediately Medeah
the blind saw, Medeah the dumb spoke, and the
General demanded explanations. The telegraph
quietly replied, ‘‘you are appointed grand officer
of the legion of homour,” and then followed a
series of orders.

The weather, as I finish my installation in my
new quarters, is most wretchedly bad. The or-
naments of my room are a broken glass, and four
lithographic prints from Charivari ; my table is
made of a biscuit case; the wind enters not very
immoderately through the window, and the chim-
ney is good. I am thus comfortably lodged.
‘Whist, and three other games, which must consti-
tute all our entertainment whilst in Medeah, will
no doubt often be played here.

A highway robber, who has come here to sell 2
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stolen mule, informs us that the Bey of Milianah
Sid-Embarek, is at the bridge of Cheliff, and El-
Berkani, Khalifat of the East for Abd-el-Kader, is
only at three leagues distance from us on the
south. This man is a robber as.any of us would
be a magistrate. Robbery is a profession he fol-
lows with honour, making a merit of his audacity
and courage.

Whilst it held up for a little while, I made the
tour of the ramparts, and in one of the angles
of a battlement under a magnificent cypress, I
discovered the tomb which General Duvivier had
raised over the body of Colonel Charpenay, who
was killed before the city. On the tomb is the
following inseription.

AN Apmvu
FroM A GraTEFUL CoOUNTRY,
TO CHARPENAY,
Lieur. CoroNeL, 23rd LiNe
Com. Bart., 3rd Jury
1840.

Near this tomb, and surrounding it as their
occupants did their colonel, on the day of battle,
are the tombs of four officers, of the same regi-
ment, who fell in the same affair.
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The rain forces me to return within doors. It
has lasted now many days, and makes us very
uneasy about our flock. The partitions of the
houses being removed that the cattle might find
shelter in them, a precious discovery has been lit
upon: salt in large quantities. This has been
carefully gathered up, and conveyed to our store-
house, and the soldiers hope yet to light upon a
good deal more.

Two native Zouaves, who are to be set at liberty
in the month of January, have offered to carry
dispatches for us to Blidah, for the marshal. If
they succeed in their mission they are to be set
free at once. The colonel is to send them off at
midnight. God grant the brave fellows may reach
their destination safely ! They carry a letter for
my mother; may they escape every danger! It
will make her so happy to have news of me; even
a word. They are full of confidence, and consider
themselves already as safe and sound at Blidah,
but they have to us the interest which belongs to
men who devote themselves to perilous enter-
Pprises.

Since we have been at Medeah our days have
been passed in organizing our encampment. Only
a few insignificant shots had been exchanged with
marauding Arabs at our advanced posts, till the
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13th, when a general action appeared to be at
hand. The heights were covered with Kabyles,
led on by cavaliers. The garrison were called to
arms, and a rather sharp engagement ensued.
Many of our men were wounded, but the Zouaves
proved, by pursuing the enemy for about a mile,
that they were not to be insulted with impunity.
This episode over, our mode of life has assumed
all its old monotony, and household cares, so to
speak, occupy us entirely. This morning we
were making oil from bullocks’ fect. The way is
simply this: the feet must be boiled in water, and
the fat which rises to the surface skimmed off.
‘When clarified this oil is good enough for salads
and other culinary preparations, and as such it
will be used for the army. We have also fabri-
cated shot for ficld sports; which we were quite
without. This process is also very simple. First
a frame must be made to hold a common-sized
playing card. This must be pierced with holes
oiled on both sides, and powdered. over with
hydrochlorate of ammoniac. "When thus prepared
the melted lead should be dropped through it
into a cup of water. The cup should be placed,
at most, four or five inches below the frame, and
when the lead is poured out the frame put into as
regular an oscillating movement as possible. The
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lead has then to be passed through moulds of
various sizes; but the degree of fusion is the
essential point, to attain which the lead must be
allowed to cool till it can merely scorch the card
in passing through it.

‘Whilst we sportsmen are at work for our
pleasure, the Zouaves are repairing their equip-
ments, and even inventing some of a new sort.
The colonel had ordered sacks to be given to the
men, and out of this coarse stuff and bullocks’
hides, each soldier is to have a pair of gaiters
" made for him. A Zouave, formerly a button
maker, superintends the work. Thread for the
purpose is made out of old cannon wadding,
and hemp, of which a good deal used in
grooming the horses was found in the stables.
A picture droller and more grotesque than
our workshop could not be conceived. Fancy a
company of old veteran Zouaves, with their long
moustachios, thick beards, bronzed eomplexions,
scarred and cicatrised faces, sewing gaily away,
like so many old women. We have really a
valiant body of them, good in danger, good to bear
fatigue, and whom no situation, however difficult,
cap embarrass. Well commanded, they will do
wonders, and will, we hope, acquit themselves
- worthily in the new duties imposed upon them.
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A deserter arrived here on the 17th; a Tripoli
man, who had been carried off with a whole
caravan, in the South. After many adventures
he was brought to Berkani, and forced to take
service among the regular troops of the Emir.
This man is of great use to us in the survey we
are making of the district of Nador; a country
magnificently cultivated, where there are traces
of very well planned watercourses. No doubt
tradition has preserved among the Arabsa system
of irrigation, like that which is found in Catalonia
and at Roussillon. When giving many curious
details respecting the engagements he had been
in, this deserter confirmed the report that English
officers were in the camp of Abd-el-Kader ; a fact
already announced by Marshal Valée. One of
these officers was, on the 27th of October, at the
wood of Olives. He had been escorted by a Jew
from Gibraltar, had passed through Morocco, and
was dressed as a civilian. The deserter saw him
for two days, and he only disappeared when our
division arrived in sight.

A telegraphic dispatch has just reached us, an-
nouncing the arrival at Algiers of the colours so
long promised to the Zouaves. This news has come
to each of us as a piece of personal good fortune,
and all participate in the joy expressed by Colonel
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Cavaignac, in his order of the day: ¢To the
officers, sub-officers, and soldiers, the Colonel
hastens to communicate this joyous intelligence.
Some will see in it the just recompense of long
and glorious services; others learn what it has
cost to deserve such a recompense, and consider
how much more it will cost to continue worthy
of so horourable a distinction—all joining in a
unanimous sentiment of energetic devotion to the
glory of our arms in Africa, and to the honour of
a corps whose constitution has just received the
highest sanction.”

Onthe23rdinst., justatnightfall, thetwoZouaves
started for Algiers ; they are both true soldiers, one
a Turk, and the other an Arab. The latter wished
to set out alone. ‘Why so?’ he was asked. ‘It’s
my fancy; I like to succeed alone or to die alone.
‘But if you happen to meet with any unforeseen
danger, you would encounter it more readily, and
overcome it more easily, with, than without a com-
panion.’ ¢As for that, I am not afraid. I know
well that my destiny is marked out, and I am
ready ‘to submit to it when it pleases God.
What I tell you is so true, that I will return
if you like,’ said he to the Colonel, ‘and you
may tell the Marshal that I will be his
courier as long as he likes, only I must pass
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a week at Algiers with my mistress, and that
every time.”

This week, the nights with his mistress, the

days in a café, with perfumed beard, otto of
roses exhaling from his cambric, regaling
his ears with the wretched music of a guitar,
smoking a hundred pipes of tobacco, and
drinking alternately and incessantly coffee and
anisette, would be his week of indulgence, luxury
and drowsy intoxication, to be succeeded imme-
diately without transition, without a moment’s
regret, by a week of activity, privation, sufferings,
and constant dangers.
* Ben Chergui, our Arab, was with difficulty pur-
suaded to take a pistol; he wished to set out without
arms altogether. Two daysafterwardsthetelegraph
announced the arrival of our two Zouaves at Blidah,
but brought us no news from France. What was
all the world about there? What is going on?
Heighho ! thisis a weary life here. The other day
I heard a native Zouave chaunting this song :—

“Oh wind make my compliments to my friends and ask
them whither they are gone ?

“Whether in Arabia or in Persia, or wherever they may
have stopped.

“Tell them I think about them, and leave a thought of me
behind with them.

YOL. I K
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““ From all the birds that fly I ask news of you, and not one

tells me anything.

¢ Caress with thy sweetest breath her to whom I have
given my heart.

“Oh wind, you go always towards her, and you never
return.”

This ancient Arab ballad filled me for the whole
evening with sadness, and I shut myself up in my
room to think of those I love; my mother, my
sisters, and one who calls up a souvenir tenderer
still. They haveno idea in France of the tortures
of our life in this place. To be always in the
presence of the same faces, of persons whom one
esteems and likes, but whose every joke one has
heard so many times, is dreadfully monotonous.
To be at large and yet in a prison, and whole days
without the slightest aliment for thought! To be
thus buried alive, close to the world, at a few
leagues distance from news; yet to hear none, is,
believe me, a very hard lot, that may make the
stoutest at times give way to repining. Our phy-
sical sufferings are doubtless bad enough; against
rain, cold, and snow, hardly a shelter, and alarms
keeping us constantly on the alert; but our bodies
have been long innured to this; the isolation alone
is oppressive beyond description.

The moment’s weakness is over. When a storm
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mutters thunder in the air, a beneficent rain gives
freshness to the earth. From time to time the
heart must needs groan a little, but the great work
before us, is inspiring enough to rouse it up to re-
newed energy. Will they ever know in France,
how much blood, sweat, and tears, Africa has cost

K 2
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Four days after Christmas day the troops were
all assembled at three o’clock in the morning on
the place d’armes with slung muskets, cartouche
pouches at the belt, and in perfect silence. We
were about undertaking a razzia by the valley of
Ouzera on thenorthern slopes of theNador. Thanks
to a thick fog and a strong east wind, no enemy’s
post noticed our march, and the little column,
divided into three bands, was able to reach the
position agreed upon without molestation. The
dawn had not yet appeared; and each of us,
crouching with an ear to the ground, listened for
the slightest noise indicating human existence.
Seeing us thus, one might have taken us for
bandits ; and indeed there was something of the
freebooter, of “Diana’s foresters,” of ““ gentlemen of
the shade,” in the work we had in hand. But
war is war, and he wages it best who most
injures his foe. Our first column having ad-
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vanced too much to the right, two companies
were sent as soon as day broke to surprise some
Kabyle huts in the mneighbourhood. Their
inmates were just beginning to stir out, and
one of them holding a torch in his hand, found
himself suddenly face to face with ome of our
soldiers. It is impossible to describe his dismay ;
the torch fell from his hand, he remained motion-
less, with open mouth and hanging arms. At
last he cried out ‘ Rowmi! Roumi! Roumi!”*
At this cry women, men, children rushed forward
precipitately péle méle, flying towards a wooded
ravine on the left of their huts. But their re-
treat was cut off, and all their cattle fell into our
hands.

‘We should only have had to congratulate our-
selveson the eventsof this day, which besideshaicks
and bournous, of which ourmen stood in greatneed,
had supplied us with meat in abundance, if we had
not had to deplore the loss of M. Ouzarmeau, who
was shot by a Kabyle. His tomb is beside that
of Colonel Charpenay. M. Ouzarmeau is the first
officer we have lost at Medeah ; God grant that
he may be the last ! '

- * Roums, foreigners—a corruption of the Latin word
Romans.
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Bon jour, Bon an! a happy new year is the
salutation all exchange with all this morning, for
this is new year’s day, the great holiday of chil-
dren, and the great bore of adults and aged
persons. But bore, or pleasure, it is a family
fete day, and here, far from our families, we can-
not but think of them. Are those we love even
alive? For nearly two months we have had no
news.

At daybreak at six-o’clock, the orderly of
Colonel Cavaignac came to inform him that Ser-
geant Stanislas wished to speak to him. ¢ What
can he want with me ?”” said the Colonel ;  but
show him in.”

¢ Colonel, I have come to give you news from
Algiers, and to ask your forgiveness.”

The Colonel then recollected that Stanislas, in
consequence of a wound, had remained with the
depot at Algiers, He was a brave non-commis-
sioned officer, energetio, but hot-headed, who, a
few months before, had gained a cross by his
brilliant conduct in action. He had afterwards,
for I know not what offence, been condemned to
the Salle de Police. * An under officer, decorated,
in the Salle de Police !” said he to himself, ¢is dis-
honoured; I will not go there.”” And to
avoid this, Stanislas had found no other means
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than that of joining the battalions engaged in the
field. Behold him then on his road, alone,
without arms, in the uniform of a Zouave, stick in
hand, traversing all the Sahil, the plain, the moun-
tain range, and finally reaching Medeah. He ran
a thousand risks of perishing. But what mat-
tered that? He had left his cross at Algiers,
that if killed, it might not be a trophy for the
Arabs. “My head; bah!” said he, *“they may
take that if they can ; but as for my cross, that is
another matter.”

The cold and the rain puts the endurance of
our Zouaves to a very severe test ; the ground has
been for many days covered with snow two feet
deep. But on the 16th, we are to make another
razzia. The Iman of Medeah, one of the priso-
ners of our last sortie, is to be our guide. The
offer of this service has come from himself, and
the following conversation on the occasion took
place between him and Colonel Cavaignac.

“You have offered to be our guide,” said the
Colonel ; “ are you still of the same mind ?”

“Yes; and I am ready to start.”

“But perhaps you fear I should be displeased
at your changing your intention, and dare not
avow your repugnance to this service? ”
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T fear nothing, and am disposed to abide by
my promise and my offer.”

¢ Reflect before you decide finally; forget that
you are my prisoner, and that I am governor of
Medeah.” 3

“There is no need of forgetting; I am quite
ready to be your guide.”

¢ Imagine that you are on the mountain as
free as a bird, and that I am shut up in the
city.”

“No need of all that, I am ready.”

“ But reflect ; many of your countrymen may be
killed in this expedition, and that you may re-
proach yourself with it afterwards, and even
suffer from remorse.

“No matter, I am ready.”

“You may be recognised by your people
ponder well what you are about.”

“ No matter, I will go.”

“Consider also, keep the conviction uppermost
in your mind, that if you attempt to deceive me,
you will not have an hour to live.”

“Put me to the test.”

‘Then you are quite determined ?”

143 Yes.”

“ What reward do you demand if we should
succeed ? 7’
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¢ Liberty for a day to fetch two of my chil-
dren whom I want here.”

“ Do you want anything now ? ”

“Yes; a pair of shoes to cross the mountain,
and a Zouave capuchin, that I may not be taken
for an enemy, and killed by your soldiers.”

“ @ood ; get ready.”

% Good day.”

An hour afterwards the Colonel assembled all
the officers at his own quarters. He communi-
cated to them his project, and gave them their
instructions. The force was to be divided into
two columns, one of reserve, commanded by the
Colonel himself; and the other destined to exe-
cute the razzia under the orders of Commandant
Leflo. At two o’clock in the morning the party
was to be under arms, and on their route imme-
diately afterwards. Before their departure, the
following instructions were given to the officers
commanding companies, composing the first
column.

Absolute silence.

Coughs to be smothered in the folds of a
turban. '

No pipes.

Shots on the march not to be returned ; silence
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to be more strictly kept in case any should b
heard, and pace quickened. |

The first object—to take prisoners ; kill only at
the last extremity.

After prisoners, the capture of cattle is most
important.

The razzia succeeded beyond all hope. It
seemed for a moment, however, to have failed.
Our guide either lost his way, or deceived, us.
Just as we were about to shoot him for his mis-
take or rather for his treason, we fell upon a
peopled district; and thanks to the measures
taken by our commandant, we made, despite our
small number, considerable captures. At eight
o’clock in the morning we rejoined the Colonel,
bringing with us thirty-four prisoners, a hundred
and seventeen oxen, ten horses, mules, thirty
asses, and fifteen hundred sheep and goats, having
killed besides about twenty Arabs. There was
abundance for three months. Joy was on all faces,
and our ordinary dinner became a festival. By
order of the Colonel, twenty sheep were distributed
to each company ; to each officer were given two
milch goats; and the non-commissioned officers of
every company received a like present.

After this expedition our troops resumed their
habitual occupations. The Kabyles seemed for
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a moment inclined to attack us, but in spite of the
blows of the Berkani horsemen driving them on,
but few insignificant exchanges of shots took
place. On the other hand, the frost and snow
recommenced in earnest. At last the thaw came ;
it wastime, for our cattle were at the last extremity.

On the 30th, the Kabyles reappeared, driven on
by the cavaliers; the next day the firing was very
sharp ; it lasted about an hour ; parleys then took
place, at several points at the same time.

A band of cavaliers remarkable for their fine
horses and white cloaks, approached a redoubt and
asked for news of the prisoners, especially of
one named Ben-Abbes, whom they wished to see.

¢ Come and see him in the town : you will be
well received and free to return afterwards.”

“ We wish to see him here.”

“In that case, if you do not vanish instantly,
our guns will open upon you.”

And two minutes afterwards a bomb burst near
them, and they galloped off at full speed. Not
far off, a Kabyle, who had laid down his gun,
approached one of our sentries, and the following
conversation ensued. .

“ Put down your gun also, and come to me.’

“So! But have you no pistol concealed about
you ?”
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“No, I swear I have not, I am a true man;
shame upon him who breaks his word.”

“What do you come here for? Why do you
not remain peaceably at home to cultivate your
fields, and tend your flocks ? ”’

- %1 canmnot; the soldiers of Abd-el-Kader force
me to fight with you.”

“But why do they not come themselves? Are
they women or cowards ? ”’

* ¢ Certainly they are stronger than we are.”

“ Why then do you not yield, and come with
your wives and flocks ; we will give you land and
will protect you.”

- “Yes, and afterwards you will return to Algiers,
and abandon us to the Emir, who will kill our
children and carry off our wives.”

“Why do you not, then, get protection from his
soldiers ? 7

“ His soldiers are like an old lock, which cannot
shut the door and leaves the house open.”

At this moment the comrades of the Kabyle
called him away. He caught up his gun and
returned to the battle. In other places, after the
manner of Homer’s heroes, the combatants
insulted each other in grand style. These
people do not seem much disposed to fight ; never-
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theless one of them came forward to day, twisting
his firelock fantastically about and above his head
like & man resolved to do valiantly. One of our
soldiers threw himself before him, advanced fifty
paces, and fired. “ Ah!” groaned out the Kabyle,
falling to the ground, “I am killed,” and his gun
fell from his hands. We thought he was hit,
and said to the Zouave, “Run up and disarm him.”
But he, scratching his ear, replied : “ That animal
there has played me a trick, I have not hit him.
Ah rogue! rogue! found out ! found out!” And
he reloaded his piece without stirring. The
cunning Kabyle then rose up, seized his firelock,
fired in his turn, and ran off laughing heartily.
These little combats amused us a good deal.
But on the 4th of February we were all thrown
into great agitation. Towards the close of the
day, numerous fires were perceived at about two
leagues from the city, on the road of Milianah.
The garrison ran to the ramparts. Doubtless it
is the column that has revictualed Milianah! it
has come to visit us on its return! The joy of the
passenger after a long sea voyage, when land first
comes in sight, is nothing to what ours was. In
all the streets, there was only one cry:—¢The
Column ! the Column!” and a Zouave near me
Teplied to ome of his comrades, ¢ Silence: you
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make me tremble for fear it should mot be true.”
Those alone who know what isolation is, can know
what we felt. God grant that we may at last
receive letters and news!

Alag! the fires were not those of a French
column, but of a battalion of El Berkani.

On the 5th of February, at the break of day,
the Cavaliers and the Kabyles fired several shots
at our advanced posts. The attack shortly after
became livelier, and it was evident that in the
course of the day a serious engagement would
take place. At nine o’clock, all soldiers fit for
the field were under arms, and we marched upon
the enemy. Numerous contingent Kabyles, and
a regularbattalion, well ambushed and well posted,
were before us. The action that ensued was ex-
tremely sharp, and if a second regular battalion,
hitherto concealed, had delayed a few moments its
movement to cut off our rear guard, we might
have lost many men; but our little battalions
facing the enemy in every direction, maintained
their superiority, and a few heavy discharges of
musketry soon dispersed them, not, however,
before many had beenkilled. We also lost a few,
and had about twenty wounded. Whilst we were
fighting, a telegraphic dispatch announced the
departure of Marshal Valée, and the appointment
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of Marshal Bugeaud as his successor ; the govern-
ment being in the meantime carried on by
General Galbois. The name of General Bugeaud
inspires confidence ; the future will show whether
he deserves it. Up to the 13th of February,
nothing new. A few parleys for the exchange of
prisoners, a few talks with the Arabs, but nothing
decisive, nothing important. On the 13th,
another important dispatch made known the
departure of a courier from Algiers, bringing a
letter to Medeah—the arrival of General Bugeaud,
and his determination to carry on the war with
redoubled vigourin April, and finally that Europe
enjoys peace. This dispatch, placarded immediately
on the Place d’Armes, and transmitted to all the
posts, stirs up a general enthusiasm. Every
one is proud now of his fatigues and sufferings,
since he feels confident they will not be in vain.
In the evening, all the officers met at the
Colonel’s. It was quite like a family féte.

Being told this morning that to-day is Mards
Gras (Shrove Tuesday), we all thought it incum-
bent on us to laugh and be gay. But, alas! we
are told at the same time that there is no more
tobacco. Of all privations this may appear the
lightest ; nevertheless it is the one most felt by
soldiers. Some tried to satisfy their want by
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smoking the dried leaves of the vine and the
fenel ; and among our Arabs many smoked hemp
which they had carefully preserved, in pipes of
about the size of a thimble.

Letters have at last reached us, and French
journals. The whole garrison seems seized with
vertigo. All are chatting and commenting on the
news. Asfor me, I have not closed an eye the
whole night; I have not yet recovered from my
emotion. Joy is on all sides, and on all sides
hope. The death of our two last couriers, which
we have just learnt, has not discouraged our
Arabs. Three men are to start this evening for
Blidah ; one Kabyle of the country named Hamed,
and two Zouaves, who have just brought us our
letters. Their departure was a solemn one. One
of the two Zouaves, just as he was leaving the Colo-
nel’s, having his gun alreadyin his hand, took a
piece of bread, cut it in four, and giving a bit to
the interpreter, who accompanied them to the
door, and a bit to each of his two comrades,
¢ Moussa ” (Moses), said he to the interpreter,
¢ T make you witness of the equal division I have
made of this bread ; let each of us eat it, and
may it become poison to him who has anything
in his head he dares not avow.” Then passing
his hand over the fire, ¢“May fire, air, and water,
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suddenly destroy him who has a thought of be-
traying his comrades.” Thereupon each stretched
out his hand to the others, and swearing to stand
by each other or die together, they left the
apartment.

The Kabyle Hamed, one of the couriers, was
well known to us at Bouffarik. This lad has a fine,
frank, laughing countenance, and a good character;
but having got a taste for brandy, he prefers the
life of Algiers to any other. There, indeed,
anisette, women, and music, all night long, are to
be had at little cost. Having had experience of
this, the recollection of Algiers haunted him on
his return to his mountains, and he one day ven-
tured to propose to his wife that he should take
refuge at Blidah among the French. His wife in
alarm denounced him to the chief of the tribe, and
Hamed was seized, flogged, robbed of all his for-
tune—a few sheep and a cow—whilst his wife was
taken from him and given to another. Poor and
abandoned Hamed came over to us, first to satisfy a
sentiment of vengeance, and then to make his for-
tune—that is, to gain, at the peril of his life, as
promptly as possible, a thousand francs. As soon as
he has amassed this sum, it is his purpose to carry
‘off a mistress he has his eye upon in a neighbour-
ing tribe, and then to establish himself with her

VOL. I. : L
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at Blidah. This mistress, more loving and
devoted than his legitimate wife, has consented to
follow him. At each journey Hamed calls on
her, and gives her a silk handkerchief, or some
such little present. In return, he gets eggs,
cakes, and above all, caresses, which never fall .
short. He then returns happy, confident, and
ready to recommence his adventurous courses.
But he always adds a condition: that we will
never ask him to pass over the mountain by
night. Why? For this reason:

The hill of Mouzaia was the theatre of the
principal operations of the campaigns of last year.
Many fell there, and the roads on the north and
on the south, and even the smallest ravines which
adjoin the mountain, are full of bodies horribly

- shrivelled and distorted by the sun, and atrociously

mutilated. This shocking spectacle, 8o revolting
to all, has acted with extraordinary force on
the Arab imagination. A legend is current
among the natives that these unburied dead can
find no mercy with God on account of their
mutilation, and that they assemble every night on
the top of the mountain to groan and weep
together. An unfortunate Arab passing there
a short time before, heard the lamentations of
these desolate skeletons. Fear drove him mad,
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but in a lucid interval he told how that, for more
than an hour, he had been pursued by their groans.
In vain he fled; every bush uttered a sigh orasob;
at last he lost his senses, and was found in the
morning stretched senseless on the ground by the
wood of Olives. This story has gained a fixed belief
through the country,and hence Hamed’sstipulation,
that heshall never be asked to crossthe hill by night.

About a month ago two European deserters
arrived here ; the one from the Zephyrs, and the
other from the foreign legion. The name of the
latter is Glockner. He is a Bavarian, the son of
an old commissariat in the service of France, and
the nephew of one of the most distinguished mili-
tary men of Bavaria. His history is almost a
romance. He was first a student in the school of
cadets of Munich ; in consequence of some pranks
he was sent thence into a regiment of light horse.
His ardent imagination, and his love of adventures,
soon, however, drew him into new troubles, and
he deserted, and went over to the service of
France. Being coldly received, as all deserters
are, he was enrolled in the foreign legion. On
his arrival in Africa his reception was still worse,
and one fine morning, attracted no doubt by a
desire to explore the unknown—the will-o’-the-
wisp of his existence,—he passed over to the

L2
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Arabs. With them he remained three years.
Carried off afterwards by the Kabyles, he was sold
in one of the markets of the interior to a chief of
the tribe of Beni-Moussa. After the lapse of a
year he contrived to escape from the tent of his
‘master, and started off, barefooted, a rug on his
shoulders, a camel’s halter by way of a turban
round his head, and a pilgrim’s staff in his hand,
towards the south, wherever that direction might
lead him. In this way he advanced as far as the
desert, stopping every evening among some new
tribe, announcing himself by the habitual salu-
tation of the Musselman, ““ Ho! master of the
Douar! here is a guest from God !” In this cha-
racter he was always well received, was sure of
food and shelter, and went away the next morn-
ing without cver being asked ‘ Whence come
you?” or, “ Where are you going ?”’ That con-
cerned nobody, and nobody inquired about it.
Following his destiny, Glockner traversed a part
of the Sahara, and reached the city of Tedjini-Ain
Mhadi ; thence he procecded to Boghar, Taza,
Tekedempt, Mascara, Medeah, and Milianah.
Being subsequently compulsively enrolled among
the regulars of El-Berkani, he took part in the
two campaigns of 1839 and 1840. He was deco-
rated by Abd-el-Kader for a wound he reccived
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on the 31st December, 1839 ; and thus, having
wandered far, he returned to us like the prodigal
son, groaning over his follies, and praying to be
received as a common French soldier. 'When any
one spoke to him of returning to the legion,
“QOh, no,” said he, “send me not back to the
legion, I pray: let me enter a French regiment,
or be enrolled among your Zouaves, whosc name
is known all over Europe. You will be content
with me I am sure.” He is now on the muster
roll of that regiment, as a native, under the name
of Joussef. He is but twenty-one years of age,
as fresh as a child, as timid as a young girl, and
altogether marvellously simple both in manners
and speech.*

* The close of the history of Glockner is worthy of its com-
mencement. Among the Zouaves his conduct was admirable.
In every action at which he was present he deserved honour-
able mention of his name. He first became corporal, after-
wards sergeant, and was sent to Tlemcen when the 3rd
battalion was forming. Recommended by Colonel Cavaignac
to General Bedeau, he rendered great service by his intelli-
gence, and by his knowledge of the Arab language. His
father, who had been written to in Bavaria, had confirmed the
truth of his story. He was now in prosperous circumstances,
and treated with great consideration by every one, when one
fine day he decamped with a political prisoner just set at
liberty, and betook himself to Morocco. He sojourned there
a long time. He was at last discovered at Tangiers and sen
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'We are on the tiptoe of expectation. The city
has an unaccustomed look ; a festive expression
is on all faces. Every one is engaged in collect-
ing together his little all, especially the Zouaves,
who, like the Greek philosopher, are ready to
carry all their worldly possessions away on their
backs; the meaning of all which is, that a tele-
graphic dispatch has announced the speedy arrival
of General Bugeaud, the end of our exile, and
. our return to human life.

On the 3rd of April, after five months of
isolation, we again rejoined our friends and com-
rades. General Bugeaud, reviewing our ranks,
and noticing the energetic attitude of our soldiers,
charged Colonel Cavaignac to thank wus, in the
name of the army, for the new proofs given of
Zouave courage and devotion. The greater part
of this praise is well due to Colonel Cavaignac,
for in the firmness of his conduct, his noble
example, and his paternal encomragement, we
found our most powerful support.

as a deserter by our Consul back to thearmy. He would have
been tried by a court martial, had he not, in consideration of
his former services, been allowed to plead his adopted charac-
ter of Arab. His mania for travelling is really extraordinary;
he never sees, he declares, an unknown place, without a pas-
sion to explore it taking possession of him. .
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‘Our trumpets have sounded the march, and
our battalions are in movement to resume their
place in the column, where one can still speak of
nothing but the wound General Changarnier
received two days ago. The regulars had had
rather a sharp engagement with our troops near
the Olive wood. The horse of the Commandant
Latour Dupin had just been killed. A second after-
wards, when General Changarnier was explaining
a movement to one of his officers, he was struck
by a ball just under the shoulder. He owes
his life to a thick Tunis cape (caban), which
deadened the force of the shot. The face of
Doctor Ciccaldi when on the news of this wound
he hastened to the General, was, I am told,
curious to behold. The General had dismounted
under a large olive tree. ¢ Well, doctor, tell me
your opinion, and put on your dressings quick,
for the affair still continues, and I have orders to-
give.” The doctor tried to hide his anxiety,
though his face fully expressed it; he sounded,
however, the wound, and no sooner had he done
so, than a frank honest’ smile succeeded the
fictitious one he had been endeavouring to assume.,
“ General, it is nothing,” he exclaimed quite
joyously ; ¢ the bone is not touched, and in two
months you may be on horseback.” ¢ I shall be
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there, I hope, my dear sir, sooner than that.” And
the wound being dressed and the doctor thanked,
the Gencral remounted his horse, and gave his
last orders with his habitual sang fivid and
energy.

His reception of us is full of cordiality. He
hopes that we shall be recompensed for all that
we have gone through for five months, by brilliant
combats yet in store for us. It is impossible to
describe our emotions; there is a confusion of
news, of questions, and of answers; we know as
yet nothing; we have every thing to learn. - In
the evening we felt as much fatigued as if we
~ had had a long march.

This morning, just after the reveillie, whilst the
53rd were taking up their quarters at Medeah,
the head of our column was moving in the
direction of the hill. In two days we shall be at
Blidah. _

Here I am in a little room, quitc astonished at
not seeing the rain fall through the roof—in a
house so solidly built, that it may set storms at
defiance. 'Whilst endeavouring to gather up my
souvenirs, I hear all around me the songs and
loud hoarse laughs of those unshipped Corsairs,
our Zouaves. All their back pay has been paid
up to them. For five months they have been
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without wine, without brandy, almost without
tobacco, not even having white bread to soak in
their soup ; and now three days are given them
to forget their privations, or to drown the recol-
lection of them in copious libations. Since
yesterday no reveillie, no retreat, no service ; all
the men are brothers. They embrace cach other
and roll together under tables, where in a single
repast they will probably spend the forced savings
of a whole winter. The day after to-morrow,
inexorable discipline will resume its sway ; cvery
one will forget the licence he now enjoys, and in
a week’s time, our equipments being repaired, we
shall be soon ready for new cxpeditions already
announced to us.
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THE CAID OSMAN.
IV.

“Ir is with grief,”” says Montaigne, * as with
stones, which receive colours brighter or duller,
according to the leaves on which they may have
lain, for it only holds as much place in us as we
give it.”” The African army has proved the
truth of these words. It has gone through the
severest trials without blenching, supporting
sometimes unheard of fatigues, without glory;
at others, overcoming great dangers by matchless
intrepidity. But if the fortitude and endurance
of this noble infantry are to be praised, how many
times too has the cavalry shown itself, by its
courageous impulses, the worthy inheritor of
French impetuosity.

Two elements in the African cavalry unite to
give success to our arms: the French element,
and the Arab element, the Spahi, and the Chasseur.
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Those fine soldiers in blue jackets could not,
- despite their courage, have executed alone those
bold coups de main, which have gained them so
much renown. To drive the Indian from the
forests of America, the Indian was necessary ;
and the Arab in Africa is necessary to confront
the Arab. To the arm that strikes, the eye that
discovers and guides is essential. In this neces-
sity the Spahi corps originated. Money drew
the Arab cavaliers to us at first. Their discipline
was less severe than ours, and all their uni-
form consisted in a red bournous and bannerole,
ever ready to be lifted up at the slightest sign
from their chief. In his Arab character, the
Spahi could execute any mission without exciting
suspicion, and might be alternately courier, guide,
tracker, or scout. A few officers and non-com-
missioned officers were appointed over these
native cavaliers, and some Europeans admitted
into their ranks. Thus composed, this troop has
often rendered great services. ‘“ A refuge of out-
casts” they have been called ; and in truth many
who could hardly have supported the rigour of
French discipline, found an asylum among them.
Strange characters might be encountered in their
ranks: adventurers, whose lives resembled stories
of past times torn out of some old book.
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Here to-day, there to-morrow, the soldier’sdestiny
depends on the will of his chief. Let an order be
given, and he is separated for long years from
those whom he has been in the habit of seeing
every day. This was the history of our squadron.
The Zouaves, our friends of Haut Riou, were far
away when we were beating up the country with
the Spahis of Mascara.

In this squadron the singular personalities just
spoken of were not wanting. Two particularly
are worthy of notice. =~ The first, Maréchal de
Logis Alfred Siquot was a man very singularly
original, belonging to a good family; the name
of the other was Mohamed-Ould-Caid-Osman ; he
had the rank of a native officer. They were both
equally courageous, but on every other point
entirely different. Siquot, par ezcellence, was a
humourist, in the sense which the English give
to that word. His grave air and quiet humour
procured him the soubriquet of jovial. His love
of solitude and of action, of any-how existence,
-and adventures, had attached him to a soldier-
ing life. Siquot, however, wore no veil; every
one might know every thing about him. As for
Mohamed-Ould-Caid-Osman, this Arab name hid
a Prussian, and a life full of agitation, of duels,
adventures, condemnations to death, and hangings
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in effigy. Well informed and highly intelligent,
there was in his abrupt manners a seeming frank-
ness very attractive, and the bravery for which
he was renowned, gained him the respect of all.
On the whole, he was the true type of a soldier
of fortune —a lansquenet of past times. His
‘double-barrelled gun, as much feared by Arabs as
by partridges, his dog Tom, and his valiant horse,
were in the field his only friends. In garrison,
a fourth affection found a place in his hecart: a
little Spanish girl, who never opened her mouth,
and was as devoted to him as his dog. Tom, the
Chika (the girl’s name), and the Caid, then made
but one; they lived, laughed, and wept together.
Occasionally, howcver, the Maréchal de Logis
Siquot would smoke his pipe with the three
friends.

The African life of the Caid was well known,
and stories of its many moving accidents often
enlivened the long dullness of our bivouac days.
On two different occasions he had been seen at
Algiers, but under very different circumstances.
The first time he was in all his splendour, travel-
ing with prince Puckler Muskau, who specaks of
him in his letters, designating him, however, only
by initials. The sccond time in 1840, he carried
the knapsack of a foot soldier, and was marching
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towards Mount Mouzaia, in the ranks of the
foreign legion. Now it is one of the great laws
of nature, from which no one is exempt, that when
the foot touches the earth, it is impossible to
advance without a regular movement of the legs.
But this necessity sovereignly displeased the
Caid. In brief, the life of a foot soldier was by
no means to his taste. So after a campaign,
which was so severe that out of a hundred men
only twenty-five remained in the company to
which he belonged, the Caid got himself ex-
changed, and left the legion.

Behold him again free, and ready to take to the
highways of new adventures. But if such had
been his intention, it soon appeared that he had
counted without love, without a passion which
lasted him six months, from Moor to German.
Half way along the coast of Mustapha, there is a
neat little white house embedded in verdure, which
commands a view of the bay of Algiers and all
its splendours. The Armida of this charming spot
was named Aicha, and never has eastern poet
dreamed of a creature more enchanting. Isit to
be wondered at then, that in this bower, six
months were passed by our Lansquenet in peace,
quiet, and repose. Every morning the smiling
young damsel would come and sit at his knees;
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whilst on a little Arab table, in the midst of per-
fumes and flowers, Osman wrote the life of a
Protestant missionary, whom he had encountered
in the one single grave episodical interval of his
vagrant life.*

Aicha had already begun to pronounce some
German words ; two months more and she would
certainly have been quite a German, but alas! the
Prussian’s love was less constant than the Arab’s,for
one fine morning a steamboat carried off Cewsar and
his fortunes : that is to say Osman, a gun, and a
letter of recommendation, forgotten for two years,
for General Lamoriciere, whom he had known as
a major in the Zouave corps.

The province of Oran in 1841, was far from
being subdued. Fora bold heart and a good arm,
there were many opportunities of distinction. I
must add, too, that Mohamed-Ould-Caid-Osman
enrolled in this name among the Spahis, and
Siquot, who engaged himself at the same time,

* This missionary, originally a Jew, had turned Calvinist
at Bale, then Anglican, and finally a missionary with a very
decont salary. He carried on a great traffic in Bibles, which
he sold to Tunis merchants. The leaves of this sacred book
thus served to wrap up Musselman bufter and soap. The
book of the Caid, published at Carlsruhe, made a mnoise. It
was prohibited, and thanks to the prohibition, its success was
immense.
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were equal to their fortunes. A little time after
joining, Siquot was wounded, and the Caid had
his horse killed; both were exempt from duty.
Tllustrious heroes and unknown celebrities are
sure to provoke envy. If not, ask the Maréchal
de Logis Froidefond, the old grumbler,what made
him say to the Caid, that he was fit for nothing
but to polish his nails. On their return to
Mascara, Maréchal and the Caid, in consequence
of this pert remark, fought at twelve paces.
Froidefond fired first, the Caid fell, and the seconds
were hastening to his assistance, when, waiving
them aside, ‘“Stop,” said he, “it is my turn to
fire ;” and, raising himself on -his elbow, he
stretched his antagonist dead in a second. The
Caid was then carried bleeding to the hospital,
where he found Siquot, who was getting well.
Hearing of his wound, the Chica, who had, with-
out knowing why, identified herself with his
existence, as dogs often attach themselves to a
regiment, ran to the hospital to tend him, and
three months afterwards he was on his legs again.

The Caid had just become convalescent, when
in 1843, the squadrons of the 4th Chasseurs, pre~
ceded by trumpeters and headed by their colonel,
entered Mascara, escorting Marshal Bugeaud.
Abd-cl-Kader had at this time established his
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centre of operations in the south of Mascara. The.
woods which separate the Tell* from the Sersous,
were the principal refuge for his regular battalions
who lived on acorns, and the plunder of the neigh-
bouring tribes. General Lamoriciére and General
Tempoure, however, did not allow them much
rest. But being fatigued by continual forays,
the provincial cavalry—numerically far too weak—
had need of several months repose to be in an
effective state. General Lamoriciére made conse-
quently every effort to obtain the five squadrons
of the 4th from Marshal Bugeaud, but the
marshal gave a deaf ear to all his representations.
Deserters from the regulars, bringing news of
the Emir, came over to us nearly every day about
this time; but all their "information appeared in-
sufficient, till a Spaniard was brought in one
evening to Captain Charras, the chief of the Arab
bureau of Mascara. The bold black eye, and
expressive features of this man, denoted intelligence
and firmness. He gave us the precisest details,
and confirmed all the news we had had from other
% Tho Z¢ll—Tellus of the Romans—is a tract of our African
possessions remarkable for its fertility in the production of
grain. TUnder the name of Sersous, is designated vast undula-
tions of land, renowned for their pasturage. The Sersous,

inhabited by roving tribes and their flocks, separates the Tell
from the Sahara.

VOL. L M
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quarters. Before we broke up our sitting, he was
oonducted to the Marshal, who questioned him
himself. An hour afterwards the 4th Chasseurs
were granted, and the Marshal decided upon a Aunt
of the regular battalions, the command of which
had just been taken by Sidi-Embarek, the ancient
and celebrated Khalifat of Milianah. :

To General Tempoure this enterprise was com-
mitted. He had under his command two battalions
of infantry, four hundred and fifty cavalry, fifty
Bpahis, Caid Osman and Siquot being of the num-
ber, and some irregular cavalry, with the chief of
the Arab bureau, Captain Charras. As soon as we
were on our march southward, Marshal Bugeaud
and General Lamoriciére betook themselves to
Oran, where important interests demanded their
presence.

If the Monsteur did not testify to its truth, if all
did not agree in the same account, the recital of
this march would appear a fable. The cavalry
and infantry marched three days and three nights
almost incessantly. In the morning we rested
for an hour and a half, and in the evening from
six o’clock till midnight. From the day when we
discovered traces of the enemy, the drum was not
once beaten ; we followed their track, as the dog
follows scent. Thirty Spahis preceded the column
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with troopers of the Arab bureau, -who read the
earth during the night. What emotions we
experienced on arriving at the first Arab bivouac!
Its fires were not yet out; the enemy, whom we
lost not a moment in following, had only left it
on the same morning. After two nights and
two days, our scouts, who scoured the country
all round the column, captured two men of
the Djaffras,* who refused to speak, till a
musket pointed at their heads untied their
tongues, when they told us that on the previous
evening the regulars had been at Taouira; so we
knew we were on the right road, and could not
fail in coming up with them. The column on re-
eeiving this intelligence again resumed its march,
preceded as usual by the Spahis. At times there
were violent gusts of wind, and the rain fell in
torrents; a moment afterwards the moon would
light up the narrow path which wound along the
hills, across the rocks, and through tangled bushes
of thyme and juniper. Nota pipe was lighted,
the silence was complete, or interrupted only by a
fall, when a soldier, overcome by sleep even whilst
marching, stumbled against some obstacle in his
way. Some even of our strongest men yielded so

* A fribe of the oouni_:ry.
M 2
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far to fatigue. The guides alone had their eyes
always on the alert. At last the day appeared;
a light smoke was seen. Alas! it was but a
deception; the enemy’s fires were burning out;
the regulars had departed. Hope, which had
hitherto sustained the strength of the soldiers,
suddenly abandoned them, and nothing was heard
but complaints and grumblings against the
General. A halt being called in a hollow ground,
whilst the soldiers were, in a scrambling manner,
appeasing their hunger, the beaters of the country
announced that quite fresh traces of the enemy’s
battalion, even of the night itself, had been dis-
covered. General Tempoure hesitated for a
second, but only for a second, and the order for
continuing the pursuit was given. An unusual
murmur then arose in the bivouac. “He is
leading us all to be slaughtered,” cried the
soldiers; ‘for seventy hours we have had but a
few moments rest.” Nevertheless, their obedience
was prompt. After an hour, the traces diverged
to the south, where there was no certainty of
finding water. We pushed on notwithstanding;
the traces became fresher and fresher ; here was
an aebandoned horse, and a little further a
donkey. ‘We have them at last, the robbers,”
said the soldiers, and they recovered all their
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alacrity.  Finally, towards eleven o’clock, whilst
the column was passing through a deep ravine,
the guides perceived a thick smoke behind a hill.
This time the enemy was really there. All
fatigue disappeared, as if by magic, and in a se-
cond, at the Geeneral’s order, cloaks were rolled up,
primings refreshed, girths tightened, the troops
drawn out in battle array, and all was ready.
Three hundred infantry were to support three
columns of cavalry, the centre being com-
manded by Colonel Tartas of the 4th. Just as
the movement was beginning a musket shot was
heard. One of our guides had surprised a vidette.
At this moment an Arab galloped up the hill
brandishing his burnous, whilst the drums of
the regulars were beating the general. A
thrill ran through our ranks. The cavalry ad-
vanced at a trot. The infantry, forgetting its
forced marches, followed at double quick,
and from the top of the hill one might see
the two regular battalions, unable to reach the
opposite crest, pause in the middle of the plain.
The cavalry, from a trot, drawing their sabres,
broke into a gallop. . A discharge of musketry
from the enemy brought some down, but nothing
could arrest the avalanche; every obstacle was
swept before the sabres of the chasseurs, and the
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alone, whose white vestments, with the splendid
caparison of his horse, pointed him out as a chief, .
moved slowly along the wall of rocks. The
Maréchal de Logis Siquot, a brigadier of chasseurs,
and Captain Cassaignolles, followed him. The
ground here was very heavy, and full of impedis
ments. Laboylaye, the brigadier of chasseurs,
was the first to come up. As the head of his
horse touched the crupper of the Arab’s, the
cavalier turned calmly round, took his aim, and
shot him dead. At this moment Siquot arrived,
and having wounded the Arab, was shot through
the left arm by a pistol ball, which killed after-
wards Captain Cassaignolle’s horse on the slope of
a hilt a little lower down. The superb horseman
then having raised himself upright in his stirrupsy
and struck Siquot with the butt of his massivé
pistol on the head, received at the moment a ball
right through his heart from Brigadier Gerard of
the Chasseurs, who had just reached the spot. The
horse of the chief had received a wound in the
shoulder, which alone prevented the noble animal
from carrying his master safe out of danger.
¢ Look whether this Arab be blind,” said Captain
Cassaignolles. On examination it was found that
he had-lost an eye. ¢ Then it is Sidi-Embarek;
cut his head off!” and when this operation had
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The chances of war separated us for a time
from the Caid, but I heard of Siquot’s return to
France, where, oddly enough, his Paris friends, I
am told, dubbed him with the nickname he had
acquired in Africa. As for the German Lans-
quenet, after having marked every corner of the
province of Oran with some trait of his courage,*
he was fortunate emough to escape safe and

* The Catalogue of the services of Caid Osman, which I
have accidentally hit upon, are the best comment on what I
have said of him.

Engaged at Mostaganem by General Lamomlére with the
Spehis, October 2, 1841.

Mentioned in an order of the day to the army, by Geneml
Bugeaud, as having distinguished himself in the combat of
Oued-Meoussa, 8th October, 1841. Had a horse killed under
him, ' f

Mentioned with praise in the report of Gen. Bugeaud on the
affair of Tegmaret, October 24th, 1841.

Brigadier, 24th December, 1841.

Maréchal de Logis, March 23, 1842.

Mentioned in the report of Gen. Lamoriciére for his brave
conduct. Thegighest, December 18th, 1842.

Sub-Lieutenant, 22nd March, 1842.

Mentioned in the report of Gen. Tempoure, for his dJstm-
_guished bravery in the combat of Oued-Mala, against Sidi-
Embarek, November 11th, 1843.

* Mentioned in the report of Marshal Bugeaud, as havmg
distinguished himself in the combat against the Marocains.
~ Mentioned at the battle of Isly.
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sound out of all dangers. When I saw him again
in 1846, Tom, the horse, and the Chica formed,
as formerly, all his family. Poor Chica! she had
but one object of ambition in life ; it was to wear
a silk gown! In garrison, Tom was the chief
purveyor of provisions. He and his master used
to leave home at day-break, and not return
~ till night, fatigued, but well content with a full
game bag. The Chica, after singing to herself
through her lonely day, would then lay the cloth,
and the three friends sup quietly together.

A few months later, after an absence of three
weeks, one of our squadrons, on visiting the
advanced posts, re-entered Mascara. On our way
to the Cavalry Barracks, we were a good deal sur-
prised at seeing all the officers of the garrison
assembled round the little house of the Caid ; but
when our mutual salutations and hand-shakings
were over, we learnt that the Chica, the Caid’s
companion, and the friend of all, was dead.

The poor little woman had been a good while
ill. The day before, however, she had risen from
herbed. The weather was sunny and warm, and
the air full of perfumes. ¢ Chico,” said she to the
Caid, “ give me your arm, I must look once more
at the sun.” After taking a few steps, the tears,
as she beheld the budding leaves and the beauty
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of the day, came into her eyes, and she was led
back to her arm chair. ‘Ah, Chico,” she
exclaimed, sinking into it, “I am dying,” and
without agony, without convulsion, smiling still,
with her eyes fixed upon the Caid, she expired.

Before we had moved on, the coffin was carried
out of the house; all heads were uncovered; and
we made part in the procession that followed it
to the grave.

The cemetery of Mascara is situated in the
midst of gardens. Olive plants and various other
trees of larger growth, throw a shade of inex-
pressible peace and repose over the spot. The
grave of the Chica had been hollowed under a
fig-tree. The Spahis who carried the corpse
stopped, and a circle was formed. Two soldiers
of the engineer corps took the light bier, and
lowered poor Chica into her last dwelling
place. The Caid stood at the foot of the grave.
A soldier handed him the handfull of earth ; the
rude hand of the Spahi trembled as he took i,
and when it fell upon the coffin, making that dull,
dead, mortal sound, the saddest upon earth, big
tears, half suppressed, rolled from the eyes of the
rough veteran.

From that day, Tom, whom the Chica loved,
has been the only friend of the Caid.
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THE DARHA.

THE BOU-MAZA.

¢ Health to you.”
¢ Health and prosperity.”

¢ May peace and blessing accompany your steps.”

- 'WHEN we had exhausted the interminable
formularies of Arab politeness, we took our places
on the cushions of the tent of Mustapha Ben-Dif,
the leader of fifty native -horsemen, who served
as guides and couriers to the column of Mostaga-
pem. The evening was fine, the air mild;
a light land breeze wafted perfumes from the
herbs and the flowers of the spring; the white
woollen tent kept open in front by the support of
long firelocks, gave a range to our view -as far
away as our bivouac, which was lighted up by
the blue flames of the olive-wood, and gently
hushed by the murmur of the sea against a
wooded coast, about a quarter of a league distant.
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It was here that we exchanged news with the
companions of our various expeditions.

Mustapha-Ben-Dif might be thirty-five years
of age. He was of the middle stature, broad and
large shouldered ; his restless animated features
gave him, when in repose, some resemblance
to a tiger watching its prey; on the slightest
emotion, however, his brown eyes getting black,
sparkled with sudden light, the blood rushed over
their pupils, and the wild beast of combat and
carnage woke up. Belonging to the Marghzen
race of men, soldiers always at the disposition of
any paymaster, be he Turk or Christian, Musta-
pha rendered us great services, and we always
took pleasure in questioning him about the coun-
try, and in listening to his stories of past times.
‘When therefore, in the month of April, 1845,
the Mostaganem column, twelve hundred infantry,
a battery of field pieces, and a squadron of the 4th
chasseurs were marching upon Darha, there was
joy in all our ranks on seeing Mustapha-Ben-Dif,
followed by his well-known horsemen, in company
with the chief of the Arab Bureau, the Comma)nd-‘
ant Bosquet.

We started at the time when the rains had
set in, fearing we should meet with no resist-
ance. The hunt itself, however, would give us,
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ave anticipated, abundant excitement, even if our
powder should be damaged by the wet; besides we
soldiers knew nothing of the new right—the right
of commenting on orders—with which the revo-
lution of February wished to gratify the army ; a
gratification the army, happily for France, dis-
dained to accept. General Bourjolly’s directions
for the march were merely as follows: Take
care of your horses; and if occasion should pre-
sent itself, surprise the enemy,”—the new Cheriff
Bou-Maza, of whom so many wonderful adven-
tures were related among the people.

Darah signifies in Arabic the North, and is
applied to a mountainous tract on the confines of
Oran-and Algiers, between the Cheliff and the sea,
extending from Tenes to the mouth of the river,
which, first stretching southward, then to the west,
turns at last suddenly to the north, being thus
isolated on both sides. The population of this
country, about fifty leagues long and eight broad, is
Kabyle, and the ground, remarkable for its fertility,
well cultivated. Its magnificent orchards, es-
pecially prolific in figs, furnish the principal
objects of native commerce. Protected by their
river, and rarely receiving visits from agents of
authority, the inhabitants, however, of the Darha
have another source of gain more profitable still.
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Some of them rob systematically and in bands,
whilst others, just as systematically, receive the
stolen goods. The latter inhabit, principally, a
little Arab town called Mazouna. This district
was now placed under the superintendence of the
Mostaganem and Orleansville sub-divisions, who
had it in charge to maintain order throughout the
Darha.

- The authority of the Mostaganem sub-division
extended over a tract, offering little worthy of
remark, near the mouth of the Cheliff; that of
the Orleansville detachment, on the contrary, em-
braced the most wild and turbulent populations.
The city of Tenes, on the sea coast, at the
eastern extremity of the Darha, was one of our
principal points of surveillance; and when con-
siderable operations were found necessary, the
Mostaganem, Orleansville, and Tenes subdivision,
by concerting a combined movement, could often
strike an effective blow. It was to take partin one
of these enterprises that our column was now on
the march. The object Colonel St. Arnaud had in
view was the capture of the Chief Bou-Maza, and
the restoration of tranquillity to the tribes whom
the presence of that chief had thrown into agita-
tion. 'Whilst on our route, General Bourjolly
gathered in some taxes which were in arrear, and
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a messenger to you yesterday with words of
friendship, and you answer them by treason.
My hand has struck for my protection, but your
people are more numerous than mine.”

“<¢Son of a dog, dare you speak,’ replied the
Cherif, and rising up in his stirrups, ¢ Hear all,
and let my command be obeyed! I come from
on high, and I bring the will of the Powerful.
Take this man ; let hot iron be thrust into his
flesh ; let his eyes, plucked out of their sockets,
hang by lappets of skin on his cheeks; and let
each of his limbs be broken one by one, that each
may give him separate agony.’

“Bel-Cassem was seized, I tell you; I saw it.
The fire was lighted, the iron heated, and the
flesh creaked under the red hot pincers. The
chaous was brought in, who thrust his finger
into an eye of the victim, pulled it out, and left
it hanging by a string of skin on the cheek.
The other eye underwent the same operation;
then with a yatagan each limb was broken, one
by one.

“The executioner looked at the Cherif, awaiting
his further orders. Having glutted his eyes with
the tortures of his enemy at last he spoke: ‘You
have all been witnesses of an act of justice, and let
all know that every one who serves the Christian,
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shall be punished in like manner. Torture in this
world, and death, the door to pains, in the next,
which will be eternal, will be his inevitable fate.’
Then pulling a pistol out of his belt, he broke the
head of Bel-Cassem with the butt of it, at a
single blow. Truly this man has a master's arm,
and the commandment speaks by his mouth.

T thought my last hour was come, and I was
resigning myself to the will of God, when one of
the Cherif’s people recognised me. One day,
when pursued by an enemy, I had given him an
asylum. He now recompensed me; he allowed
me to fly. I came to you at Orleansville, and
have told you all. I have letters for the soldiers
of Mostaganem, who are ahead on the march to
avenge the death of Bel-Cassem. I heard on my
way that powder had already spoken, but have
since learnt nothing.”

“He did all that!” replied Mustapha, with the
tone of a man who could not help feeling a certain
admiration, and after having reflected he added,
“ What do people say about Bou-Maza ?

¢ His name is in the mouth of all. All hearts
and hands are for him. Some say he comes from
the west, others from the east. But no one knows,
and if the blood of Bel-Cassem were not between
him and me, I should be in his service, for the

N 2
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- earth cannot produce a man of heaven, and a mes-
senger of God must come from above !’

. A smile of contempt curled the lip of Mustapha-
ben-dif, for he had been long enough among us
to be a sceptic. As he was leaving the tent the
Sbéahan stopped him, and fearing that he had
compromised himself by speaking too openly,
added, with the volubility of an Arab fallen into a
snare,

¢“He is the son. of the demon, and full of sub-
tleties ; he pretends to be from heaven to deceive
the weak-minded, but my heart is wupright.
Praise be to God, I serve those who know what
right and justice are.”

Mustapha, cutting short all thls babble, which
seemed to have no epnd, continued, without betray-
ing the slightest emotion, to collect all particulars
about the Cherif.

¢ He is young,” continued the Sbéahan; ‘“his
features are handsome, his look commanding.
His forehead is marked with a star. It is said
that prayer is constantly in his mouth; sanctity
is his companion, and veneration surrounds him.
Many have told me that for several months he
lived with a poor woman among the Ouled You-
ness.* There he passed his days in visions of the

* A Kabyle tribe on the sea coast.
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Lord. He prayed and waited. The first sign of
his power was shown on a creature of God: on a
mountain goat, who became his servant; obeying
and submitting to his slightest look. Those who
encountered him at that time called him in their
astonishment Bou-Maza (father of the goat). But
their eyes did not yet see, for the Spirit ordered
him to remain quiet. One day, however, just when
the setting sun marked the hour of prayer, the
spirit commanded him to quit his retreat. Then, say
these children of the subtle one, thunder was heard,
and, guided by the lightnings, he went to the -
tent of El-badj-Mohamed-el-Jounsi, whom, in &
voice louder than the storm, he awoke from his
sleep. [El-hadj-Mohamed rose, and saw the fire
of heaven playing about the extremity of the
intruder’s hand. 'When he spoke sparks shot out
from each of his fingers. Then he believed, and
called his people together, and the words of Bou-
Maza won all their hearts. Thus he spoke—
¢Death goes before me to strike down the enemy,
and to be a shield and buckler for my companions.
The goods of this world shall be their recompense,
and they shall inherit the joys of the next’ Buft
all did not believe. Then, say these sowers of
falsehood, a few days afterwards he undertook
a razzia, when a shot being fired at him, limpid
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water came out of the gun barrel, and fell at his
horse’s feet. The animal made a bound ; the hairs
of his tail became flames, and balls flew out by
thousands, hitting the fugitives across the rocks.
The next month he had numerous horsemen, a
chaous, a secretary, a treasurer; and his great red
flag was planted near the marabout of Si-Aissa-
Ben-Daoud. The cursed children say also, to in-
crease his renown, that a celestial prodigy happened
in this place, and this is how they tell it. When
conversing in his tent with some of his followers,
a mountaineer desired to speak with him. - He
was invited to enter. Then taking his pistol and
pointing it to Bou-Maza: ‘I am told,’ said the
Kabyle, ¢ that you proclaim yourself a messenger
of God. More rapid than a lion in your course
you are to gorge vultures with the carcases of
Christians, and that a river of blood will then wash
them into the sea, whence they came. Is this
true? If you come from above this pistol cannot
harm you. If you have lied, the ball it contains
will unmask your imposition.” Bou-Maza, rising,
then said, ¢ Let the truth be put to the proof you
have mentioned.’

 The Kabyle thereupon loaded his pistol and
pulled the trigger—in vain: the pistol was mute.
Three times the trigger was pulled, each time
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without effect. These stories are all over the
country. Many believe, and many hope.”

‘Whilst this man was still speaking, the mes-
senger of the Arab bureau came for him; his
letters were ready: he was about to start as
courier to the Orleansville column. 'We remained
alone in the tent.

“What do you think of all this, Mustapha ?*
said I.

“Nothing good. I know you foo well to doubt
of your success; but this man will give you much
trouble, for the Arab heart is tortuous. Perhaps
you may now succeed in stifling the fire; but I
don’t think you will. It may remain for a while
smouldering underneath; but considering the
times that are at hand, it will require blood to
quench it. For two years the Arabs have been at
peace, and have had abundant harvests. Repose
oppresses them, and they will join this prophet.”

“ Do you think so?” '

€« Yes'”

¢ But what can urge them to plunge into all
these wars and conflicts ? ¥

“You ought to know, for you know their
superstitions. For my part, I can hardly help
laughing when I hear them. But all have not
lived with you, and delusion is their very clothing.”
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Mustapha was right ; and when I quitted him,
crossing the bivouac, already buried in sleep, I
thought of the difficulties perpetually renewed,
which overcome to-day, were sure to spring up
under a new form to-morrow, and of our African
dominions, which seemed to rest upon a moving
sand bank, ever ready to give way under our feet,
and swallow up all our labours. We had indeed
not only to contend against the instinctive martial
propensities of the Arabs, but against their super-
stitions and the prophecies which make part of
their faith ; and these were our most formidable
foes, for in them they have the most absolute
confidence. Some of them had announced our
arrival ; others had predicted our departure and
the apparition of wonderful men to accomplish the
regeneration of the world. One of their saints,
Si-Akredar, had many years before our conquest
of Algiers, announced it in the following verses,
which were known all over the country.

¢ Their arrival is certain ; for by the power of
God, I know all the matter. The troops of the
Christians shall come from all parts. The moun-
tains and the cities shall be too narrow for us.
They shall come with their armies from all parts,
foot soldiers and horsemen ; they shall cross the
sea. .
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“They shall descend with their troops upon the
coast like a violent conflagration, like flying sparks,

‘The troops of the Christians shall come from
their own country. Certainly the kingdom which
sends them is a powerful one.

“Verily all France shall come. Thou shalt
have no repose, and thy course shall not be a
victorious one. They shall come all like a torrent
in a dark night, as a sable cloud driven by the winds.

“They shall enter by the eastern wall. :

“Thou shalt see the Christians coming all in
ships. ‘

¢ Christian churches shall rise. The thing is
certain ; and you shall see the spread of their
doctrine.

“Tf thou wilt find protection, go into the land
of Kairouan when the Christian troops advance;
for the thing is certain. And after the expedition
of the Christians against Algiers, they shall come
to Kairouan, and spread out afresh. They shall
have dominion over the Arabs by order of the
most high God ; the daughters of the land shall
submit to them.

¢ After them shall appear the powerful one of
the golden mountain. He shall reign for many:
years, according to God’s will and ordinance. On
all sides, the inhabited places shall be in agony,
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from the east to the west. Verily, if thou livest,
thou shalt see all this.”

Our arrival in the country being predicted, our
departure was equally so; and Si Aissa-el-Lag-
rhouati, another venerated saint, has confirmed the
prediction in these terms:—

“Publish, O watchman, publish what I saw
yesterday in a dream ! '

“The calamity to come is an evil which shall
surpass all imaginable evils. The eyes of mortals
have seen nothing equal to it. Man shall abandon
his own child. A Bey in subjection to Christians
shall come to us. His heart shall be hard. He
shall rise up against his master of noble birth, of
tender heart, beautiful and prudent, and just in
all his commandments. .

¢ Publish abroad ; say, retarn to your rest; he
who has come has dispersed them; they have
taken refoge behind the salt lake; they have as-
eended to the top of Kahars; the Christians have
abandoned Oran.

“The sultan shall be just and equitable; the
Arabs shall submit to him; he shall be the
destroyer of traitors, to them the exterminating
sword.”

The prophecies also distinctly point out the
person who is to accomplish these marvels. He
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is Mouley-Séa, the master of the hour. All is
described ; his name, the marks which distinguish
his person, his character, his features; and
wandering poets have kept up this belief in chant-
ing it from Douar to Douar, all over the country.
Sidi-Boukari, the great authority, the father of
the church, whose name every good Musselman
has continually in his mouth, has also in his book,
which contains solely the words of the prophet
himself, the following prophecy:

“ A man shall come after me; his name shall
be like mine, that of his father like that of my
father, and the name of his mother like that of
mine. He shall resemble me in character, though
not in the features of his face. He shall fill the
earth with justice and equity.”

Si-Lakredar is more explieit still :

“There shall come,” he says, “a Cheriff of the
race of Hassam. He shall raise himself up behind
the river, and shall destroy the Freneh with the
soldiers of the Darha.”

In these prophecies we have the reason why the
Arabs have so little belief in the duration of our
authority, and are always so ready to follow those
whq call themselves the Envoys of God. And
this is the reason, too, why all the instigators to
revolt call themselves Mohamed-ben-Abdallah, the
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name of the Prophet and that of his Father. Such
was the origin and the influence of the new Cheriff.

The day after our conversation with Mustapha-
ben-dif, the column, on leaving Ain Tetinguel, fol-
lowed a path traced by a range of hills along the
sea. After an hour’s march, having crossed a
ravine planted with firs and mountain pines to the
other side of the river, the frontier between the
Orleansville and Mostaganem subdivisions, Gene-
ral Bourjolly established his bivouac at the foot of
a cluster of mountains inhabited by the Achachas,
Ouled-Ouness, and.-the Mediounas, tribes against
which we were commencing operations. During
the whole of this day we had not seen a single
Kabyle. The highly cultivated fields, the orchards
all in bloom, were quite deserted. - The birds alone
had not abandoned the country; but solitude did
not grieve us, and our spirits were as lightas a
campaigner’s ought to be. Towards noon, however,
the soldier seeing great clouds travelling from the
west, and overspreading the sky, shook his head
very ominously, and presently the rain fell in tor-
rents. By the time the bugle had sounded a
halt, we were soaked through to the skin. The men
nevertheless were at work at once. In cutting
down wood, in pitching tents, in lighttng large
fires, and in cooking our dinners, which we had well



THE BOU-MAZA. 189

earned, all found interesting employment. But
the resting time had not yet come for the cavalry
squadron of the 4th. They had to escort the
General to a rendezvous with M. de St. Arnaud,
half way between the two camps. For two mortal
hours our horses slipped and paddled about ways
hardly passable, till we joined the Colonel, who
had arrived before us with the chief of his staff,
Captain de Courson, and with a squadron of
Spahis which Captain de Fleury had just formed
at Orleansville.

‘Whilst our chiefs were conferring about our
future operations, the escort fraternised; and nar-
ratives of our respective adventures were inter-
changed. Since the 14th of April, the day in
which they quitted Orleansville, Colonel St.
Arnaud’s division had been more fortunate than -
ours, for they had had three serious engagements,
on the 14th, with Bou-Maza in person. The red
flag of the Cheriff had had the temerity to.
stand a charge of our cavalry. “Woe worth
the day” to the Arabs, for their bodies were
left thickly strewn over the plain of the Gri, and
in the evening our troopers, though fatigued by
a march of twenty leagues, were alert enough
to bring heaps of spoil to their bivouac.
On the 17th they had lost a brave officer, Lieut.
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Beatrix, the Chief of the Arab bureau at Tenes,
who was cut off with four of his Moghrazenis,*
and killed before there was time to rescue him.
The conference was long, and seemed very
animated. Colonel St. Arnaud spoke with his
usual warmth and conviction, sometimes putting
his finger on the particular tracts of country on
the map, which were to be the theatre of our
operations, and sometimes pointing to the adjacent
districts. From the spot where we had halted
the view was indeed extensive. From it
might be seen the table land of Béle, one of
the most important strategical positions of the
whole cluster of mountains. This broad and
fertile flat rests on rocky and wooded precipices.
Ravines of very difficult access made it im-
possible to reach it, except by steep and narrow
pathways ; but this central point once attained, a
march of a few hours could bring the troops, at
the will of their General, into many different
vallies. It was on the sea coast, a glimpse of
which might just be caught on the horizon, beyond
the steeps to the left, and above the crags
and counterforts of the great mountain of Ouled

* The cavalry of Marghzen, especially attached to the service
of the police authority.
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Iouness, that the companies of the Orleans
chasseurs had had so sharp an engagement the
evening before.

“There is, nevertheless,” said Louis XTV.,
hearing that Vendéme, hardly arrived in Spain,
had re-established the ascendancy of France in
that country, “one man more.” In war indeed,
a valiant chief, seconded by brave soldiers, is
the giant Briarius of the fable, the giant of a
hundred arms, the conqueror of all dangers. The
chasseurs of Orleans were happy in having for
their leader, on the 18th, the commandant Can-
robert ;* for the rapid coup d’edl, his precise

* The commandant Canrobert was especially distinguished
for his presence of mind under the most critical circumstances,
The following trait is a good example of this. In 1848, then a
Colonel of Zouaves, he was marching to Aumale-a-Zaatcha, to
take part in the siege of that place. The cholera was deci-
mating the column on the march. It was with dificulty that
any advance could be made, and the beasts of burthen were
encumbered by the dying, when intelligence was brought that
the nomade tribes of the south were about to make an attack.
An engagement, however, was to be avoided at any cost, for
there were no transports for the wounded. In this dilemma,
the Colonel immediately made his dispositions for action, and
then, accompanied only by his interpreter, advanced to meet
the nomades, addressing them in these words: ¢ Know, all
of you, that I carry the plague with me, and if you do not
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orders, his energetic enthusiasm, and the con-
fidence with which he had long inspired all,
rescued them from very imminent dangers.
On the 18th the Orleansville column had taken
up a position towards the south of the table land
of Béle. At half-past two o’clock, Colonel St.
Arnaud ordered two reconnoisances, one under the *
orders of Commandant Canrobert, who was to
advance in a south-western direction, and in case
he should not discover the enemy, to ransack the
counterforts of Ouled-Iouness. A few Spahis as
scouts, in advance, and three hundred infantry,
formed the effective force of this little troop.
The carabines of the chasseurs had a long
range for the Kabyles at a distance, and their
bayonets would be equally effective should they
dare approach near. The Spahis sent forward as
scouts had not given any notice of having seen
the enemy. The Oued-met-Mour was alrcady
crossed. The section of the carabineers, who
formed the advanced guard, was then slightly
attacked on the right flank. All eyes twrned

allow me to pass on, I will hurl it upon you.” The Arabs,
who had for many days traced our progress by graves freshly
dug, were seized with terror, dared not attack, and allowed
the columu to proceed on their march unmolested.
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in that direction, when cries and shouts from the
narrow hollow of a wooded ravine, on the left,
resounded through the air. At the same moment
two thousand Kabyles rushed upon the chasseurs,
who, nothing daunted by this sudden onset, being
as suddenly rallied by their commandant, instantly.
attacked them; when, surprised at thisaudacity, the
enemy hesitated, and our chasseurs attained the

summit of a rocky flat, a good defensive post.
" There they were to remain till the arrival of a
reinforcement, which the discharge of musketry
would quickly bring from the camp of Bale.
To retreat, to traverse the ravine was impossible.
This would have been devoting half the troop
to death, and increasing the confidence of the
Kabyles. Riflemen therefore got into ambush,
two reserves being kept in readiness to support
them. The balls of the Kabyles fell on the flat
without effect, whilst the Orleans chasseurs,
crouching on the ground, economised their ammu-
nition, only firing when sure of their mark, so
that every shot carried death.” The commandant
was everywhere, encouraging and animating the
soldiers by inspiring words and a still more in-
spiring example. This obstinate defence, however,
irritated the Kabyles till they became furious;
when, writhing with rage, they rushed upon

VOL. L 0o
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their assailants in a man to man, hand to hand
struggle. Then came into play the bayonet
and the sweeping sabre, decimating the savages.
Our ranks were thinned too. Gilmaire and
Bommont, two brave officers, both fell. Fight
other corpses were stretched on the little flat, and
twenty more were wounded. Danger aggrandizes
all men. Sergeant Lajus seeing some chasseurs in
a difficult pass, sprang forward, rescued them, fell
wounded twice, and owed his life to the trumpeter
Danot,* whose bayonet killed three Kabyles at
his feet. Captains Esmieu, Olagnier, and Choppin,
were on every spot of danger; and chiefs and sol-
diers, confident in their own prowess, avenged
their losses in the blood of the enemy. Sud-
denly, behind the counterfort of the mountain, the

trumpet sounding the charge, and repeating the
war march of the battalion, was heard. This

* This trumpeter remained with the Orleans chasseurs.
On the 4th of December, 1851, on the day of the insur-
rection, General Canrobert had his old battalion under his
command. He sought out Danot, and wishing to get him a
decoration, took him to trumpet his orders. Having reached
the Boulevard Poissonniére, he stood by the horse of the General
at the moment when the fusillade was the sharpest; and this
fine soldier, who had escaped all the dangers of Africa, fell
struck by a French ball at the foot of his chief, two steps
from the house where his family lived.
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announced the arrival of the company of Lieu-
tenant Bonnet, supported by Lieutenant-Colonel
Claperede’s regiment of the line. The lieutenant
formed his judgment of the ground at a glanece,
and without waiting for orders, took the Kabyles,
who thought he was followed by the whole French
force, in flank. Upon this they hesitated; and
Canrobert seeing their indecision, a company took
charge of the dead and the wounded on the flat,
whilst the rest assuming the offensive, charged
with the bayonet, broke and routed the enemy,
and rejoined the reinforcement half way down
the descent. Then all returned to take up the
dead and the wounded; and on falling back upon
the camp, a last offensive movement made by
Captain Esmieu de Cargouet terminated the
combat.

At night-fall the advanced posts saw the
Kabyles kindle a great fire at their stockade, on
a spot well protected from our balls. The ruddy
flames of the pines threw a strong light over the
sinister features of the surrounding savages, and
the tam tam was beaten furiously enough to make
one’s head spin round with the noise. Our seldiers
looked on for a time without understanding what
this meant. The ferocious joy of the enemy was,
however, presently explained. The bodies of our

02
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unfortunate comrades, two of whom had been
earried off in the melde, were brought forward;
and with shouts and shrieks, having been first
hideously profaned and outrageously mutilated,
were thrown into the fire. As the human flesh
burns slowly, reddening only at first, the heads
alone took fire, and from the eyes jets of inflamed
gas shot out. This horrid spectacle filled the
soldiers with fury; and they pledged themselves
to each other to give in future no quarter to such
monsters. And may it please you, good philan-
thropists, who in soft easy chairs, by the corners
of good fires, well sheltered from cold rain and
danger, discourse so eloquently about humanity—
they were right. The soldier willingly stakes. his
life ; he knows that he wears the livery of death,
which in the day of repose is his honour and his
pride; but the idea of mutilation revolts and en-
rages him beyond bounds.

‘Whilst our Orleansville comrades were thus
recounting their adventures, the two chiefs had
terminated their conference, and had agreed
upon an expedition for that very mnight. On
arriving at the camp the necessary orders were
issued ; but just as we were about to march, an
Arab courier brought despatches to the General,
informing him that a powerful Kabyle tribe,
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the Beni-hidja, inhabiting the neighbourhood of
Tenes, had been instigated by its Caid, Mohamed-
Ben-hini, a fanatic possessing great influence, to
attack a little camp which had been established in
a valley near the city. The few Orleans chasseurs
of the 5th battalion, who guarded the encampment
had been obliged to retreat before an enemy
twenty times their number, into a block-house,
whence they could keep up a fire on the Kabyles,
but could not prevent the pillage of the camp.
The little daughter of a canteeneer had been
seized by these barbarians, torn to pieces, and her
body, bit by bit, thrown against the block-house.
The road also connecting Tenes and Orleansville
was occupied by the enemy, and it was possible
that the inswrrection might spread to the west,
from Beni-hidja to the Beni-Menacers, and to
Mitidja itself, if prompt measures were not taken
to suppress it. Colonel St. Arnaud, informing
General Bourjolly of these events, announced
his intention to march immediately to Tenes,
rendering it impossible to carry out the ex-
pedition that had been agreed upon for the
night. Counter-orders were thereupon given,
and the General medified his plan of operations.
‘We were obliged to confine ourselves to main-
taining order among the tribes of the Darha,
comprised in the subdivision of Mostaganem.
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A weoek afterwards, our column was still at the
same bivouac, on the banks of the Qued Kha-
mis, awaiting, in this stony tract—sheltered by
magnificent trees, which we felled, according as
we needed them, for firing—the termination of
the great rains, which are called torrential, from
always falling in torrents. But clouds still dark-
ened the sky, and the waters of the Oued
Khamis, turbulent, swollen, and dirty, rolled
on in increasing volume daily. Our provisions,
too, were beginning to diminish, and there was
8 fear that the great floods, the river having
widely overflowed its banks, might prevent the
convoy, which was bringing us supplies, from
reaching us. Under these circumstances the
General thought it would not be prudent to delay
passing the river any longer; and a cavalry officer,
mounted on one of the best horses of the eolumn,
was commissioned to find out the best place for
8 passege. A small escort was to accompany
him, to protect him from straggling marauders,
or to rescue him from the water in case of acci-
dent, for the enterprise had some danger in it.
Four times the poor horse swam the torrent, and
four times had to breast its way back, without
finding a favourable ford. Everywhere there
were large stones, enormous holes, and difficulties
insurmountable by infantry. As the officer
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was crossing once more, the poor adimal stumbled
against a rock, and horse and rider rolled in the -
river. Recovering themselves by a violent effort,
they reached, however, the opposite bank,
when - another attempt had to be made, for
the ford was not yet found, and the order to find
one was imperative. This time the search was
more successful ; a place was discovered where the
bed of the river was quite even; the infantry, it
is true, would have water up to their arm-pits,
but they might pass ; and our position was becom-
ing too critical to hesitate. Orders were conse-
quently given to strike the tents, and raise the
bivouac. Meantime, Mr. Berkheim, who com-
manded- the artillery, invented an apparatus by
which the soldiers, in crossing the stream,
might be much helped in struggling with its vio-
lence ; and as soon as this invention, a double
rope balustrade, as it were, had been solidly
fastened on each side of the river, the infantry
were put in movement. The men took off their
shoes, placed their cartouches ‘on the tops of
their knapsacks, and entered boldly into the
iced 'water, which swelled and bubbled about
them whilst they held on by the cord. Most
passed without accident; a few, however, lost
their presence of mind, let go their hold on the
rope, and were carried away for some time by
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the flood. Yet happily, though the fatigue and
suffering were great, no one perished; only
three mules were drowned. The unfortunate
little donkeys belonging to the infantry had, how-
ever, some comical difficulties to overcome; one
especially excited our laughter. This donkey, one
of the first spoils of the battle of Isly, the name of
which he bore, was of a whitey-grey colour, and
Temarkably intelligent—I was going to say,
proud ; a great red bow was always on his head,
and he was always at the head of the convoy, for
he could not bear to be passed by another. This
‘most respectable ass had so droll a physiognomy,
that the whole column knew, loved, and caressed
him. As for his habitual conductor, the orderly
of an infantry officer, he idolized him ; and really
the face of this poor soldier moved pity when he
saw all the danger to which his innocent friend was
about to be exposed. But there is kindness among
‘comrades; two of them came to his help, the ass
was unloaded, his load carried between them, and
Isly arrived triumphant on the opposite bank of
the river.

The gaiety of our soldiers in hardships, the most
trying to the temper, is really worthy of all praise.
The awkward came in fora good share of mockery
and jokes at their expense; but as each man reached
terra firma, he shook himself like a dog who has
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had a swim, and thought no more of his wetting:
General Bourjolly, on horseback in the middle of
the stream, encouraged the men by his presence,
nor did he put foot on land till M. Berkheim had
removed the rope balustrade, and the artillerymen
had fallen into their places in the column.

The rains were now over; two days afterwards
the weather was splendid, and fifteen days
more sufficed for the accomplishment of our
operations on that part of Darha, which depen-
"ded on the Mostaganem subdivision. General
Bourjolly, called away by other affairs, marched
southward towards the confines of the Tell
and Sersous. The Orleansville territory cen-
tinued in full agitation under the influence of
the fanatic, Bou-Maza, who constantly escaped us.
‘Orleansville itself had been attacked. Finally,
after a steeple chase of three months duration,
which left the Cheriff neither truce nor rest,
whilst the Mostaganem column, taking a little
well-earned repose, reinforced the garrison of
Khamis-des-Beni-Ouraghs, the revolt seemed,
at the beginning of July, to be suppressed
throughout the whole extent of the subdivision.
Nevertheless, that deep and dumb disquietude
which undermined at that time all our
African possessions, and which had hitherto
had so many premature eruptions, was on the
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point of bursting out from west to east, like a
hurricane of fire. Only two months later, towards
the end of September, the Mostaganem column
had to bear the brunt of the whole Flittas, in
insurrection, to shake off the yoke. We learnt at
this time of the massacre of our brothers in arms
at the marabout of Sidi-Brahim; a name of
funereal memory that will never be forgotten by
the French soldier. We had then the support of
the Orleansville column; but Colonel St. Arnaud’s
subdivision being seriously menaced, he was very
soon obliged to leave us. Marshal Bugeaud,
wishing meantime that the Orleansville troops
should take part in the operations of Quar Senis,
gave orders to M. Canrobert, now Colonel, to take
the command of the city of Tenes, and form besides
a column of twelve hundred men ; that he might
be able to maintain a free communication between
the two cities, and so hold in check that difficult and
mountainous part of the Darha which had shown
itself most prompt to join in a general insurrection.
This column was very soon actively employed
from the 1st of December 1845, to the 26th May
1846, when a general pacification took place.
At this moment my squadron having left Mosta-
ganem in the province of Oran, returned from the
Kabyle mountains far beyond Algiers.

Out of six officers and one hundred and twenty
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chasseurs, who had passed inspection on our
departure, only two officers and seventy men
shook the hands of their comrades of the 1st
squadron as we passed through Orleansville to
return into garrison. Well I remember the
evening of our meeting at Captain Fleury’s. A
bowl of punch blazed upon a large table well
furnished with glasses and cigars. Every one
took the place he could find, whether on the
handsome sofa of red cotton, or on the straw
chair, or on cushions, or even on the narrow
mattrass covered over with an Arab haic. Amongst
us was a brigadier, who had often charmed our
leisure moments, awakening the echoes of France
in war and love chaunts without number. He
had formerly been a pupil of the Conservatoire,
and sang with a fine tenor voice, in the Jewess,
Robert the Devil, the Huguenots, and Black
Domino. * What is an opera ?”’ said once a man
of wit and a critic; and answering himself:
“a tenor betrayed by a bass, and a soprano crying
out to one, ‘I love thee;’ and to another, ‘oh! kill
him not, for my heart is his’ This is fatiguing
and wearisome; I will never go to the opera again.
A mere look at that perfidious bass makes me
yawn.” If this critic had been in our room, he
would have been reconciled to basses for ever, in
listening to the grand bass voice of Biais,
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the second Captain of the Spahis. A month
before, this worthy had been shot through
the thigh, and still limped in his walk; and
Fleury, the other Spahi officer, was lame also.
A fine horse I had sold him in the course
of the winter was killed under him, and in
springing off its back, he had sprained his ancle.
Both were only the more gay on account of their
little mishaps. Biais thundered out songs a
thousand years old, fit for all good fellows; and
we drank and we talked. Every one told his
own particular campaign adventures; all spoke at
‘once, experiencing by anticipation the pleasure of
garrulous old veterans recalling the souvenirs
of early years. It was here that I learnt the
particulars of the various marches of the Tenes
column. * Whilst we were engaged in the South
of Africa, this little corps kept the Darha in
obedience. A recital of the expeditions and
hardships of this column, lost and forgotten in
the greater events of 1846, may not, therefore, be
without interest. What efforts, what pains it
has cost to weave and knot together each mesh of
the net we have had to throw over all Africa
before we could subdue it. The six months
adventures of the Tenes column during the winter
of 1845 and 1846, may help to give an idea
of this.
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LIEUT.-COLONEL CANROBERT.
1L

“Tr the tooth be small,” says the Arab proverb,
“may it have the venom of the viper! Death is
death, and comes only once, come it from poison
or from force.” This proverb might well have
been the motto of Lieut.-Colonel Canrobert.
To strike fast and hard, to be everywhere,
to choose commanding military positions, to
make activity and constant energy do the work -
of numbers, was the rule of conduct adopted
in this campaign; for the Marshal had, with
great difficulty, been able to form the column
of twelve hundred men, by taking a small con-
tingent from all the corps of the army. Two
hundred Zouaves, five hundred Orleans chasseurs
of the 5th battalion, three hundred and fifty men
of the 64th line, thirty sappers, fifty men of the
6th light horse, half a section of mountain artil-
lery, a troop of mounted chasseurs, and finally
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thirty Arab cavaliers, under the command of
Captain Lapasset, constituted the whole force.
The hunt began immediately, and the Beni-hidja,
a Kabyle tribe, whom a most venerable rogue,
Mohamed-Beni-Hini had inspired with fanaticism
and courage, were the first to be punished. On the
17th, the column ascended the steep slopes of the
hill of Sidi-Bousi. Its arrival threw the whole
wild population, which swarmed abroad like a
hive of bees that a traveller might have dis-
turbed with the point of his stick, into agitation.
All along the heights on the right, the Kabyles
climbed, ran, screamed, and shouted. Presently
shots were heard; and whilst the beat of
the drum was maddening the enemy, three
companies of infantry of the 64th line, Zouaves
and Orleans chasseurs, under the command of
Captain Esmieu, of the latter corps, advanced
against them at double quick charge time. Who
should most distinguish himself was now the
question with all. Musketry and the bayonet
having eleared the way, each soldier strove to be
in front; and the black tumic of the Orleans
chasseurs, the grey coat of the line, and the green
turban of the Zouaves, in the race to be first,
were like the colours and caps of jockeys at
a steeple-chase. As usual, some singular episodes
took place. Two Zouaves having turned the
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elbow of a thickish jungle, one of them came back
and remained motionless, evidently watching
something. Believing him wounded, his comrade
hastened to his assistance; but no shot except
from Cupid’s bow had hit him. OQur Zouave had
caught sight in the wood of a young Kabyle girl,
extremely pretty, and had forthwith begun to
make love to her with soft words, in the midst
of showers of shot, whilst his companion watched
over and protected their interesting amours.

At three o’clock the heights were free, and
half-an-hour afterwards our troops had established
themselves in the valley on the opposite side,
between the Jouvees of the Oued-Bou-Cheral, and
of the Oued-Bon-Rhazeur. During the night the
Kabyles tried another attack, but without success.
Our great guards held them in respect.

Passing the night on guard, to one who knows
not by experience what war is, especially partizan
war, awakens only the idea of a certain number
of men sleeping at two or three hundred paces
distance, with a small band in advance, one of
whom walks up and down with a musket on his
shoulder. It is thus we are represented in the
theatres at Paris; but in Africa the night guards
are as unlike this picture as possible. No one
sleeps; every one watches. If the rain fall, if the
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north-wind blow ice in your face, there must be
no fire to warm the limbs fatigued by the day’s
march. A fire might betray the post. Every one
must be on the alert constantly, close to his arms;
~ and those who are on sentry, crouching like wild
beasts among the bushes, spying out the slight-
est movement, listening to catch the slightest
sound, are glad to do all this to keep their eyes,
heavy with sleep, from closing. The safety of all
may depend on their wakefulness. Further, should
the enemy attack, no firing; the bayonet is for de-
fence; no false alarms; the sleep of the bivouac
must be on no account disturbed. Such is the point
of honour; and this the sergeant of the 64th, who
commanded an advanced post on the night in
question, well knew. A Kabyle column was
stealing along a wooded slope, to capture and
carry off the little party. A sentinel seeing them,
crept back and announced the fact. The sergeant
first ascertained it with his own eyes, for in the
night objects seem larger than they are, and the
soldier might have been frightened. The report was
true; and his party being too weak to offer resist-
ance, he immediately gave orders to retreat; but at
fifty paces distance took up a fine defensive posi-
‘tion. The enemy arriving immediately afterwards,
thought the place abandoned, and quietly estab-
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lished themselves in it; whereupon the sergeant,
returning suddenly, charged with the bayonet, and
they believing the whole camp to be turned out
against them, fled in all directions, leaving him
master of the post confided to his charge.

The Beni-hidja were just beginning to receive
the chastisement due to their revolt, when we were
ordered into the neighbourhood of Tenes. Bou-
Maza had penetrated into the Darha; and the
Colonel, whilst securing the safe arrival of the
many convoys for the provisioning of Orleans-
ville, was obliged to be where his presence might
be most necessary. Bad weather at this season
greatly aggravated the fatigue of our marches.
In the early part of January the weather in
Algeria is always very rigorous. At Sétif eight
hundred men perished in the snow; and many
soldiers in ‘the province of Oran had their feet
frozen. The little column of Tenes had their
share in these sufferings. On the 6th of Jan-
uary, a thick fog, whilst they were on their march,
densely enveloped them. Thus they were tra-
versing an enemy’s country intersected by ravines
and tangled woods; shivering under gusts of
wind, and saturated by the rain at each interval
between the gusts. Every ten minutes the trum-
pets in advance sounded; those of every corps

VOL. I P
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repeated the bray with a roll of drums, and after-
wards struck up the regimental march ; by which
means it was known that the column was advanc-
ing in good order, whilst scouts sent out in little
groups protected us from ambushes. Besides,
a8 the sun, according to the proverb, shines for
all the world, so the cold and the fog were adverse
equally to friends and enemies, and the column
was not attacked. With that patient resignation
which the habit of endurance produces, and with
confidence in its leader, it arrived without acci-
dent in the centre of those beautiful villages,
which their inhabitants, the Larmounas-Baharis,
had abandoned.

The Colonel thought it prudent to halt here, as
the tempestuous weather, far from abating, seemed
to increase. No sooner were their arms piled,
than the soldiers invaded the empty houses, and
plucking the supports out of their roofs, fine long
dry poles that made excellent fire wood, throw-
ing up clear bright flames, ranged these up
pyramid-wise, and for eighteen hours whilst the
storm lasted, the blazing pyramids were constantly
supplied with fuel. Another piece of good luck
also befel them. The Kabyles had left provisions
in some houses behind them; they did not re-
main there long; and thus abundant refresh-
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ment helped the men to support the cold and
rain. At last we could resume our march; or
rather one of those hunts after the imhabitants;
that gradually brought the population of each
separate district under our authority. On the
20th the troops re-entered Tenes, to get new shoes,
and have their clothes, almost torn to pieces, re-
paired ; but the repose was only for a moment.
On the 21st Colonel 8t. Arnaud, commanding
the subdivisien, modified the composition of the
column, by sending the 1st battalion of the 36th
of the line to relieve the Zouaves; at the same
time ordering Lieutemant-Colonel Canrobert, to
the west of the circle in order to chastise some
rebel tribes, and check the influence of Bou-Maza. -
The little column thereupon marched to the
table-land of, Tedjana, one of the strategical
positions of the Darha. From this -elevated
point, it was free to advance in three different
directions, and could at the same time strike a
blow at the followers of the Cheriff, and at the in-
surgents on the sea coast. The water here was good,
the wood abundant; and provender for the horses
easily procurable. It was therefore a good place to
wait for the favourable occasion which was not long
coming. Spies had informed us that Bou-Maza
was among the Mediounas busy in gathering to-
P2
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gether his adherents, and that the faction of Sbéahs
called Mechaias, were lending him assistance,
trusting for their safety solely to their distance
from Tenes, and Orleansville.

"At nine o’clock, the Lieutenant-Colonel re-
ceived this information ; and at half past eleven,
the men roused out of their sleep were under
arms. Five hundred picked infantry without
knapsacks, some troops of cavalry, and the goum,*
composed the force, which at break of day was
to fall upon the insurgents. The most perfect
order, the profoundest silence, was observed during
the march ; not a pipe was lighted, for in the dark
night the slightest gleam might have betrayed
our presence. As the morning twilight came on,
we had reached that part of the country where the
enemy had taken refuge; and our soldiers could
already distinguish their tents in the valley and
on the slopes of the hills. The surprise had a
perfect success. The instant before the soldiers
could hardly put one foot before another; they
were now ready for a ten hours’ hunt without
thinking of fatigue. ~Orders were rapidly given.
The cavalry and the goum were to separate, and
to follow along the heights in order toreach a hill

* Anirregular Arab cavalry.
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which shut up the valley, where alone there was:
an outlet through which the Arabs, pursued by the
infantry, could escape. The cavalry having galloped:
off, two thirds of the infantry were detached to act
as arifle corps, whom the rest were to support. The
first douars were soon reached, when cries of alarm:
and shrieks of terror filled the air, and shots were'
rapidly exchanged ; and the whole valley was in-
a state of panic, men, women, and children, rush-'
ing to the sole issue whence they could escape.:
There they found the.chasseurs and the goum.:
On this spot, the hissing' and whizzing of balls’
was for a while incessant, and great numbers were:
cut down by the sabres of the chasseurs ‘A hun-
dred and fifty bodies were in a few minutes strewn
over the ground. Flocks, women, and children,
with some Kabyles, were driven back in the
direction of the infantry, and the whole razzia-
was soon assembled in the centre of the valley.
The soldiers having well recruited their strength’
with grilled sheep—for the animals were cooked
and consumed entire—the trumpets sounded the
march again, and the long convoy returned to the
plateau of Tedjana, where the other half of the’
column awaited them. At half-past nine o’clock,
after a chase of twenty-two hours, every one was
in his place in the bivouac. Guards were placed-
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over the prisoners; but the women and children
were put under tents, to shelter them from the
cold. These poor wretches crouching on the
ground, their children tied to their backs like
bundles, and covered with rags, dust, and filth,
formed a meost melancholy and revolting spectacle.
In spite, however, of the dirt with which Arab
women cover their faces, when by the fortune of
war they fall into the hands of enemies, some of
our female captives were charming; and these
anly turned their heads a little aside, allowing
their features to be seen. And why not? A
pretty woman, even in the wilds of Africa, knows
that she is pretty. The kindheartedness of our
soldiers on this, as on other like occasions, was
really touching. These men, so rough at their
‘war work, who are often represented as famishing
and thirsting for blood, the battle once over,
might be seen  playing with children, tending
the wounded; or on the march putting water to
their parched lips, through a gourd which every
man carried at his belt. - Among our prisoners
was a little girl of between five and six years of
age. Her brown eyes, coaxing smile, ivory teeth,
gnd graceful movements attracted many looks
towards her. The poer little thing was walking
en alone, large tears falling from her eyes. A
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sergeant, who spoke a few Arab words, tried to
console her. The poor child then said that her
mother had been shot, and her father killed by
the sabre of a chasseur, and that she was quite
alone, and frightened, showing at the same time
her bleeding foot, which she had cut against s
stone in attempting to fly. There was something
so winning in this ehild, that the sergeant at once
took pity on her. He carried her on his back;
and as soon as a mounted chasseur passed by, com-
fided her to his care, that she might finish the
march without fatigue. Here then was the little
one proudly seated on the fromt of the saddle,
quite cheered up, smiling again, and playing with
the beard of the chasseur. On arriving at the
bivouac, she was quite féted. 'The sergeant sought:
her out, doctored her foot, and when the columm
was on its march again, the canteeneer had it in
charge, to give her a seat on ohe of the mules,
and to take all possible eare of her. In a
short time, the gaiety, good humour, &nd
drolleries of the little ' creature made her the
darling of the whele company. The eaptain
resotved to adopt her—a blessing on the brave
man! He had a married sister who had ne
children ; and in the following year, on his return
to France, he took the child with him, where she
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left of the Oued-Sidi-Salem, of which one of
the valleys open to the mnorth-west of Ted-
jana. Lieutenant-Colonel Canrobert, wishing
to know the amount of his force, sent Captain
Lapasset, chief of the Arab bureau, with three
companies of infantry, two of the 5th battalion
of Orleans chasseurs, and one of the 36th line,
on a reconnoitring party. A few Arab groups,
from amongst which two or three scouts came for-
ward, were all that for some time were visible, and
from the top of their craggy posts the cavaliers on
both sides commenced an exchange of insults, their
voices, like those of the heroes of the Iliad, carry-
ing menaces and maledictions to almost fabulous
distances. Presently, however, the powder spoke in
its turn, but only slackly, and the enemy’s sharp-
shooters retreated gradually, hoping to draw our
soldiers after them, among a net of ravines and
counterforts, whence they might greatly harass
the party, and probably cut them off from the
camp. Happily the officers, old African foxes,
smelt out the trap, and were advancing with the
greatest precaution, when suddenly a furious
charge debouched from a ravine, led on by Bou
Maza in person. Mahomet Ben-Hini, the famous
and redoubtable Aga of the Beni-Hidja, and the
Aga, Oulid Derbal, celebrated also for his bold



218 LIFE IN ALGERIA.

onsets, were with him. The little troop, however,
closing its ranks, showed a good front, and no shot
being fired at hazard, every ball carried death.
Nine Orleans chasseurs were killed, and twenty-
fournon-commissioned offieers and soldiers mortally
wounded ; but the loss of the Kabyles was still
greater. Mohamed-Ben-Hini fell, struck by
seven balls, and the bayonet of a chasseur poked
the eye of Oulid Derbal out of his head. On the
reconnoitring party falling back upon the camp,
the enemy dared not attack it. The next day
there was a convoy expected from Orleansville by
the Tenes road. The Lieutenant-Celonel feared
that the enemy, ambushing in the ravines during
the night, might attempt to intercept it. But the
scouts perceived mo trace of such a design, and
when at noon the convoy came in sight, the
eolumn was put in movement in the direction
of Sidi-Brahim. According to the reports of the
spies it was there that Bou Maza was now to be
found, and mew reinforcements from Colonel St.
Arnaud enabled us to carry on the pursuit still
more vigorously than before.

The passage, leading from this valley of Oued
Sidi Salem, to that of Oued Sidi Brahim, is high,
stony, gravelly ground, quite bare of wood, ravined
by the rains, and eommanded by lofty crags or piles
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of huge rocks. A narrow path winds across its
undulations, and debouches on a little flat, whence
one might see the river, and, near the opposite
counterforts the marabout of Sidi Brahim,
where, along the slopes to the river, eighteen
hundred Kabyles were now assembled. On their
right, at about three hundred paces distance,
a group of twe or three hundred horsemen sur-
rounded a broad banner, which was at once recog-
nisable as that of the Cheriff. The Lieutenant-
Colonel having received intelligence of this as-
semblage from his seouts; hastened to put himself
at the head of the column ; and as the soldiers,
issuing, one by one, from a narrow defile, formed
slowly into rank, he examined the ground, dis-
mounting for the purpese, and gave his orders for
the attack. A detachment of the 36th line, and
one of the Orleans chasseurs were te guard the
convoy. The rest of the infantry, the foreign
legion, the &th battalien of the Orleans ehasseurs,
under the orders of Commandant Soumain, were
to cross the river and assail the enemy in fromt,
whilst the Lieutenant-Colenel, with the eavalry
and the goum of Captain Lapasset, was te gain on
the left, by an oblique movement, the summit of
the hill ; and so place the Kabyles between twe
fires. 'The signal given, the movement com-~
menced. Ambushed among the rocks and brush~
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wood, which gave them good protection, the
Cheriff’s men commenced a sharp fusillade; but the
chasseurs charged them with the bayonet and
drove them into their hiding places. The cavalry
having surmounted the height to the left ap-
peared at the marabout, and then descended to
meet the infantry. The Kabyles, surprised,
hesitated, and attempted flight ; but our soldiers
thirsting for vengeance, pursued them without pity.:
The whole field of combat was quickly covered
with the dead ; and Bou Maza, the helpless spe¢-
tator of the ruin of his followers, not attempting
to come to their succour, fled. At two o’clock
the attack began ; at five it was over ; the soldiers.
wiped the glorious sweat of combat from their
brow ; and at six the wounded and the survivors
were established in their bivouac on the left bank,
where the banner of the Cheriff still floated.

This victory, which boldness and decision had
gained for our arms, very much altered the aspect
of affairs in this part of the country. Bou Maza
was obliged to retire into the least ascessible part
of the Darha, and many tribes came over to us.

The Orleansville column, which had now a short
respite, was joined by that of Tenes ; this junction,
however, did not last long. The combined force
had only made one night march together to chas-
tise the Ouled-Youness, a tribe the very cradle of
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revolt, when the Governor-General recalled the
‘Tenes regiments, and Colonel Canrobert was obliged
‘to meet all eventualities with hisown insufficientre-
sources. Yet fromthe marabout Daissa-ben-Daoud,
on the brow of the hill which bounds the plain
of Metaouri, not far from the valley of the Cheliff,
the Lieut.-Colonel, by his rapid and frequent in-
cursions, mantained order throughout the whole
country. His great object at present was to deprive
the Cheriff of the resources still at his disposal.
On the 15th of February, the Madiounas, a power-
ful tribe of the subdivision of Mostaganem, were paid
off, by one blow, all the arrears due to their offences,
and rendered quite powerless at least for some time,
to succour their chiefs. These poor Madiounas were
indeed shorn to the very skin, and the most greedy
in pillaging them were their brethren of Mazouna,
the habitual concealers of their rapine. As it was
most essential to diminish theirresources, the Colonel
found no measure so effective for this purpose as
taking eight hundred Mazouna men into his service.
The vultures made short work of it. It was a curious
spectacle this wholesale plundering. A part of
our soldiers would take post of observation on the
heights, keeping off the Kabyles, whilst the rest
entered their houses.* Then were all the household

* The Kabyles do not live in tents, but in solid well built
houses. o
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goods of the offending tribe thrown péle méle out
of doors to be afterwards consumed by fire. Some
betook themselves to the orchards spreading every
where ruin and desolation ; and in the midst of the
havock, the Jew pursued his calling, leading his
mules with spoils, and leaving behind him no
utensil, no piece of stuff, that he could lay his hand
upon. The work of destruction, the cruel necessity
of war, was soon accomplished, and the trumpet
sounded the rally. Little by little whilst all this
was going on, a stir and agitation was becoming
more and more visible among the increasing groups
of the enemy ; and presently a hoarse buzz of voices
and loud mutterings announced an outburst. The
moment of our return to the camp was always their
signal for an attack. On the right, on the left, on all
sides, shouts and shots were heard together.
Nevertheless our troops retired in good order, the
riflemen repelling every assault. Many of this corps,
however, in the ardour of combat had not econo-
mised their ammunition; and the Kabyles per-
ceiving the slackness of their fire, and taking
fresh courage, rushed to a little plateau before
Oued Tancer, where a post was just about to be
established, with the purpose of first occupying it.
This movement had been foreseen, so that Captain
Lapasset, accompanied by some native cavalry, had
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orders to gallop round by a deep and narrow
ravine that would conceal him from view, to anti<
eipate it. On arriving he fell unexpectedly on the
Kabyles and sabred many; but was himself
wounded, and we lost some men in repulsing the
attempt, which the enemy had no heart to renew.

It was now neocessary to return to Tenes to get
fresh clothing, new shoes, in fact outwardly to
renovate, as it were, the whole column. This
done, we had to rejoin Colonel St. Arnaud in all
haste.

On the 156th, leaving the camp of Sidi Youssef
under the guard of the Malingres, and of a batta-
Lion of the 38th of the line, the Colonel paid
another visit to the Madiounas, who were ever
on the point of revolting. During the march, on
reaching the valley of the Oued Morglas, he
ordered Colonel Canrobert to follow the heights
which bordered the left bank of the little stream,
whilst Captain Fleury, with his squadron of Spahis

" and sixty horse of the 5th chasseurs of France,
was to take the middle of the valley, and to sabre
such Kabyles as the Zouaves might drive down
upon them, announcing every ambuscade or attack
to the main column, which followed with Colonel
St. Arnaud. At the extremity of the valley, the
cavalry, forming a semicircle, were to incline
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towards the Zouaves, on the helght of the rocky
flat already mentioned.

Captain Flemy advanced with great precaution.
A few well-mounted Spahis, twohundred yards in
advance, explored every creak and crevice of
ground: for in Africa nothing is more common
than for an enemy to rise, when least expected,
up out of the earth. In plains that look to the
eye quite level, the heavy rains will often hollow
deep ravines, which form safe retreats and
admirable hiding-places. In such shelters, Arab
warriors, ready to take advantage of the slightest
negligence, are sure to establish posts of observa-
tion and of surprise. Yet despite this danger of
sudden attack, the leaders of the column were
frequently obliged to throw out reconnoitring
cavalry parties to a great distance, without any
support whatever; for to beat the Arabs it was
necessary to adopt their special military qualities—
mobility, ubiquity. A great responsibility always
rests on the officers to whom these exploring mis-
sions are confided. They must not embarrass the
column ; they must evade peril, or face it, and
conquer and triumph over all resistance.  This is
what on this occasion the Spahis and the Chasscurs
of France did.

A few Kabyles who followed their march had
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been just shot down, when in a deep hollow, in
the middle of a garden of fig trees, the scouts
discovered about eight hundred horsemen, well
mounted, well equipped, surrounding the banner
of the Cheriff. To charge so considerable a force
with a hundred Spahis and sixty heavy French
horse, hard-mouthed, and mounted by men un-
accustomed to this species of warfare, would have
been an act of unjustifiable rashness. There was
only one thing to be done. The heights must
be scaled, the horses abandoned, and the party
trust to their fusils for defence, till the infantry,
which the difficulties of the road had retarded,
should come up, and send a battalion to their sup-
port. Captain Fleury immediately gave orders
accordingly, and his troop pushed on at a trot.
The Spahis, more active and better mounted than
the Chasseurs of France, formed the rear-guard.
This little body was like a tacking vessel, exposed
to a flank fire, till it could get to windward and
retort by a broadside.

The Arab cavalry at full gallop, with a thunder-
ing war shout, pursued, sending a volley of shots
before them, and sometimes breaking through the
ranks of the sharpshooters. Picked Spahis, how-
ever, secured the advance of the troop, which
having succeeded in gaining the heights, imme-

VOL. I Q
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diately dismounted, and then, like wild boars at
bay, stood firm till the Zouaves summoned by the
fusillade, hastened to their rescue. Many in our
ranks were badly wounded, and Biais, the second
Spahi Captain, was shot through the thigh; yet
the squadron fought as the old picked troops, the
African chasseurs, would have fought. Captain
Fleury, standing upright in his stirrups, had his
eye everywhere, posting sure men in the most
dangerous spots, and inspiring into each soldier
under his ecommand his own eollectedness and
ardour. The large horse on which he was
mounted, a real Colossus, snorted and pawed
under the balls, for its. rider was the target at
which the Arabs especially aimed. The noble
animal was at last hit, and fell dead under
its master. But this was no time for grief;
the blood circulates too quick at such a
moment. Ali, the trumpeter, brought his own
horse to his chief. At the same instant the
Zouaves arrived, and the aspect of the combat
changed at once. ‘ Forward! forward!” and the
trumpet sounded the charge ; the Spahis resuming
the offensive, followed their officers into the
heart of the melée ; the Zouaves supported them
at a double quick advance, and the Arabs were
dispersed like grasshoppers before the wind.
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When next assembled, several of this brayve
cavalry were missing. Lieut.-Colonel Canrobert, -
rallying all the troops, took the direction of
the column. Dead and wounded were pretty
well balanced on the returns, and for the rest of
the march the Orleans chasseurs protected the
rear guard with their large carbines. But they had
little to do; only on one occasion a group of
horsemen, prancing about at a little distance,
received one of their discharges, and disappeared.
In the evening, a deserter brought tidings that
Bou-Maza had an arm broken, and cited the
names of other chiefs of mark who had been
wounded, or cut down by the sabres of the Spahis.

The columns supporting each other, sometimes
acted in combination to strike a decisive blow, to
break up some nucleus of revolt, or to restore tran-
quillity to a disturbed district. The end of March,
the whole month of April) and the beginning of
May were passed in ceaseless marches, surprises,
and combats. On the 10th of May, leaving General
Pelissier,- who had come from Mostaganem, the
Lieutenant-Colonel ‘marched upon the Achachas,
the only tribe of the Darha, who had not again
submitted to the yoke. Twelve companies with-
out knapsacks scaled the wooded slopes of the
Achachas, and spreading out like a fan upon the

' Q2
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table land, thickly planted with figtree orchards,
marched in the direction of the sea. More than
‘once, the difficulties of the ground, of which the
Kabyles took advantage to fire on us from their
ambushes, brought us to a stand-still. At last
the precipitous heights, enormous rocks, piled
together in chaotic confusion, were surmounted.
Among them, running, climbing, scrambling,
* Kabyles might on all sides be seen; but the sol-
diers, hot in pursuit of the fanatics, explored their
every hiding place, though to them every rock
‘was a rampart, every ravine a shelter. The circle,
however, was becoming narrower; the serpent’s
coil took closer folds.  The report and echoes of
musketry amidst these rocks, sometimes opening
into wide chasms, and again clumped together in
immense aggregations, sinking to the depths of
the sea, were like the reverberations of distant
thunder. Hunted from ambush to ambush, from
retreat to retreat, death finally awaited our prey.
They contended to the last, but at last the earth,
their own native hills, failed them. They had not
a foot of ground to stand on, 4nd they flung them-
selves into the sea. Here the Orleans chasseurs
soon made them swim beyond the range of our shot,
and carried away by the strong currents, they were
seen one by one to sink far out in the open ocean.
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This was the last attempt at insurrection in the
Darha. On that evening the chiefs of the
Achachas implored aman, pardon, and a few days
afterwards Marshal Bugeaud learnt these good
tidings from the mouth of Lieutenant-Colonel
Canrobert. By the glorious winter campaign, which
was now over, the old Marshal had once again
conquered the country. A legitimate pride might
well brighten his features, and when the officers
of Orleansville were assembled around him on his
route to Algiers, he thus addressed them :—
‘ Gentlemen, an army which knows how to obey,
which .knows how to suffer, is the hope and
strength of a country. You have shown during
this winter what you are worth, and the time will
surely never come when you will be wanting to
France.”

Since then, events have proved that the Mar-
shal spoke truth.
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THE KHAMIS OF THE BENI-OCRAGH.

————e

LIFE AT THE OUTPOSTS.

A TROOP Of the 4th African chasseurs, who had
been for three weeks left by the Mostaganem
eolumn at thirty leagues from the coast in the
mountains of Beni-Ouragh, had just groomed their
horses for the night. They had been posted in
this country to reinforce the little garrison of
Khamis. That post was so called from a market,
where the Khamis—a powerful Kabyle tribe of
the Beni-Ouragh—came every week to buy and
sell at the public mart, to interchange news,.
and discuss public affairs. It was in July,
1845, on the eve of the great revolt. For two
months previously the wild natives of these parts
seemed to be deeply moved by some secret agita-
tion. Highway robbers had reappeared, and
envoys from the West, carrying letters from the
Sultan Hadj-Abd-el-Kader, had spread the spirit
of revolt from gourdi to gourbi. General Bourjolly
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thought it, therefore, necessary to strengthen our
authority by punishing the fomentors of disorder
at the very moment when they were endeavouring
to sow discontent through the district. Two hun-
dred picked grenadiers and twenty-five horse had
consequently received orders to join at Khamis
Major Manselon of the foreign legion, commanding
the circle. This force was not large enough to
excite suspicion, but was sufficient, with the
little garrison, to execute, should the occasion
present itself, any night foray, and to chastise
those who gave asylum to our enemies. -

After many months’ campaigning, whilst our
comrades on their return from Mostaganem were
inhaling the sea breeze, we had stretched the cords
of our bivouac to the foot of the walls of the fort
of Khamis, on a little flat exposed to the heat of
the sun, and to the burning wind that comes from
the valley of Oued Riou. A square of walls,
surrounded by ditches, having at éach angle a
bastion, and within, store rooms, constituted the
post of Khamis, where three hundred infantry, on
guard over a hundred thousand rations, passed a
whele year. The Riou, a formidable torrent im
winter, in summer a rivulet three inches deep
and ten feet wide, watered a fine garden, where
the garrison, under the shade of grenadiers, and
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fig trees, cultivated cabbages and carrots, for
the ordinary consumption of the soldiers. The
mountains to the east covered with slender and
sickly-looking pines, and to the west hillocks,
green in spring, but at present embrowned and
split up into innumerable cracks by the heat, offered
but a saddening prospect. Towards the south,
higher up the valley, nothing arrested the eye
but a sweeping curtain of mountains, where, like
an eagle’s nest, the abode of old Mohamed-Bel-
Hadj, a chief respected through the whole
country, might be discerned. In the morthern
direction the view was much more extensive. A
gentle ‘slope led from the little fort to an oval
plain, where the market was wont to be held. -
On the right, a streamlet bordered by laurels and
roses, coming from a valley stretching towards
Orleansville, mixed its waters with those of the
Oued Riou. Two leagues further on the river
made a bend, and seemed, so close were the hills
together, to disappear under an arch. Stupendous
earth walls, ascending over each other, looked in
the distance like steps up into the sky, which
gave back finely from its cloudless blue, that had
now lasted three months, the toothed ridges, peaks,
and pinnacles of the aspiring mountains.

As soon as the trumpet had sounded the appel,
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the chasseurs put up their brushes and curry-
combs ; and whilst the Maréchal de Logis was
receiving orders for the next day, a man of each
tribe (so did the chasseurs call their tent com-
rades) went to the kitchen to fetch the soup for
supper. The place honoured by the name of
kitchen, was nothing but a hole dug in the earth,
where a fire was made, and the cauldron, rest-
ing on two stones, kept boiling. This was all
the culinary apparatus of our chasseurs. Chevet
would have smiled with pity on beholding it; but
it sufficed, I assure you, to boil the bit of beef,
the rice, and other vegetables which served
generally for our morning and evening meals.

¢ Anything new, Lieutenant?” said the Maréchal
de Logis, waiting at attention, according to mili-
tary usage, till I had communicated my orders.

“ To-morrow,” I replied, ‘““at the evening
muster I will pass a general inspection.”

“At what hour?” he rejoined, when he had
finished writing the order for forage.

“ At the time the posts are visited. The
Adjutant of the Legion will inform you at what
hour the Commandant has ordered it. A third of
the men will remain; take care that the others
choose good straw, and fill their sacks well. We
must take advantage of this rest to get our horses
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into good condition. We have two hundred
rations economised during the first two months of
the quarter, so that we need not fear being too
keavily tazed.* Get the forage at once, and a
quarter of corn additional for those horses, I shall
point out to-morrow after the inspection. 'Who
is the brigadier of the day ?”

[{4 Jaquet.’7

¢ Tell him to make his rounds to-night at one
o’clock, and let him wake me to hear his report.”

‘“ Have you any other orders, Lieutenant ? ”’

¢ None.” :

Putting then his hand to his phécy, a little red
cap, which the African chasseurs wear instead of the
police bonnet, the Maréchal de Logis passed along
the tents communicating his information te the
chasseurs, that they might, if they thought
proper, be getting ready at once. Throwing a
last glance at our bivouac, I crossed over the
plank that served as a bridge on this side, into the
interior of the fort. Round the square court,
having the ruin of a Roman column, and a sun-
dial in its centre, a sort of barrack had been con-

* The orders which the officers give for forage and rations
are brought to account every three months. All over the
regimental allowance is charged to the officer, who withholds
the overplus from the pay of the soldier.
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structed, in which the infantry slept in bad
hammocks, and three chambers, or partitions,
were reserved for officers. There was besides
a little pavilion, composed of two rooms, pom-
pously called the Palace of the Commander-in-
Chief. The magazines and the hospital were in
another court near the river. The place, as one
may see, was far from being a cheerful one. One
large tree alone, carefully preserved, which threw
its shade over the pavilion of the Commandant,
refreshed the eye a little. This tree had become
the general rendezvous, the salom of the camp.
There, while drinking absinthe, a favourite drink
of the African army, the officers of the Foreign
Legion, the duties of the day being over, would
come to interchange news, anecdotes, and also scan-
dal, for at Khamis-de-Beni-Ouragh, as at Paris,
the tongue of man has about the same propensities.

As I entered the court, many of these gentle-
men were already there: some French officers,
others brevet¢ with a foreign title—all just as
unequal by birth—as mismatched, as the soldiers,
under their orders. This Foreign Legion formed
the strangest and oddest medley in the world,
for all countries, all corners of the world mighé
be said to have contributed quotas towards its
composition. Some, come no one knew whence,
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after having led a life of adventures, wander-
ing like the wandering Jew, had sought at last
repose in African campaigns, and a great number,
well born, well educated, hot-brained, the pro-
digal sons of all Europe, had, under false names,
fled to the flag of France for protection and
support against themselves. Often has it hap-
pened, that when all family researches to recover
a lost member had failed, when the police of all
countries had been baffled in the pursuit, an
application to the Colonel of the Foreign Legion
has discovered the outcast fugitive from kLis
country and his friends. I knew, while I was at
Khamis, the son of an Aulic counsellor of the
empire, the nephew of a cardinal, and the son
of a banker, of Frankfort, all restored to their .
relatives, nearly at the same time. In this
Babel, Chinese alone is not spoken. Italians,
Prussians, Portuguese, Russians, and Spaniards,
are all therein represented; and it requires, as
may well be imagined, a hand of iron to com-
press all these different elements into one mould.
Thus the discipline they are under is rigorous in
the extreme. Woe to him who disobeys! for the
court martial has no mercy, and justice is prompt.

Of the three officers who were before me under
the tree, only one was a Frenchman. This was
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M. D—, the brother of a person who has ac-
quired a certain renown by theatrical success, and
actions at law ; taciturn, rarely good humoured,
a brave soldier, and a good comrade I am told.
The other came straight from Persia, whence,
one fine morning, wearied with the service
of the Shah, he started, bringing with him, as
his only property, the decoration of the sun.
A little man with light hair, scanty beard inclin-
ing to red, a big nose, coarse features, and eyes of
most puzzling expression was he ; but his brain
was his oddest peculiarity ; he discussed all sub-
jects and disputed every question. His forfe was
politics. He declared himself a republican, and
practised with so thorough a conviction the
maxims of brothers and friends that, even after
the revolution of February, he was requested to
take his departure from the legion; though he
had rendered services to France in Persia, which
had gained him his commission in that corps.
The third officer was very different in person and
character from the other two. His manners were
particularly gentlemanly, and his glossy black
hair, clear complexion, straight nose, and liquid
brilliant eye, full of intelligence, gave everyone
at once a strong impression in his favour. A
slight accent betrayed the Irishman. A singular
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destiny had this young man, who from England,
and from India, where he had been engaged in
war, was now, though sprung from a great poet,
the godson of Byron, and the son of Thomas
Moore, at Khamis-des-Beni-Ouragh, an officer in
the Foreign Legion! How could this have hap-
pened ? I thought I could guess how, for Moore
often took the portrait of a beautiful woman from
his bosom, and gazed earnestly upon it when he
thought himself unobserved ; and besides, from
certain words which escaped him in our long talks,
I conjectured there must be a love story in the
back ground. An elopement indeed I imagined
was at the bottom of the mystery; and that being
obliged to absent himself from his own country,
the benevolence of King Louis Philippe had pro-
vided for him an asylum in Africa. Lieutenant
Moore hoped, however, soon to return, and rejoin
her from whom he was separated. Alas! when
he spoke to me of his hopes, how animated he
became ! how his eyes sparkled, whilst I all the
time heard with terror the dry cough which his
excitement occasioned, and noted the red spots
upon his cheeks. We all loved him, and he
accommodated himself to all our ways. Since
my arrival at Khamis, we had hardly quitted
each other. His ready and rapid wit, and his
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father’s poetry, which he loved to recite, with his
old stories of Ireland, had a great charm for us all.

I had hardly got under the tree, when our
maitre dhotel, or to speak more truly, the soldier
attached to the service of the canteen, announced
dinner. A large sheltered partition, the bed-
room of three of these gentlemen, served us for
our dining hall. Our comrades, who had gone
before us, were already seated round roughly
squared blocks of wood and biscuit cases, which
did duty for our table. But our iron spoons were
brilliantly clean; the plates well washed; and the
ragouts, in spite of our very slender resources,
worthy of Master Cock, a certain Bavarian, formely
the first sculleryman in M. de Talleyrand’s house-
hold. Proud of his noble culinary origin, this
great cook, from time to time, tried some new ex-
periments, in order, as he said, to keep his hand
in. It is true, that when the wine fell on our
plates it left a large stain of admirable indigo
.blue; but our stomachs and appetites were too
young and keen for these little miseries to make
much impression on us. In brief, if the dinner
was sometimes not quite satisfactory, the coffee
always was, the weather just now magnificent,
and the Kabyle tobacco, in the enjoyment of
which we passed several hours, excellent. Our
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Commandant Manselon, a man affable, just, in-
telligent, and energetic, generally passed the whole
evening with us.

Those alone who have sojourned in southern
latitudes, can understand the pleasure of the
evenings ; I allude to the delightful nonchalance,
the very happiness of breathing, of existence, in
nights so soft and balmy. How pleasant it was
to feel ourselves so fully alive, yet so quiet; with-
out care, without disturbance, ineffably contented !
How many times, stretched with Moore on a carpet,
close to my little tent by the side of my horses, have
I allowed hours to slip by in a delicious oblivion ;
the blue sky studded with millions of stars, the
transparent light of the moon shedding calm
over valley and mountain, whilst at moments
shifting brightnesses, would give to prominent ob-
jects the mysterious appearance of phantoms.
Everything, even to the meuasured tread of the
senfry, enveloped in his white cloak, induced
reverie; and it required a good deal of self-com-
pulsion, I assure you, to break the charm by
returning within one’s tent.

In the morning, on the contrary, the burning
rays of the sun darting through the canvass roused
us quickly from the pallets on which we slept;
and with daybreak commenced the day’s duties,
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the thousand little cares of which every one un=
derstood the importance, as when critical circum=
stances occurred they made us fit and effective for
action. Besides, in Africa these minute details
were by no means so worrying as they would be
in France; one even took an interest in them.
After breakfast it was our wont, in a beautiful
garden under the shade of fig trees, in hammocks
suspended to their branches, to enjoy a siesta}
and after dinner commenced those charming even~
ings and nights divine, the whole summer through,
of which I have just spoken.

Such was, whilst peace lasted, our manner of
life at the post of Khamis. Such a life in a
petty fort, whence little else than the sky and the
mountains could be seen, may appear no doubt
monotonous. Of luxury there was not a single
spangle among us. The banner planted on the
wall, the custody of which was confided to our
honour, alone spoke of France. But in the isola~
tion, the solitude, in Africa itself, there was some-
thing that concentrated thought and gave elevation
even to common sentiments. The order and the
firmness which walled us round was also a source
of contentment. Sharing danger with those one
commands, conducesto mutual esteem—real attach-
ment. Oftenhave I thought of the story of Samp-

YOL. I R
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son related in the Bible. This appears to me to
be a most beantiful military allegory. Without the

* head whereon it grew the hair of Sampson was
nothing ; and without the hair which covered the
head Sampson was without strength: the same may
be said of the captain and the soldier.

Our bivouac itself was a pleasant sight. Two
osrds, to each of which fastenings for twelve horses
were attached, were stretched in parallel lines te
the ditch of the fort. Behind the ranks every
cavalry soldier had his chamber; that is to say,
a space six feet long by two feet bread, sufficient
for a man to sleep on the bare ground. The chas-
seurs were divided into sections or fribes of fear
men, housed together under cloth tents three feet
high. These tents could be divided into fomxr
Ppieces, making it easy to carry them on a march and
when pitched, though so exceeding small, they
saved the lives of many soldiers by probecting
them from night dews; and the heavy winter rains.

Straw or dried leaves often formed on the mareh
the beds of the cavalry, whilst their saddles served
them for pillows. Arms piled, tents in line, and
the chasseurs always irreproachably clean and
smart in their turn-out, gave quite a coquettish
air to the bivouac. This smartness was a tradi-
tional characteristic of the corps, and it was kept
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up most scrupulously from the eomviction that
nothing demoralizes soldiers so much as slovenli-
ness, or keeps them in better heart than even a
somewhat foppish attention to dress.

Thus it was on ordinary days, but on a day of
inspection, every soldier wasmost anxious to appear
to the greatest advantage. On the day in which
I reviewed the men, in accordance with the order
given to the Maréchal De Logis, I had mnot a
single observation to make. Eaeh trooper pleaded
only for his horse, that he might obtain for his
quadruped friend a supplementary ration. Al
even to animals, were in admirable condition.

Another characteristic trait of the men is, I
think, worth mentioning. There was not a single
troop or company where there was not some pet
dog fondled like a child. The ome belonging to
my troop was about as large as a heavy dragoon’s
fist. But for one black shot under its left eye, it
would have been entirely white. Never did I see
so charming a little brute. Its tricks and drol-
leries had ne end, and got M. T Tac out of every
scrape. On a long march the tiny animal would
bark and bark, and so effectually louden its little
voice, that some trooper would at last stretch down
his foot, and in two bounds 7% Twc would be in
front of his saddle, triumphing with most imper-

R 2
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tinent aristocratic barks, quite at his ease, over
the poor infantry dogs, pattering with weary feet
and lolling tongues along the dusty or muddy
roads. If neglected in the distribution of pro-
visions he would place himself before the dis-
tributor, in the attitude of a soldier presenting
arms, and it was impossible to resist his grimaces..
Every one gave a bit of his biscuit to that sacré
Tic Tac. It was thus that the soldiers kept their
gpirits light and alert. In the evening they
would sometimes play together like real school
boys, at a game called the cat and mouse. This
is how it was played: Two soldiers with ban-
daged eyes were tied by two cords of equal length,
to the same picket, the mouse holding in his hand
two bits of wood, rubbing them constantly together,
and the cat armed with a tampion, to catch the
mouse, if possible. Now the fun was that both
being blinded, they would get entangled in the
rope, and run against and upset each other, to
the huge amusement of the lookers on, holding
their sides with laughter. The pantomimes acted
at the fairs were also often reproduced at our
bivouac, and as, in the foreign legion, we had a
great many good singers, who had been formed
into a sort of choir, our musical entertainments
were really very good. By these amusements,
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some of them, ‘doubtless, very childish, nostalagia,
that formidable disease that so often ravages regi-
ments in far away outposts, was chased away from
us. In the summer this was easily done, for the
climate helped ; but in the winter, during the long
months of uninterrupted rain, it was more difficult,
and we were obliged to invent a thousand pastimes,
and above all, often to exchange garrisons.

To our officers, shooting was a great resource ;
but besides this, they had another more precious
still—reading and writing. By the order of the
minister of war, acting on the advice of the
military board of health, a military library had
been established at every post, composed of about
four hundred volumes. There, books on science,
literature and the fine arts, with a large number
of popular works, were sure to be met with. An
admirable effect of these libraries was that they
gave many officers a taste for serious works and the
cultivation of the mind, to a degree in which it
is rarely found among military men. Some pur-
sued scientific researches, studied antiquities, and
edited memoirs, whilst others applied themselves
to acquiring a knowledge of the language, manners,
and habits of the country. It is almost needless
to say that at Khamis, these latter—and I was
among their number—had old Mohamed-bel-Hadj,
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the subtle old mountaineer, who under the
authority of France eommanded the whole country,
for their friend and instructor.

For many years Mohamed-bel-Hadj had led his
people to war against us; but finally towards
1843, wearied with the vain struggle, he came,
surrounded by the elders of his tribe, to make his
submission to Marshal Bugeaud. I have
been your most determined enemy; you have
eonquered me,” said he. ‘I now submit to you
freely my Lord Marshal, and you may rely upon
it, I shall be as faithful te my werd to you, as I
have been to Abd-el-Kader. If you act humsanely
towards the tribes who obey me, I shall
always be for you. Know that the word of a
Beni Ouragh is proverbial ; all Arabs know how to
value it. I shalt tell Abd-el-Kader that I have
saerificed to him six sons, killed in battle, that the
whole tribe has sacrificed all it possessed, and
that now we can do nothing for him, as he eannot
proteet us against you ; that we have pledged our
word to you, and will bé faithful to it.”

Mohamed-bel-Hadj led with the impudence of
. & Beni Ouragh in wuttering these words, for the
bad faith of this tribe is as notorious in the plain,
‘a8 the mission of the prophet. Yet in spite of his
Lies, I took a great fancy to him. His grey eye,
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half veiled, and his good humoured knowing smile,
put one in mind of our Norman peasants. Greedy,
subtle, tortuous, courageous too, even beld at an
extremity, rapacious, sometimes prodigal, cloaking -
all his vices under a semblance of the most candid
simpheity, laden with crimes and years, this
hoary old deuble-dealer was particularly amusing
when he hegan his lamentations; and spoke of
the grief whieh two of his sons (he had three left)
caused him. The eldest was strikingly like the
Emir. He was the right arm of Bel-Hadj, his
rest, his hope, the consolation ef his declining
years ; but Djilali, ever in oppesition to his father,
and Caddour, the youngest, had been conceived in
a day of misfortune; they were the disgrace
of his family, the worm-wood of his life, and
I know-not what besides. Now the fact was
Djilali played by the paternal order, the game of
hereditary princes in Europe. In the event of a
change of fortune Bel-Hadj thought it would be
prudent to remain on good terms with our enemies,
and that he might, should need be, employ Djilaki
as a mediator. As for Caddour he really did throw
the old dodger sometimes into a rage, although he
as often made him laugh, for Caddour was &
mauvais swet, a wild fellow, always in want of
money, rapping incessantly at the money box,
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then selling horses, mules, and all that he could
dispose of, which it was necessary to replace, for
the son of Bel-Hadj, the Montmorency of the Beni
_ Ouragh,’could not be allowed to go on foot like a
beggar.
" One morning I observed Caddour loitering and
making turns about my tent. ‘He is coming
for something,” said I to myself, and I waited for
him, without seeming to notice him. A minute
afterwards Caddour was seated close by me, asking
for fire to light his pipe, which being handed to
him, he remained silent. At last:

“ Your father has fine horses in your country?”

143 Yes.”

¢ Finer than ours?”

¢ They are of another race.”

£ 'Why does he not send you one ? ”

¢ It would have to cross the sea.”

¢ That’s true.”

Then there was silence again. Now from his
wery first word I saw from his circumlocutions
(for an Arab would almost think himself dis-
‘honoured if he should speak straight out what
he may want to say), that he wished to sell me a
horse, and as his animal was an excellent one, I
resolved to buy it. When he had taken about
a dozen puffs of his pipe, he resumed, pointing
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with his finger to one of my horses at picket close
to us.

% Where did you get your grey horse?”

“ From Chéliff.”

“The horses of Chéliff are good, but those of
the mountain are better. They are more active
.and adroit.”

¢ That is true.”

“ Why do you not buy one ?”

“Those which are brought to the market are
bad‘”

“Would you like me to look out for one for
you?” :

“No, I am in no hurry.” ,

There was then another silence, and Caddour
seemed more and more occupied with his pipe ;
finally, as I also seemed to be thinking of some-
thing else, he was obliged to speak.

“If I found you a horse like mine, would you
give two hundred douros for him ? 7 *

“ Why, your horse and your mule together are
not worth more than a .hundred-and-twenty
douros, and your horse alone is not worth more
than eighty.”

“What! by my head ! your eye for horse-flesh

* A douro is worth five francs, forty centimes.
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has a veil on it. The mare of the prophet
never foaled a more sure-footed animal. He can
wait for water whole days. He is one of the
race that can say to the eagle, ‘Descend or I
will mount up to you.’ ”

‘Whilst pretending to defend the honour of
his horse, he indulged in those oriental hyper-
boles, I made a sign to my orderly te bring me
a bag of money which I had destined for the
purchase of a horse. As the chasseur gave it
me, I let it fall seemingly unintentionally,
and the douros rolled on the carpet. The eyes
of Caddour sparkled.

“You have a great deal of money; what do
you intend to do with it ?”

“You sre mistaken, there is not much. I
~ was sending this bag full to the commandant, but
thanks to my awkwardness, there it is on the
earpet.”” Then seeming to refleet, half laughing,
half serious. ¢ Faith, if you wish I will take
your herse and your mule, and you shall take
this money.”

“ How much is there ? ”

¢ Count if you like. I know how much there
is.”

Caddour began counting the pieces, one by one,
fingering each of them with delight. When



LIFE AT THE OUTPOSIS. 251

he had finished, he mrurmured between his lips
“One hundred and twenty douros,” and added,
“My horse and my mule are worth two
hundred and fifty douros.”

“ Do you think so, I do not; but if so, you
will do wrong to sell them. It’s quite the same
to me; I do not want them. Let’s change the
subject.”

I then told the chasseur to take away the
money ; Caddour, following it with his eyes, when
he saw the bag really disappear, took me by the
arm, and looking me in the face—

“ Y will give the horse and mule on your own
terms ; let the money be brought baek.”

“Be it so. Send for the animals, and if
after examining them, I am content, I will pay
yml.”

€ The,y are thel'e.”

One of his servants indeed had them in waiting
at a few paces distant. They were in capital
condition, I paid for them, and had them picketted
to the cord of my tent at once. An hour had not
elapsed after the bargain had been concluded
when Mohamed-bel-Hadj arrived himself, in &
state of ludicrous agitation.

“ What have you done ?” said he ; ¢ you whom
I took for my friend. You have bought the horse
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of my son Caddour, the best horse in all Ouled
Rhouidem.”

“If the horse of Caddour be the best of all
Ouled Rhouidem, I am particularly glad to have
him. Do not annoy me. Caddour is old enough
to buy and sell horses at his pleasure. I am not
in‘a good humour, so do not worry me with your
lamentations.”

He to whom I thus spoke was the chief, who
by holding up his finger could call the whole
country to arms, to whom all the Kabyles lowered
their burnous. As he remained silent :—¢‘“Here,”
resumed I, “take these two handkerchiefs; I
sent for them to Mostaganem for you.”

This mode of dealing with him was infallible.
I might, at this price, have bought all the horses
of Caddour, for Bel-Hadj, in spite of his age, had
just married a second time. He was madly in love
with Aicha, his young wife, and always in quest of
agreeable surprises for her; and these handker-
chiefs would deck the person of her he loved. For
a handkerchief more Ibelieve he would have taken
a blow. He, whom I had seen three weeks
before, so superb at the head of his tribe, bringing
the diffa to the column at Khamis, was almost
ready to kiss my hand. On the occasion I allude
to, Bel-Hadj was on horseback accompanied by
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his chaous, and followed first by three hundred
footmen carrying, spitted on long poles, sheep
roasted entire, then by three hundred more bear-
ing dishes filled with couscouss, steamed through
by the vapours of the meat ; and lastly, by a long
procession of ragouts and pastry of all sorts.
Since the famous dinner given in the Alleys of
the Champs Elysées to eight hundred regiments
passing through Paris, on their return from Jena,
never had soldiers better cheer. There was not,
it is true, as at Paris, Palu, the celebrated Ma:tre
d’ Hotel with his twenty aides de camps, galloping
up and down the chaussée, superintending all,
and supplying every want; but the ckaous of the
Arab bureau with their batons succeeded very
well, and to every corps distributed the delicacies
intended for it, whilst Bel-Hadj, his sons and
their tribe, rendered homage to the sovereignty of
France.



II.

The influence of Mohamed ower the Beni
Ouragh, was as much owing to palitic conduet as
to the prestige and sowvenirs of his race. On the
Thursday of every week especially, the power of
this chief had, under the superinterdence of the
French authority, its fullest display, and an
attentive observer might, on this market-day,
whilst witnessing one of the most curious episodes
of Arab life, understand the double -objeet
attained by the establishment of post magszines.
The little fort of Khamis, a depot of ammunition
and provisions, situated as were all our forts in
the interior of Africa, on a line parallel with the
sea, allowed our columns to advance, in war time,
without the encumbrance of a heavy convoy;
thus rendering them as light and ubiquitous as the
enemy. Under the command of picked officers
these posts were also in peace, loopholes, or eyes
of observation, whence every movement of the
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Arab populations might be noted.  Being in the
very centre of news and reports, with a special
police, the officers had to give an account of the
slightest symptoms of agitation thet might appear
in the mountains. The posts had each also been
established near a market, for in Africa the mar-
ket is not only a place of traflic, it is likewise &
bazaar of news; and not an Arab or a Kabyle
ever fails to be present at this resart of all. On the
market day, throngs arrived from all gides, from the
mountains, from the vallies, crowding every path-
way, some driving before them sheep, others axen
and horses, many in charge of loads of carn and
beans, or of bales of wool, or printed cottons, but
all armed, several bringing with them nothing but
their firelocks, and a knotty stick, one blow of
which would suffice to break the hardest head.
The Jew, with his dirty turban and his wretched
skeleton mule, would be also there, unpacking
his cases at the place pointed out by the Caid,
and setting up his little cotton tent to proteet
him from pillage. The first few hours were
almost always devoted to commercial transactions.
One might then see the butchers skinning their
sheep, just slaughtered, pronouncing the formmu-
lary of the Koran, Besmelai—praise be to God—
hanging them up afterwards on hocks, and sitting
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down underneath them, awaiting a purchaser;
the venders of fowls, corn, barley, beans, and
salt too, chattering, screaming, #nd disputing for
a sous ; but above, and the busiest of all, the
Jew, whose voice and lamentations would be
heard loudest all over the market. ~The middle-
man in all transactions, the Jew, here as else-
where, over-reached, sold, and stole. In Algeria,
the Jew deals in cotton, pepper, cloves, sugar,
and coffee ; he vends the antimony black with
which the women encircle their eyes, and the
henna leaf with which they redden their fin-
ger mnails. As blacksmith, he repairs arms;
he resolders rings, polishes and sets jewels; and
by him also the plates of silver suspended to the
saddles of the chiefs are fabricated. No traffic
comes amiss to him, and he wriggles about in
every sort of gain. See him there, pressing for-
ward, gesticulating, holding constantly out his
dirty and greedy hand, quarrelling, maltreated,
beaten, but returning perseveringly to the chaffer,
or if the dispute becomes serious, going for jus-
tice to the Cadi, whose tribunal is on the spot, to
give instant decision and cut short all difficultics.
The Caid, responsible for order in the market,
keepsusually close to the Cadi, togive him assistance
in case of need. But respect for authority is so
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great among men, that a verdict once pronounced
is generally accepted without a word of objection.
A minute or two before, two barristers, pleading
against each other, would have been beaten in
volubility, in eloquence, in exclamatory invectives,
by the disputants of the Khamis market-place;
but now, the Cadi having spoken, they wa]k
away without a murmur.

_ The first foew hours over, and commercial mat~
ters nearly finished, the confused clamour, like
the hoarse murmur of the sea, of all these talkers
together, would grow louder; and the groups
would close in and comment on, and discuss,
either acts of authority which the public crier
had just proclaimed, the chances of peace or war
—the great question with all—or the disputes of
tribes, and the quarrels of individuals. The
envoys of the Emir would often glide among the
crowd, scattering words of encouragement and
hope ; and the brothers of religious orders known
to each other by mysterious signs, whisper fanatic
messages into the ears of their more credulous
votaries.

There are seven religious associations in Algeria;
but though Islamism came from the East, these
orders, with one single exception, originated in
Morocco.  However different they may be with

VOL. I -8
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respect $o their rules and tendencies, they have
all the same source: the love sf the marvellous
* and religious enthusiasm. In almost every instanae
the founder of each onder is said to have heem
visited in 2 dream by a messenger from the
prophet, showing him the path in which he should
lead the faithful. Aceording fo popular traditiem
the greater part of these founders were goufhs,
that is men beecome powerful through suffering.
The Zaoutas mstitutions—half-collegiate, half mon-
astic,—maintained by the donations of the pious,
and by a tax on the faithful are most of thesm
dependant on these orders. All however, are
not ; there are secular Zaouias, if the expression
may be allowed. But secular or religious,
they all give refuge to the destitute, the infirm,
the sick and the wonnded; and in all of them,
three great books on which the faith of all goed
Mussulmen is founded, are alone studied: the
Xoran, Sidi Boukari, and Sidi KreliL.*®

* The Koran, & work of inspiration, commumicated to the
prophet by the amgel Gabriel, is to all Musselmen the book
-of books, the complete code of all the duties of man towards
God and towards his neighbour. In every line therein may
be found hatred to the Christian, and the exaltation of a
glorious death in battle against the Infidel. The most
meritorious work except one, says the prophet, is a pilgrimage
‘to Mecoa ;—the one which surpasses it in merit is death in &
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It is easy to understand that the Zaouias
authorities, eombining the characters of judges and
of men of God, and having under them numerous
subalterns ready to execute their orders, must be
8 very dangerous body. Whenever circumstances
favoured an insurrection they were sure to be seen
in the markets, animating the lukewarm and
maddening fanatics. One of these orders, how-
ever—that most in honour in the mountaims of -
Beni-Ouragh and throughout the whole province
of Oran, the order of Mouley Taieb,—preserving
very oordially its hatred to Christians, was very
busy at the same time in undermining the power

holy -wat. Thus among Musselmen, images of war are to be
found everywhere; there is no féte among them without
powder, for their paradise is wnder the shade of swords. The
work of 8idi Boukari known under the name of Words of our
ZLord Mohamed, contains the sayings and proverbs of the prophet.
Every good believer holds all these for true, and when Sidi
Boukari is cited, it-is just the same as if the prophet himself
had spoken. Sidi Krelil is a commentator. He may be
called a father of the Church. He explains the obscure
passages, both of the Koran and of Sidi Boukari. His authority
is considered conclusive in all religious questions. Thus a
Zaouia man has slways a citation of 8idi Krelil, of Sidi Bou-
kari, or of the Koran in his mouth, and as this book contains,
according to Musselman creed, .all human law, the religions
doctor, and the lawyer, and the judge, are all united in the
same person. :

s 2
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of the Emir. 8i-el-Aribi, of the royal race of
Morocco, was its chief. The founder, one of his
ancestors, had left this prediction, which had been
transmitted to all his disciples, behind him: ¢ You
shall one day have dominion over all the country
of the East; the whole kingdom of Algiers shall
belong to you; but before this comes to pass the
country must have been possessed by the Beni-el-
Cefeur—the yellow children. (It is thus that
Musselmen call the French.) If you seize on it
at present they will wrench your conquest from
you, but if they take it first, the hour will come
when you will break their yoke from off your neck.”
This prediction explains well the confidence of
the Marocains at the time of the battle of Isly,
and also the opposition of the Mouley Taieb order,
under the influence of the reigning family of
Moroceo, to Hadj Abd-el-Kader. It was to this
belief that Ben Marabet, their venerated chief,
owed the repose we left him in his retreat, which
he never quitted, at four leagues distance from
our post; and by it may be explained the fact
that Mohamed Bel-Hadj, who did not deign to
disturb himself, when the Zaza broke out among
the thousands of Kabyles who covered the market
place, thought himself obliged to pay his respects
to this holy man by a personal visit.
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Zaza signifies, in Arabic, a tumult raised by
robbers when they would make a good hit and
pillage a Jew, for the Jew is generally the one to
be shorn on these occasions. To carry out a zaza
the robbers pretend to have a quarrel among them-
selves; some take part with one, some with the
other; a crowd having gathered together, one tent
is first upset, then another. The Kabyles protect
their fowls and sheep as best they can, by stand-
ing before them ; whilst the Jew, beaten, kicked,
and roaring, sees the plunder of all his goods, and
roars the louder; the troop of the caid of the
market, having good reasons for their delay, arriv-
ing always too late, and then increasing only the
confusion by distributing blows to the right and
left, without the slightest discrimination. When
thoroughly fatigued by this agreeable exercise, it
is the wont of these functionaries to resume their.
place by the side of the caid, who has remained
all the time quite an indifferent spectator of the
scene. But these Marghzen police are a singular
militia, They strongly resemble sheep-dogs; but
dogs who bite, mind you, and carry off good bits
of flesh in their mouths: for they live fatly. As
to Bel-Hadj, if the noise of one of these tumults,
in which men are often killed, should reach his -
ears when seated in his little house, about eight
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hundred paces from the market, and holding there
a full court, he would turn perhaps towards one of
his chaous, and ask negligently, ¢ Ouackéa hada?’
(“What is that?’) to which the chaous would
reply, after having looked out at the door: “A#a
hadja, lud § zegou:” (“ Nothing at all—only the
screams of a Jew!”) What was it to Bel-Hady
whether there was a life more or less? The long
train of those who attended on him would not be
less numerous, however many might be killed in
a zaza. Though his political authority was exer-
cised under our superintendence, all decisions with
reference to questions between the Kabyles and
the government came ostensibly from him. Thus
though the hall where he gave aundience had but
small resemblance to the cabinet of a mmmister
of state, as many intrigues took place in it as
were ever hatched in former times at Cardinal
Magarin’s—with this difference, that the cardinal
bought eonsciences, whilst Bel-Hadj sold his.

One market-day I went with Moore to
Mohamed’s. It was somewhat late. The old
man had passed the whole day seated at the bottom
of the reom he was in, his legs crossed under him
on a mat, his back against the wall, mechanieally
counting his string of beads, whilst gravely listen-
ing to words whispered in his ear by people
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stooping and crouching about him. When we
entered, there were but few groups left, and the
valley had resumed its usual silence. As soon a8
Bel-Hadj saw us he dismissed his attendants, and
calling for coffee, made us take a place on his mat.

' Who is this trooper?”’ said I, pointing to the
man who had handed me eoffee, a tall bony fellow,
who had lost three fingers from his left hand
 Was he not wounded two years ago, when the
Algiers column eame first into your country ?’

“Yes,” he replied; “en the day of the ems -
counter with the Marshal a ball smashed his hand:
The chaous of my son Ahmet was la]ledthenext
day.”

After remaining silent for a moment, Mohamed
resumed: “ Youth is still yours, and happiness is
your shadow: Recollect the words of an old man}
drive away all chagrin; it consumes more than &
fever !’

“ Fly it!” a,dded the Khodya (secretary), who
was seated beside him, ‘“as the bite of a serpent,
and carryatahsmanmyourbosomalwa:ysagmm
m”

Seeing a smile upon our lips, the Khodja
replied, fixing his glance upon us :

“ You, ye sons of Error, you know nothing but
doubt, and that because our Lord Mahomed has
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not given you his light. The true believer is he
who, like the traveller, finds out the source of a
rivulet by following its thread of water. Thanks
be to holy words, we know the origin of things,
and the way to avoid evil.” -

¢ Can you tell me the origin of grief?”

“Yes; for the faleb, my master, has told me.”

¢ And what, then, is its origin?”

“The genii,” replied the K#odja, with a grave
and emphatic air, ‘“are the fathers of grief. They
send it for revenge sake. Listen, and recollect
my words. When the Powerful launched our race
into space, Eve, our common mother, being for the
first time with child, fell into melancholy, for
guriosity devoured her, and she wished to read in
her own bosom. She then called for a demon
named Aret, who promised her that if the creature
she bore within her should receive the name of
servant of Aref, he should be like her; but God,
to punish Eve for having believed the demon,
made her give birth to a fairy (geni). And, as
genil, or fairies, are related to the demon, they are
full of malice; their whole joy consists in doing
evil. 8o they began to torment man by prompt-
ing the woman, his companion, to coquetry, to the
rending of his heart. They laugh when the
‘husband can find no rest. Thus, spirits of all the
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nooks of the Earth, they have invented costumes
which make the lover hidden by God under the
form of a woman, more powerful still. They
make the stone, the tear of the sun, whose bril-
liancy intoxicates, sparkle in his eyes. These
cursed spirits are always laying ambushes for us,
but their malice has no force against the Sourate
of the prophet.* The moment you have uttered
it, the demon will fly away faster than a thief in
the night when he hears the voice of the master.”

‘8o, then, you really believe in genii ?”’

“ How can I doubt of what I have seen? Genii
have struck me. One day when I had forgotten

* This is the way in which the Sourate, a form of exorcism,
was revealed to the prophet. A cursed Jew, named Labeid,
having by magic art bound him with a cord formed of eleven
knots, God commanded the prophet to repeat the following .
words : “Say—I put my confidence in the master of men,
king of men, God of men, against the malignity of the per-
fidious whisperer wlo whispers into the hearts of men, and
against the malignity of genii and of men. Say—TI appeal to
the master of the wicked one against the malignity of the
beings he has created, against the malignity of the moon,
against its power of darkness, against the malignity of women
who make vows in mockery, and against the malignity of the
envious when they wish to injure.”

At every verse of this exorcism a knot became detached, and
the prophet having repeated them all, was freed from the
attacks of the genii.
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my talisman, and had not time to repeat the
Soursts, 1 was struck down suddenly; and if it
had not been for Hamed-ben-Hameur, to whom
God has given a Imowledge of secret things, and
who is powerful in the scienee of marvels, I should
have remained under the yoke of the demon to this
day. Praise be to God, who has delivered his
servant from evil!”

“Tt is curious,” said Moore, when the Kkodja had
ceased speaking, *that we should find in places
8o wide apart the same craving for the marvellous;
the same belief in intermediate beings; the same
faith in enchantments. I recollect having heard
stories of genii in Ireland, but there it is not on
Iand, but at sea, that they have their habitations.
There is a tradition that the isles inhabited hy
these mysterious. beings appear, from time to time,
on the surface of the water. Sometimes, when
the atmosphere was clear, they might be seen from
Dublin; but no one had ever disembarked on them,
till, on the 2nd March, 1674, a eertain John
Nisbett, the ancestor of the person who told me
the story, was suddenly enveloped, when at sea,
in a thick fog. The fog lasted many hours, and
when it disappeared the mariners found themselves
close to an unknown land. As there were but
four fathoms of water, they determined on easting
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anchor, and half the ecrew were sent to reconnoitre
the island. At about a mile from the coast, after
having traversed a little wood they found herds,
horses, and sheep pasturing tranquilly on the green
sward. From this peint they saw also a grand
castle, but no ene replied to their calls. As. it was
blowing rather sharply, the mariners took shelter
under an old ocak, and made a great fire. They
were chatting peaceably together, when suddenly
a tremendous noise rent the atr, rolling over the
whole island. In the greatest terror they fled to
their ship, but dared not, in such shallow water,
make sail that night. The next day, the sun had
hardly risen when they saw advaneing towards the
coast an old gentleman and ten men following him
with uncovered heads, as though they were his'
servants. Addressing the master of the vessel,
the old man asked him whence he came, where he
was going, and if he knew where he was? Then
he who secemed to be the master invited the
mariners to come ashore; and having dispelled
their fears by encouraging werds, eonducted them
to his ecastle, and made them a great feast. There
they learnt that the island had beem for many
centuries under a powerful enchantment, which
was never to be broken till a good Christian should
light a fire upon it; that on the eveming before,
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just as the flames began to ascend, the wicked
genii being vanquished, had fled away with the
terrible noise they had heard; and that, thanks to
the arrival of the mariners, the inhabitants of the
island were at last delivered from their dreadful
prison. They then gave to the Irish handsfull of
gold pieces, with which they returned home.
The same crew afterwards revisited the country
where they had been so hospitably entertained.
On the third voyage, however, they sought for the
island in vain; it had disappeared.”

Bel Hadj was all ears to hear this story, and
when Moore had finished, said :

“The earth is a book more plain to read than
the books of the learned. Every country has its
signs which preserve the sowvenir of past events.
You know the great mountain, Ouar Senis, its
long crest of pointed rocks, and the pinnacle that
crowns them all. Among the Beni Boukanous
who live at its base, there is a popular tradition
to this effect. 'Weary of the crimes of men, God,
who had not yet sent his prophet, withdrew his
presence from the world, and allowed the genii of
heaven and the earth to wage war with each
other. The genii of heaven being conquered in
one of their battles, regained the stars, their
citadels; the genii of the sea pursuing them,
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drew the waters from their depths, and on the tops
of the waves sought to overtake their enemies.
The ocean rose, and rose continually, covering the
earth and swallowing up its inhabitants, for God
interposed not, as the people were cursed till the
prayer of a servant, the only one who had
remained faithful among men, had reached his
ears. Then looking down upon the earth he
ordered that part of it where the family of his
servant dwelt to ascend, and this just man felt the
rock rising and lifting him above the billows.
When the predestined work of destruction was
accomplished, the genii of the sea findihg it
impossible to swell the sea up to the sky, fell
down with all the corpses of the destroyed into
the abyss below. The just one alone survived, '
and he raised a marabout on the summit of the
rock, whence water falls to this day, drop by
drop, recording perpetually the power of the Lord.”

“I have a better story than that,” resumed
Moore. ‘“That of the Devil’s bite at Cashel. This
bite, a huge mouthful of rock, rises like a tooth
in the middle of the city, and bears on its top the
ruins of an ancient abbey. In the blue mountains
in the distance, a cavity may be discerned, which
every good Irishman believes to be of the same
dimensions as the rock. And the story is, that
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Satan one day being in a bad humonr, bit out the
monstrous piece, spat it out upon Cashel, and
flying away, cenferred upon it diabolical power,
which would have ruined the eity, had mot
8t. Xeven driven away the evil spints. Thus
is the 8t. Keven whose virtue was put to so
severe a test, as recorded in one of my father’s
ballads.”

Moore then recited some of the most charming
verses of this Irish melody.

Absorbed in souvenirs of Irgland, I forgot the
presence of Bel Hadj. The Arab chief, whilst we
were speaking French, had commenced a2 conver-
sation with two mountaineers in rags who had just
arrived. Suddenly I heard him call for his negro
Embarek, and give orders for his horse to be
brought round.

¢ Where are you going”’ said I; “you do net
usually leave till mightfall.”

‘ These men have brought me news that the
blessing of God has sent guests to my door, and
I am going to receive them.”

“In that case, farewell; good fertune attend
‘yow.” Then rising, we touched the extremity of
his fingers, putting afterwards the hand to the
mouth, according to the formulary of Arab
politeness.
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“T willlay a wager,” said I to Moore, “thatthe
old rogue has just received some mews which will
make it disagreeable to him fo meet the -com-
mandant. He is off to avoid him.”

1 should not be surprised,” hereplied. “Ome
-of those ragamuffins is a Sbéahs man, whom T have
often seen with him.”

I questioned him then about this mam, whose
large black eyes and aquiline mose had struck
me. But the orderly om servioe samnnoning me to
the presence of the commandant, mterrnpted us,
and I went away withont satisfying my curiesity.

“How msny ‘' horses have you ready for
service P’ said he, the moment he saw me.

“There has been no accident smoe this mern-
ing,” I replied ; ¢ twenty-five men and horses are
both ready for a march.”

“ Let your troop be ready at half-past ten, taking
only corn-and provisions for eme meal. My =spies
inform me that Bou Maza is this evemirg but six
leagues from hence, among the Sbéahs, who give
him the diffa. This impudence is rather too
much. Ishall wish him good merning mryself
to-morrow at sunrise. If we cannotf eapture him
we may at least chastise these vagabonds. Have
you seen Mchamed-Bel-Hadj?”

¢ He has this moment returned $o his own homs.
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T suspect that the arrival of a Sbéah man, with
whom he had some conversation, made him leave
earlier than usual.”

“He will be always the same, the trimmer,
swimming between two streams. Fearing that I
might ask him to accompany me, if decided on a
march, he has gone off without informing me that
Bou Maza is so near. All the better, for he is
quite capable of double dealing, and might at
least have lamed our enterprise, so anxious is he
to stand well with every party. Do not say a
word to your chasseurs till twenty minutes before
you start. There may be spies about the camp,
and not the slightest movement should be visible.
‘When you are ready to mount come to me for your
last orders.”

I took my leave, rejoiced at the idea of escap-
ing, even for a short interval, from our mono-
tonous repose, experiencing the delight of an
amateur of theatrical entertainments, who receives,
after he has given up all hope of it, a ticket for a
new melo-drama.

At the retreat, when the brigadier on duty dis-
tributed provender to the horses, I betook myself
to the bivouac to see myself that the rations were
abundant, for experience had proved to me the
truth of the Arab saying: ¢ If I had not seen the
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stallion engender the colt, I would swear that corn
was his father,” or, as the soldier knows when he
starts, but never when he is to return, it was
necessary that our horses for the night should
be prepared for -every fatigue. The evening was
fine, the silence profound; not a breath was
stirring ; nothing was heard but the sound so
agreeable to the ears of those about to put their
steeds to the test, that of the jaws of the horses
masticating their corn; whilst the soldiers slipped
gradually one or two at a time under their little
tents, where they slept as soundly as young girls.
At ten o’clock, when the sentinels were relieved,
I called the Maréchal de Logis.

¢ In half an hour all will be on horseback. Every
man must take three jointées * of corn and biscuit
for one meal, and the camp sacks be carried into
the interior of the post in case of accidents.”

In a twinkling, the Maréchal de Logis and
Brigadiers had roused up the whole camp. The
tents weretaken down, the bedding folded up, horses
saddled, arms loaded, and at twenty minutes past
ten, it was difficult to believe that for three weeks
twenty-five horses, and twenty-five chasseurs had

* The quantity of corn contained in two hands held together
is 5o called. It is a bivouac measure.

VOL. I. T
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ooccupied the place. Five minutes afterwards the *
troop, making the tour of the walls, took their
place behind three hundred infantry, who sud-
denly, at the word of command, had sprung out
of their hammocks, and were now waiting
patiently the will of their chief.

“The infantry will pass on first,” said the com-
mandant to me; “you will follow, and when we
are on the point of arriving, I will give you my
instructions, according to the reports of the
sPies.”

The Commandant Manselon marched at the head
of this little force, with two Arab guides. We first
traversed the market-place, then turning to the left,
followed a valley in the direction of the country
of the Sbéahs. This valley, or more correctly
speaking, narrow and wooded gorge, allowed us
to advance, sheltered from all observation. The
road, for an African road, was broad ; it was four
feet wide. Three leagues further on it terminated
at a vast semicircle of mountains, which seemed
to shut in the whole country. Then inclining to
the north, the little column ascended steep hills,
halting every ten minutes, to allow the infantry
to take breath. Woods covered the sides of the
mountain, but its summit was quite bare. To the
right the eye plunged down into the gorge, which
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the night and the moon-light made appear even
deeper than it was; on the left, naked hillocks
rose in vast undulations like those great billows
of the ocean, which coming from Newfoundland,
break against the coast of Brittany. We moved
on in the most perfect silence ; not a pipe, not a
segar was lighted ; after some hours, however,
fatigue began to gain heavily upon us, and the
cold of the morning just before dawn, benumbed
our hands, and even our feet, despite their
constant motion. Whilst the morning star was
still visible, we halted in a little hollow, awaiting
the return of our trackers (limiers) whom the
commandant had sent to reconnoifre in advance.
As day broke they rejoined us.

“In ten minutes more, we shall be at the
Douars,” said the Commandant. * The guests’
horses are still all at picket. There is no sus-
picion whatever of our expedition. The chasseurs
must take the lead, and as soon as the Douars are
in sight, break into a gallop, to cut off all retreat.”

All lassitude now disappeared, as usual, on the
immediate prospect of action. Every one was on
the alert, and anxious to arrive first. But just at
the moment when we were all on the look-out
for the Arabs, an infantry soldier, stumbling
against a stone, fell, and his piece went off.

' T 2
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¢ Cursed brute I’ cried the Commandant ; *he
has spoilt all; the alarm is given. But away,
Sir,” he.added to me, “we will follow you at
double quick. We must try to repair the damage
this fellow has done.” '

In three minutes, the chasseurs were on the
Douar, but the shot had betrayed us. To Arabs
accustomed to surprises, three minutes, in such a
case, is life. By the time we had arrived, they
were already out of their tents, unpicketting their
horses, springing on their backs, flying and ex-
changing pistol shots. On our first rush into the
melée, two of our horses were hit, and two chasseurs
seriously wounded. Our céup de main had neverthe-
less succeeded, and whilst the infantry drove the
captured flocks and our few prisoners together,
our chasseurs continued the hunt, pursuing the
fugitives through the ravines, attacking the tents
on the second range of hills, or galloping down
its steep sides after Arab horsemen flying before
them. The trumpeters sounded the retreat in
vain; it was only on sounding the rally that the
little troop returned, and took up their position in
good order behind the infantry,

The firing had caused a great number of Sbéah
horsemen to mount. They might be seen hurry-
ing hither and thither on all sides. From the
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little elevation on which we stood, their shadows
in profile on the large naked hills, a good way
off, had quite a fantastic appearance. ~'While the
wounded were being dressed, the Commandant
questioned the prisoners. By their answers, he
learnt that Bou-Maza had the evening before
received the Dyfa in the Douars; that towards
eleven o’clock he had left, intending to cross the
valley of the Cheliff that night and regain the
Dahra; and that he had been accompanied only
by his horsemen, having ordered the Sbéahs, who

had formed his guard of honour, to remain behind.
~ The Sbéah tribe has always been known as a
body of about the boldest reprobates in Africa.
Even in the time of the Turks there were no mis-
creants like them. No debt was ever paid by
them till the Bey passed through the valley of the
Cheliff to carry tribute to the Pasha of Algiers;
and never did he pass without leaving cavalry
behind him to settle accounts. Under French
rule it has been found necessary to grind the
Sbéahs—if T may use the expression—in order a
little to mollify them. Repeated razzias could
alone effect this.

On our way back to Khamis with our prisoners,
these fellows showed us that they knew well the
use of arms, for many balls from their horse
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pistols fell among us. To avoid useless wounds,
the Commandant, taking advantage of the undu-
lating nature of the ground, sent a party from the
foreign legion to keep up a scouting watch behind
the rear guard, and the chasseurs; forming the
line of sharpshooters in front and on our flanks,
kept the enemy at a respectful distance. They
watched our march it is true, and made many
attempts at attack, but were always checked by
the balls of the chasséurs, though we advaneed
but slowly, as it was excessively hot. On reaching
the territory of the Beni-Ouragh, the Kabyles, at
enmity with the Sbéahs; commenced a fire upon
them. Not judging it altogether prudent, however,
to join battle with the men of Beni-Ouragh in the
gorge, the Shéahs retreated, and at half-past three
o’clock our horses were picketted, our wounded
carried to hospital, and the whole camp of Khamis
had resumed its usual aspect.

Five days afterwards, another troop arrived from
Mostaganem. 'We had now our full compliment,
and were obliged to follow the two companies of
infantry, who had come for the flocks we had
taken in the razzias. After having shaken
hands with our comrades we set out; our rest
had not been of long duration. A month later
our squadron joined the column commanded by
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General Bourjolly, whose purpose it was to ga-
ther in some taxes irarrear, when the great revolt
suddenly broke out. From this moment, prfva-'
tions, fatigues, and danger became too habitual to
be thought of. We lost many at first—many
who fell, ‘sustaining the honour of their regiment,
in hand-to-hand fights with the enemy. On one
occasion when Lieutenant Colonel Berthier was
elearing the way, he was struck by a cannon ball,
and fell dead from his horse. After two months
of ceaseless combats and marches, we had, however,
gained the ascendancy. Tracked and hunted
through their ravines, the Kabyles had again
recourse to flight, hoping that the rains and
heavy falls of snow would hinder our pursuit;
but the campaign was to be continued during the
whole winter; while an enemy dared raise hig
head, there was to be no repose for us. About
the 15th of November, two thousand infantry and
three hundred cavalry were stationed at Dar-Ben-
Abdallah, a good military position, situated in the
Flittas country, at twelve post leagues from
Khamis. This force beat up the woods of cak
and mastic trees, where Arab bands were wont to
take refuge, destroyed all their hiding places, and
let no opportunity of attacking them oceur in
vain.
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From Dar-Ben-Abdallah, the General sent fresh
troops to replace the soldiers of the legion at
Khamis, which had- been blockaded since the
commencement of -the insurrection. Thomas
Moore came with his regiment, but he no longer
commanded his company. Swung in a hammock
on one side of a mule, he could hardly raise him-
self into a sitting position. Disease had made such
frightful ravages on his face and person, that it gave
one the heart-ache to look at him. He had be-
come as decrepid as an old man. His clear bright
eye had an unnatural diseased brilliancy ; he was
almost bent double; and then that slight dry
cough, which was nevertheless delving death in
his lungs! Day and night he was near us, and we
nursed him with all the affection we felt for him.
Alas! on our frequent daily visits, he could talk
~ of nothing but his projects and his hopes. After
a few days rest at Algeria, he was to embark for
France; he was to return to England; all his
troubles vanished ; the future smiled upon him,
and the cough only interrupted his castle-build-
ings. We were witnessing his agony, we were
seeing him die, whilst he spoke only of life, and
of a life filled with happiness. The spectacle was
a grievous one,—shocking especially to soldiers.
Sudden death has nothing melancholy in it, the
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soldier braves it often; he looks upon it as his
probable destiny; but to see a comrade, a friend,
expire, little by little—to fear every moment that
the features on which you look so sadly may be
then contemplated for the last time, whilst you
dare not say—*‘ you are deceiving yourself, you
are dying;” even in pressing his hand, to hide
your emotion. No! Arab ambushes, incessant
combats, and marches, the dangers of every day
and night in Africa, are nothing to this!

On the day on which our poor friend was to
leave us with a convoy of sick and wounded, we
were all about him. We saw him lifted on the
mule that was to carry him away to die further
on. Every one brought him some little token of
his affection, something that might alleviate the
fatigue of the march, and we remained with him
till the convoy had set out. Two hours afterwards
we quitted Dar-Ben-Abdallah to penetrate further
into the country, and for four months no news
reached the column, till as we were approaching
Boghar, at eighty leagues distance, we received
intelligence that Thomas Moore was dead.
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A WINTER CAMPAIGN.
I

- TeE Autumn of 1845 was close at hand. A
slight fermentation had been for some time visible
among the Flittas ;* taxes had been collected with
difficulty ; assassinations had- been perpetrated;
and many reports spoke of the constant plots of the
Cherif, Bou-Maza, to insurrectionise the country.
General Bourjolly, commanding the subdivision of
Mostaganem, thought it therefore necessary to
take up a temporary position in the centre of this
district; in order to check at the commencement

* The Flittas are a numerous and powerful tribe. Their
territory begins at about fifteen miles south of Mostaganem.
It touches on one side on the plain of Mina, and on the other
on the frontiers of Tell. The Flittas are divided into many
fractions, one of which, the Cheurfas, inhabiting a part of very
difficult access, exercises, by its fanaticism, great influence over
the rest of the tribe.
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these symptoms of revolt. There was no appre-
hension, however, of the slightest resistance.
Those who pretended to be best informed felt con-
fident, they said, that a few fines and the presence
of the troops, would at once restore order, and
that we should return to Mostaganem without
firing a shot.

. Twelve hundred infantry, and a hundred and forty
cavalry of the 4th African chasseurs, having with
them two mountain pieces of artillery, bivouacked
on the 18th of September, 1845, on theé territory
of the Beni-Dergoun, at the foot of the table lands
of the Flittas, in a valley known by the name of
Touiza, of which on the next day all the echoes
were awakened, at four o’clock in the morning,
by four bugles and frumpets sounding the reveil-
lies. At the first blast and bray of these martial
chanticleers, all were at once stirring. The foot
soldier rolled up his little tent on the top of his
knapsack, already packed and strapped, whilst
the African chasseur, responding to the joyous
neighs of his horse, took his morning provender
to the faithful companion of his campaigns; and
the patient mules gravely suffered themselves to
be loaded. In a few moments more, the nomade
city was to disappear. The mornings were already
cold, but not very keenly so. Seated by a fire, which
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had been lit in haste, we were grumbling at the
General for rousing us up so early, and yet giving
no orders for a march, when Colonel Berthier
returned from the head quarters. ¢ Gentlemen,”
said he, ‘“load your arms; I know not exactly
what the news is, but it appears that the Flittas,
instigated by Bou-Maza, are determined to dispute
our passage through the defile of Tifour. The
column is to follow that road, whilst the cavalry
and the gowm of Sidi-el-Aribi will pass by
-Zamora. The troop of Messrs. Paulz and Yvoie
will alone remain with the General, as his escort.
Quick, gentlemen, quick; in ten minutes we
march, and without beat of drum.”

Those of us who knew the history of this part
of Africa, were not surprised at this menacing atti-
tude of the Flittas. Turbulent, agitated, indocile,
even in the time of the Turks, this tribe had never
more than half-acknowledged the French authority.
Their love of war and hatred to Christians, both
fanned into flame by the fanatic exhortations of
the Cheurfas, were also further encouraged by
the natural defences of their country; for to reach
the high lands, a large part of their territory, end-
less successions of hills and hillocks, beautiful and
fertile beyond description, wooded defiles- of most
difficult access, thick clumps of the oak and
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mastick tree, affording every where shelter and
ambushes, and ravines and chasms where the
enemy by thousands might be hidden, had to be
traversed. You have seen those clipped trees at
Versailles, cut out into bellying shapes by the
scissors of the gardener. Well! in the Flittas
country, Nature is the only gardener; and for the
embarrassment and torment of our Generals and
their columns, she has given to the mastick trees
the form of the thickest quinconces of the
gardens of Louis XIV. On the east, a part of
this district, called Guerboussa, is nearly im-
penetrable. The Flittas, incorrigible rebels, for a
long time found here a safe refuge. Mountains
frightfully torn and ragged, ravines succeeding
ravines, thick jungles, caverns with the narrowest
entrances, concealed in the midst of thickets and
waste rocky soils, may give some idea of this
tract.

The Arabs have a saying, ‘“ When the horses
cock their tails, they smell powder.” On the
evening before, we had jokingly made this remark,
and to day the proverb was realized; but battle and
action were our delight. 'We were all soon ready,
and with hearts gay and alert, following the goum
of Sidi-el-Aribi, we struck into the road to Zamora.
At a fountain, so called also, during a moment’s
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halt, every officer inspected his troop. The girths
were tightened, the priming of the fusils exam-
ined, and when all was right, the advance was
sounded. Seventy horses to each squadron, neither
more nor less, composed our regular force; but
they were good horses, and true soldiers, led on
by a valiant captain, Colonel Berthier.

In the direction taken by the column, shots
were heard, at first rare and irregular, then more
frequent, and then in volleys; and then a bomb
burst, drowning their deadly pops and whizzes in
its loud shattering report. On our side every
part of the wood we traversed had a delicious
morning freshness. The birds above, frightened
by the tramp of our horses, uttered little cries
of alarm, and flew away with their songs and
their gaiety, out of our hearing. Towards Tifour,
the fusillade kept on increasing, and despite the
tranquil aspect of the wood, we were on our
guard, apprehending a surprise, and not unneces-
sarily so; for suddenly an aide-de-camp of Sidi-el-
Aribi galloped up to us, announcing that the
enemy was before us. We broke thereupon into
a trot, and running a muck into the midst of
them, dispersed a part of the two hundred horse-
men, who had come from Calah to rejoin Bou-
Maza. Our march, more rapid than that of the
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column, which had been obliged to protect its
advance by throwing out all around parties of °
sharp-shooters, brought us soon on the heights
leading to Dar-ben-Abdallah.* A magnificent
spectacle here awaited us. -

Drawn up in battle array, we had now a full
view of the column advancing calmly and in good
order, in the midst of enemies harassing it on all
gides. The wood swarmed with them: horsemen
running, galloping, gesticulating, and naked °
armed Kabyles, gliding from thicket to thicket,
to take nearer and surer aims; whilst their shouts
and screams, like the mingling cries, wailings,
and roarings of wild beasts, filled the air. The
smell of the powder was now mounting with an
intoxicating effect to our heads; and the sum,
adding by its beams a splendour to the effect,
glittered on the arms of the soldiery, and shone
brightly over masses of verdure. The. column
having halted on a height, the General, who could
be recognised by his pennon at a distance, was
seen forming a battery of two pieces of artillery, and
we saw bombs trace their fiery circle in the air,
and carry death into the depths of the ravines.

* The name of Dar-ben-Abdallah indicates the place occupied
formerly by a house, of which only a few stones remained. In

Africa a tree, or a field, often has a particular name, although

there may not be the slightest vestige of a permanent habita-
tion about it.
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By order of Colonel Berthier, we started at a
trot to rejoin the General; but hardly had we
formed into rank for this purpose, when the troop
of Paulz d’Yvoie, who had just made a vigorous
charge on the enemy, supported by a body of
riflemen, joined us. The thirty men, led valiantly
on by Paulz Yvoie, had worthily maintained the
honour of the 4th chasseurs in this charge; and the
devotion and courage of that brave fellow, Geffines,
will not be soon forgotten. After having, under a
shower of shot, disengaged the Brigadier Parizot
from his fallen horse, this man saved, at the peril
of his life, another of his comrades, the chasseur
Mazéres; and then, having after an obstinate
struggle wrenched a banner from an Arab horse-
man, fell covered with wounds, pressing the
banner—the trophy of his glory—to his heart.

The vigorous resistance of our chasseurs gave
a little breathing time to our column, of which
advantage was taken to remove the killed and
wounded to the ambulance. The chasseur Mazéres,
one of the brave companions of Geffines, refused
on this occasion to be put on his mule till he
had inquired after his horse, and had placed
him under the care of one of his comrades;
but he alone can know the value of a good
horse, who has watched and fought on his
back, and has often said to himself: ¢ Without
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those four strong legs, which gallop at my com-
mand, where should I be now ?”

Of the killed and wounded, only one wounded
man now remained on the field. He was a native
soldier and a Turk. Doctor Lefebre bent over his
wound and carefully examined it, without inter-
ruption from the balls, which flew pretty sharply
about him. To save the man’s life, immediate
amputation was necessary. The General, there-
fore, gave orders for the rear-guard to halt; and
the soldier being carried under a spreading oak on
the left, the operation was performed under
its shade, amidst showers of shot from the
enemy. Two pieces of artillery keeping up a con-
stant fire, drowned the groans of the wounded
man, whilst a line of riflemen in ambush, in a
narrow creek of land close by, were ready for a
charge in case of need. 1In less than five minutes
the limb was amputated, the man in a litter, and
we on our march in advance.

The ardour of the enemy had by this time
somewhat relaxed. As soon as we got into open
spaces, their horsemen alone fired at a distance on
our men, and we were able to establish our
bivouac on the banks of the Menasfa, the cavalry
being in the centre and the infantry forming four
fronts. The wounded at first occupied all our
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attention. Blankets spread out under tents were
all the beds we could give them, and very hard
ones they were. War is a rude trade; he whose
body or limbs may be torn or riddled by shots can
often expect no other bed than the bare earth.
Double guards were by three o’clock posted on all
sides. Those not on duty passed the remainder of
the day, which had no morrow for many, as gaily
as possible; where in a campaign there is no per-
sonal responsibility, there is no care.

The General, doubtless, was far from being so
tranquil. The column had only provisions and
ammunition for a few days, for no one had ex-
pected to be attacked by a whole population
fanaticised by the presence of the Cherif. Our
position was in the highest degree critical. The
attack of the morning, and the fires which one
saw on all sides lighted on the hills, gave every
reason to believe that we should have the entire
country up in revolt against us, and that we
should be obliged to make a perilous retreat to the
camp of Bel-Assel for provisions, ammunition, and
the necessary reinforcements. But that which
most distressed the General was the order he had
given to the Commandant, Manselon, to quit
Khamis, and to join him with a battalion and fifty
horse. These troops, however, had to cross a part
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of the Guerboussa, and it became therefore neces-
sary to rescue them from the dangers of an
ambush. The order was consequently given, on
the next day, that the half of our force should
remain at the camp, whilst seventy horse and the
rest of the infantryshould, with the General at their
head, set out to meet the commandant Manselon.

Our camp was established at a distance of five
hundred paces from the Menasfa, on a little hill,
in a good military position. All around us no-
thing but the grey horizon; not a tree, nota
rush, for the hills now hid the woods we had
just traversed. Nothing but enormous scorched
thistles grew out of the ground, cracked, and
almost chasmed by the sun. On the banks of
a rivulet alone there were thickets of laurel roses,
which winded with the winding of the stream,
and looked like a river of flowers.

The little column that had left with the General
crossed the Menasfa, ascended the hill, and was
quickly out of sight. A few minutes afterwards
firing was heard, which soon died away in the
distance. Meantime the heights about us were
becoming menacing ; new enemies every moment
assailed us. The tumultuous noise of the multi-
tude was like hoarse murmurs of the sea, with
shrill cries intermixed. Or imagine the grand

' U2
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swellings and tremblings of the ocean under a
heavy gale,and its waves breaking violently againist
rocks. Whilst our guards were unremittingly on
the keenest alert, repelling every attack, we
abandoned ourselves, quiet and confident, to the
charm of the country and the beauty of the day.
Our wounded were going on well. They recelved
our first visit. Mazéres, who had lost a limb, was
calm and composed ; in his smile, however, there
was an expression of nobleness and sadness, which
showed how much he suffered. Seated near Gef-
fines, he from time to time held water to his com-
rade’s lips. It is a melancholy spectacle, that of
a field hospital. Nothing so depresses the spirits.
That streaming blood, those worn and haggard
faces, that revolt of youth against pain, these
dressings of wounds in the midst of arms, that’
mixture of war and the hospital, give even to
glory an inexpressible aspect of sadness and
mourning. This display of military suffering has,
nevertheless, its grandeur. You will hear but a
few groans, and these half suppressed with virile
dignity ; the soldier dies in silence far from his_
family, patient and resigned. o

The noise and agitation augmented every mo-
ment. The cries of the enemy became more and
more insolent; the fam-fam was heard, and our’
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guards were exchanging shots with their assailants
very, sharply, when the head of the column that.
had left in the morning was seen on the heights
of Menasfa In half an hour more they were in
the camp, having brought back with them a few
killed, a greater number of wounded, and, happily,
the Khamis detachment.

- Our dinner was a gay one, if it could be called
a_._ dinner., We drank to the health of the com-
rades who had joined us, and were telling a
thousand-and-one of those stories which enliven a
halt, when Colonel Berthier made one of our party.
It was near six o’clock, the sun had disappeared,
and the brown hot tint of Africa had begun to
spread over the earth and the sky. The Colonel
neither partook of our security nor of our gaiety..
He seemed pre-occupied and disturbed. He made
an effort, however, to appear lively, was so occa-
sionally for a moment, but sunk again into sadness.
On quitting us, he left a painful impression be-
hind him. At night-fall the orders were given
out. Our departure was fixed for the next day.
One of the squadrons was, with the Orleans chas-
seurs, to form the rear guard; the rest of the
column was to march according to the instructions
each regiment received ; and then every one se-
parated for the night.
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The camp was buried in sleep. The fitful
flames of fires half extinct flickered occasionally
on the sentinels, whose measured tread alone
broke the silence of the night, except, when now
and then the wind hurried by, some vague, fluc-
tuating murmur, and all was still again. One
light alone was visible in the tent of the Arab
bureau. I entered, and sat down in a corner.
The Chef du Bureaw had just done writing a letter.
0ld Aga Djelloul, with his white beard, colourless
complexion, and eyes bright with fever, was half
reclining at the bottom of the tent, counting his
chaplet, or passing his fingers through its beads,
muttering the while indistinet monotonous sounds.
He looked like a solitary of the Christian Thébaide.
Two intelligent-looking youths stood waiting the
orders of the Chief. They were the messengers
about to carry a dispatch to Mostaganem. This
was rolled up, almost imperceptibly, in the nume-
rous folds of the coarse Zaiks which enveloped
their heads ; at the same time they received their
instructions. They were to wait till the moon
had disappeared, to gain the wood. Once there, it
would be easy for them to evade the enemy. If
they arrived early in the morning at Bel-Assel, a
large recompense was promised them. They were
going out, and were already at the door of the
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tent, when they suddenly returned, and in an at-
titude full of modest dignity: ¢ Father,” said
they to the Aga, bending their bodies, “this is
our first enterprise; we are risking our lives;
give us your benediction; it will support and
strengthen us.” They then knelt down, and the
old man, laying his hands on their heads, mvoked
the blessing of God upon them.

I left the bureau, and returned to my tent,
much moved with religious emotions. On the
next day, at daybreak, the column marched in
the direction of the Lower Mina. The Orleans
chasseurs, under the orders of the Commandant
Clere, and a squadron of the African chasseurs
formed the rear guard. Colonel Berthier remained
with this squadron. The morning haze had not
yet broken when we were saluted by the
enemy’s balls. As the day advanced, the Arabs
pressed upon us in great numbers. They came
from the hills and from their openings, by a
multitude of paths and byways, from all sides, in
such throngs, that by the time we had reached
the entrance of the wood, we had fifteen hundred
horsemen and six thousand Kabyles to deal with.
Two vigorous charges, well headed, held them in
check for a while; but presently the attack was
renewed more obstinately. The Arabs might be
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seen leaping over the hé-hés like goats. The
horsemen fired at full gallop, then disappeared

with all the speed with which their horses could .

carry them. The Kabyles shouting and scream-, -
ing, maddened themselves with a clamour which -
the report of our musketry could not drown.::

Nevertheless, we marched on at slow time, quite .

collected, and ready for every emergency.

There was a table-land on our road, about two -
hundred feet high, three sides of which were |
covered with wood. The road crossed a wooden

ravine, about a thousand paces in length, at the

end of which was another height, very like the

first. The column had nearly passed the ravine,

and was getting into rank on the opposite side, .
when unfortunately the squadron of chasseurs, .
by a misinterpretation of orders, got engaged im-
a hollow way, and the rear guard had thus only -
two cdmpanie_s of Orleans chasseurs under the -.

orders of Commandant Clerc. We were half-wa

over when we heard discharges from the. troop,
and afterwards, at rare intervals, musketry shots.
At this moment we were joined by Captain Guyot.
¢ Colonel,” said he to Colonel Berthier, *lose not
a moment. Commandant Clerc is surrounded,
and his men have used all their cartouches; ; you
must send him a reinforcement.” Whilst he was
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speaking, all sabres were out; and at the same
moment Colonel Berthier, not far ffom the issue
of the wood, followed by Doctor Bécceur and
three chasseurs, had turned two clumps of mastic
trees, hastening towards the head of the column,
Hardly had he disappeared behind these trees,
when cries were heard: ¢ au Colonel! au Colonel!”
on which a troop darted forward, followed by the
rest of the squadron, headed by Paulz d’Yvoie,
Unhappily it was too late. By the side of the
road was an officer stretched on the ground, sup-
ported by Dr. Bécceur. Brigadier Vincent and
two chasseurs defended it. Around them lay the
corpses of five Arabs. Colonel Berthier had been
shot -right through the breast, at the moment
when he was sabreing a Kabyle ambushed behind
a thicket. ' He had fallen from his horse, and the
contest was now for his body. The corpses
stretched on the sand gave evidence of the exas-
peration of the combat. The troops pressed on
and repulsed the enemy, hurrying in great num-
bers to the spot. Thus was the capture of the
Colonel prevented, and he was carried, still
breathing, to the ambulance. A

This sad duty accomplished, we hastened to
join the squadron of Paulz d’Yvoie, who had
pushed on to the succour of the rear guard. They
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also had been witnesses of this terrible spectacle.
The Orleans chasseurs, their lips black with
powder, their bayonets red with blood, still held
their ground, though surrounded by twenty of
their comrades, who had fallen under the enemies’
balls. Here was a frightful péle méle of broken
arms, dead horses, and wounded and dying Arabs
and Frenchmen, stretched on the same spot, and
soaked in blood. The chasseurs, shoulder to
shoulder, in serried rank, presented an immove-
able front to the frenzied assaults of the Arab
horsemen. They seemed to have borrowed the
serenity and sang froid of their worthy command-
ant. Paulz d’Yvoie and his troop soon rescued
them from their perilous position, when they took
up a post about thirty yards distant, where they
formed themselves into a line of riflemen, and
awaited a reinforcement. Certainly, none but
old soldiers could have stood thus calm and col-
lected in the midst of a hail of balls. Where they
were now, constantly in motion, it was less easy
to hit them. The wounded being conveyed away,
the rest remained firm. Each man felt that his
own life and his own honour depended on the
courage of all, and every one was ambitious to
add another glorious page to the history of the
4th. For ten minutes the chasseurs had already
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borne the brunt of the storm, such minutes as
may count for hours, when finally the General,
informed by Lieut. Dariule, who had traversed
the ravine occupied by the enemy alone, of what
was going on, arrived himself, with a battalion, to
their aid. It was the native battalion, commanded
by M. Valicon. We then fell back upon the
columns, carrying with us the dead, the wounded,
and the scattered arms. Then only was it known
that a ball had shattered the knee of Commandant
Clerc. He had been twenty minutes since on
horseback, without uttering a complaint; for he
feared that the slightest hesitation in the moment
of peril might have been fatal, so suppressed
every expression of pain.

As soon a8 we had joined the column, our first
inquiries were after our Colonel. He had been
placed on a litter under the shade of bushes fo
protect him from the heat of the sun. We arrived
in time only to hear the death-rattles in his
- throat. Dr. Bécoeur and the surgeons could give
us no hope, and the brave man in a few minutes
breathed his last. There was no time for lament-
ing. Hardly was he dead, when his litter was
placed on one side of a mule; on the other side
was a chasseur, with a broken thigh. The
trumpets sounded, the drums beat, and the
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column resumed its march. 'As we were entering
the defile of Tifour, the native battalion in its’
turn supported the burthen of the day.’ o

Captain Valicon, mounted on a white horse,
and constantly at the head of the riflemen, when
he commanded, seemed to have fascinated the
balls. Opposing stratagem to stratagem, thicket
to thicket, ambush to ambush, our native sharp-
shooters glided like serpents among the bushes,
and retorted vigorously their own mode of warfare
on the Arabs. The officers, always first in danger,
set them the example. One of these sharp-
shooters slipped behind a great clump of mastic:
trees; a Kabyle approached, a ball whizzed, the
Arab fell dead. The sharpshooter reloaded and
waited. Another Arab, looking  carefully abont:
him,  advanced with cautious steps, to carry off
the body. A second shot stretched him a corpse.
Four of the enemy in this way were by a single
rifleman killed, who then, proud of his address
and his sang froid, returned to the column.

'We were now at Touiza, the place whence we
had marched so gaily three days before. Here
we bivouacked again. It was three o’clock when
we took up our ground. The Arabs had taken
up their position on an opposite hill) their multi-
tudinous buzz, and the noise of their Zam fam
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reached our camp. We each. occupied the same
place as before our departure. The tent of
Colonel Berthier was pitched also in the same spot
as before. Silence and respect surrounded it;
and two sentinels watched day and night over the -
bed of death. Six large tents were filled with
the wounded ; others with the bodies of those
who had fallen. At night graves were dug
within the camp wherein to bury them. Alas!
they were numerous. Great fires were then lit
over the graves, that the corpses might escape the
profanation of the Arabs; and this duty accom-
plished, every one returned to his tent.

The next day was a day of rest. The little
barley that remained in the sacks was given to the
horses, and this was all the food they had, till we -
shqlﬂd discover some provender in the surrounding
country. The body of Colonel Berthier was to be.
conveyed to Mostaganem, -that his tomb might be’
near his regiment, or rather, for so it might be
called, his family. For this purpose it was neces- -
sary to embalm it, as the sun of September would
have otherwise produced speedy decomposition.
Fortunately, therefore, the rivulet mnear the:
bivouac was full of aromatic herbs, and with-
these, in the course of the day, the embalming was
performed. The Colonel, dressed in his uniform, -
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enveloped in his cloak, rolled up in his tent, a
fitting coffin, was placed on a strong mule, which-
travelled twenty-five leagues a day, and thus
was transported to Mostaganem.

Not to be quite idle, the Arabs kept upa
pastoral fire on our guards; and the day after
our departure all their horsemen followed us, but
at a respectful distance. From Touiza the valley
widens up to the last hills, which gradually decline
into the great plain of the Mina. This plain
derives its name from a river which takes its
source on the high lands of the Sersous, traverses
the country of the Sdamas, sweeps round
the Flittas, and debouches on the south east of
the plain, running nearly in a straight line, for
three leagues and a half, to the mountains of
Bel-Assel, then bending to the right, it follows for
three leagues this new direction, till it forms a
junction with the Chelif, that runs from an oppo-
site quarter, .the east, when the joint stream,
fifteen miles further on, falls into the sea. On
this immense plain neither tree nor shelter is to
be met with ; here and there only are some bushes
of the wild jujube, occasionally a slight unduction
of earth, and a salt lake. This dead passage is,
so to speak, set in the frame of a naked and
vapoury horizon. Parts of the plain are so
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ravined by rains as to be impassable in the winter.
The Mina itself runs between steep banks twenty-
five feet deep. The fertility of that portion of the
plain called the lower Mina is proverbial. Its
alluvial soil may be partly watered by a river lock
which the Turks had constructed at Relizann, but
which the Frepch have removed. One day this
tract will be covered with rich harvests, but in
1845 it echoed only with the musket shots of our
Arab enemies. Our rebounding bombs, however,
kept them off, and whilst our wounded were con-
veyed to Bel-Assel, the column, inclining to the
left, reached Relizann.

-
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