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THE STORY OF A CONSCRIPT.
(From the Catholic Wold.)
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That same day we went =< far Bulche ; the
next, to Hornbach ; then to Kaiserslantern. Tt
hegan to snow again.

How aften during that long march did | sigh
for the thick cioak of Monsieur Goulden, and
Ius double-soled shoes.

We passed through iorumerable villages,
sometimes on the mountains, sometimes in the
plas. As we entered eaci li'tle town, the
drums began to beat, and we marched witk heads
erect, marking the step, trying to assume the
mien of old soldiers, The people looked out of
their httle windows, or came to the doors, say-
ing, ¢ There go the conscripts,’

At myht we balted, glad to rest our weary
feet—1, especially. I cannot say that my leg
burt me, but my feet! 1 had oever undergone
such fatigue. With our billet for lodging we
had the right to a corner of the fire, but eur
hosts also gave us a place at the table. We
bad nearly always buttermilk and potatoes, and
often fresh lard on a dish of sauverkraut. "The
children came to look at us, and the old women
asked vs from what place we came, and what our
business was before we left home. The young
girls looked sorrewfully at us. thinking of their
sweethearts, who had gope five, six, or seven
months belore. Then they would take us to the
son’s bed. With what pleasure I stretched out
my tired imbs! How 1 wisked to sleep all our
twelve hours’ balt.  Bet early io the morning,
at daybreak, the ratthog of the drums awoke
me. [ gazed at the brown rafters of the ceiling
the window panes covered with frost, and asked
myself where I was. Then my heart would
gros cold, as 1 thought that I was at Bitche—
at Kaiserlantern—that T was a conscript ; and
1 bad to dress fast as T could, catch vp my knap-
sack. and answer the roll call,

¢ A good Journey to you, szid the hostess,
awakened so early in the morning.

¢ Thank you,’ replied tne conscript.

And we marched on,

Yes! a good journey to you! They will not
see you again, poor wretelh,  How many have
follawed the same road!

[ wil never forget haw at Kuicerslantern, the
second day of our mareh, haviog unstrapped my
koapsack to take out a white shirt, I diseovered
beseath, a hitle pocket, and opening it T found
fifty four frapes in six-livre pieces. Qo the
paper wrapped around them were these words,
written by Monsieur Gonlden:

¢ While you are at the wars, be always good
and honest. Think of your friends and of those
for whom you wou'd be willing to sacrifice your
life, and treat the enemy with bumamty that
they may so treat our soldiers. May heaven
guide you. and protect you in your dangers/—
You will find some money inclosed ; foritisa
good thing, when far from home and all wha
Jove you, to have a little of it. Wnite to us as
often as you can., Iembrace you, my child, and
press you to my heart.

As T read this, the tears forced themselves to
my eyes, and I thought, *'Thou art not wholly
abandoned, Joseph; fond hearis are yearping
toward you. Never forget their kind counsels.?

At last, on the fifth day, about fire o’clock 1n
the evening, we entered Mavence. As long as
1 live 1 will remember 1t. It was terribly cold.
‘We had begun rur march at early dawa, aod,
long before reaching the city, had pasced through
villages filled with soldiers — cavalry, anfsatry,
dragoons in thewr shert jackets — some diggng
holes 1 the 1ce to get waler for their horses,
others dragging bundles of forage to the doors
of the stakles; powder wagoos, earts full of
capnon-balls, all white with frost, stood on every
side ; couriers, detachments of artillery, pontoon-
trains were comiog aod gomg over the white
ground ; and no more attention was paid to us
than if we wera got in existence.

Captaa. Vidal, to warm himself, had dis-
monnted and marehed with us en loof. The
officers and sergeants hastened vs on. Five or
six Italians had fallen behind and remained io the
villages, no longer able to advance. My feet
were sore and burping, aed at the last halt I
could scarcely rise to resume the march. TCie
others from Phalsbourgh, however, kept bravely
on.

Night had fallen ; the sky sparkled with stars.
LEvery one gazed forward, and said to Ins com-
rade, * We are nearng1t! we are nearing it I
for along the lLonizon w dark hne of seeming
cloud, ghttering here and there with fiishing
points, annouznced that a great city lay belore
“SI

At last we entered the advanced works, and
passed throvgh the zig gag earthen bastions.—
Then we dressed «ur ranks and marked tbe step,
as we usually ¢id when we approached a towo.
At the corner of a sort ol dem:dune we saw the
_frozen fosse of the city, and the brick ramparis
towering above, and opposite us an old, dark

gate, with the draw-bridge raised.  Above
stood a septioel, who, with his muskel raised,
cried out: ‘

¢ Who goes there P

The captain, going forward alone, replied :

¢ France I’

$ What regment 7

* Recruits for 1ue Sixth of the Line.?

A silence epsued. Then the draw-bridge was
lowered, and the guard turped out and examioed
us, one of them carrying a great torch. Captam
Vidal, a few paces w advaoce of us, spoke to the
commandant of the post, who called out af
lepgth:

¢ Wheuerer you please.’

QOur drums began te beat, but the eaptain or-
dered them to cease, aod we crossed a long
bridge and passed through a second gate like
the first. Then we were 10 the streets of the
city, which were paved withsmooth round stopes.
Every one tried his best to march steadily 5 for,
alibovgh it was night, all the inos 2nd shops
a'ong the way were opes and their large win-
dows were shining, and hundreds of people were
passing to and fro as if it were broad day.

We turned five or six rorners and soop ar-
rived ia a little open place beforea bigh barrack,
where we were ordered to halt.

There was a shed at the corper of the bar
rack, and 10 it a cantiniere seated hetind a
small table, uoder a great tri-colored umbrefla
from which bung two lanterns,

Several officers 2rrived as snon as we halted ;
they were the Commandant Gemeau and some
others whom I have sioce known. They pressed
our Capta’s band laughing, then lonked at us
and ordered the roll 1o be ealled. Afier that,
we each received a ration of bread and billet for
lodaing. We were told that roll call would
take place the next morning at eight o’clack lor
the distribution of arms, and then we were or-
dered fo break ranks, while the officers turned
up a street to the left and went into a great
coflee house, the entrance to which was ap.
proached by a flight of filteen steps.

Bur we, wmith our bille's for lodging—what
were we to do with them in the middle of such
a city, and, above all, the Tt hans, who did not
know a word either of Germ or French ?

My first 1dea was to see the cantiniere under
the umbrella, Sbe was an old Alsatian, round
and chubby, and, whea T asked for the Cap_u-
gner Strasse, she replied :

¢ What will you pay for ¥

I was obfiged to take a glass of eaqu-de-vie
with ber; then she said :

¢ Look just opposite there; if you furn the
first corner to the right, you will find the
Capougner-Strasse. (Gaod eveniong, conseript,’

She laughed.

Furst and Zebede were also billeted in the
Capougner-Strassz, and we set out, glad
enough to be able to limp together through the
a‘range cify,

Furst first found his house, but it was shut;
and white he was kancking at the door, 1 found
mine, which had a light in two windows, |
ptished at the door, it opesed, and T enfered n
dark alley, whence came a cmell of fresh bread,
which was very welcowe. Zebede had to go
further oo.

I called out jn the alley :

¢Ts anv ope here?

Then an nld womno appeared with a candle
at the top of a wooden steircase,

¢ What do you waut ?? she arked,

1 told her that T was billeted at her bouss.—
Ste come dnwo—stairs, and, looking at wy billet,
told me 0 Germua to follow her,

T asceoded the stairs, Passing an opes doon,
] saw two men st work belore 2o oven. was,
thew, at & baker’s, and this aceounted for the eld
weman being up so fate. She wore a cap with
black ribbons; her arms were bare to the el-
bows; she, too, had beea working, and seemed
very sorcowful.

¢Yau coue late,? she said. .

¢ We were marching all day) Irepled, ¢azd
T am fainting with huoger sed weariness)’

She looked at me and mvrmured :

§ Paor child—poor child P’

¢ Your feet are sore ? she said 5 ¢ take cff your
aod put co these sabots.?

Ske put the candle upon the table and went
out, 1 rock off my shoes. My feet were
blistered and bleedivg, and pained me bornbly.
aod I felt for the moment as if it would almaat
be better to die at once than to continue i such
suffering.

This thought had more than once arisen 1o
my mind in the march, but now, before that good
fire, I felt so woru, so mserable, that I wauld
gladly have laid mysell down to sleep for ever,
notwilhstandig Catharine, Aunt Gredel, and all
who loved me, Truly, I needed God’s assist-
ance. .

While these thoughfs were running through
my head, the door opened, and a tall, stout man,
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gray-haired, but yet strong and healthy, entered.

He was one of those I had seen st work below,!
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and held in bis hande a botile of wine and two
glasees.

* Good evening,’ said he gravely and kwndly.

1 looked up. The old woman was bebied
him. She was earrying a little-wooden tub,
which sbe placed on the floor wear my charr.

¢ Tuke a foot-batb,’ said she ; “1t will do you
gond.’

This kindoess, on the part of a stranger,
affected me more than I cared to show. T took
off my stockings; my feet were bleeding, and
the good old dame repeated, as she gazed at
them ¢

¢ Poor child—poor child.’

The mao asked me whence I cawe. [ told
him from Phalsbourg in Lorraice. Ttea be tuld
Ins wife 1o briog some bread, addwg that, after
we had taken a glaes of wine together, be would
leave me to the repose I needed so much.

He pushed the table before me, as ] sat with
my feet in the bath, and we each drained a glass
of good white wine. The old woman returped
with some hot bread, over swhich she had spread
fresh, balf melted bntter. Then I knew how
hungry I was. 1 was almost it Ths good
people saw my eagerness for food ; for the wo-
msn said ¢

* Before eating, my child, you must take your
feet qut of the bath.

Ste knelt down awd dned my feet with ber
apren before 1 kaew what she was about to do.
I eried:

¢ Good Heavens, madame ; you treat me as if
I were your son.’

She replied, alter
silence

¢ We had a son in the army.

He voice trembled as she spoke. I thouaht
of Catharine and Aunt Gredel, and could not
speak again. I ale and drank with a pleasure 1
pever before telt in domng so.  The twa old peo-
ple sat gaziog kindly on me, and, when I tad
finished, the man sawd :

¢ Yes, we have 2 son in the army ; he went to
Russia last year, and we have not since heard
ifrom him. These wars are terrible.

He spcke dreamily, as if to bimself, all the
while walkiag up and dowa the rooim, his haods
crossed betind his back. My eyes began to
close, witen he sard suddeniy :

$ Come, wife. Good night, conscript.’

They went out togetber, she carrying the
tub.

¢ God reward you! I cried, ‘and bring your
son sife home.

Tn a minute | was undressed, and, sinkmg on
the bed, I was immediately buried in a deep
sleep.

a moment’s mouraful

X,

Tke nest mormng 1 woke at about seven
o’rlock, A truinpe! was sounding the recall at
the corner of the street; horses, wagons, and
men and women on {oot, were hurryiog pact the
house. My feet were yet somswhat sore, but
nothing te what they bad been; and when I had
dressed T felt like a new map, and theught to
my<elf ;

s Jaseph, 1f this contmues, you will soon be a
soldier, Itisorly the first step that costs.’

The baker’s wife had put my shoes to dry he-
fore the fire, aflter filling them with bot ashes, to
keep them from growing hard. Tley were well
areased and shinng,

Thea T buckled on my koapsack, and hurried
out, without having time to thank those gnod
penple—a duty | 1nteeded to fulfill after roil-
ea'ls

At the end of the street—on the Place—
many of cur Ttahmns were already waiting.
shiveriog around the fountain. Furst, Klipfel,
ant! Zrbede rrrived a moment alter,

Caonon amd their caissons envered one enlire
side of the Place. Idorses were bewg brought
1y water, led by bussars awd dragoops. Op-
posite us were cavalry barracks, ligh as the
church ot Phalsbourg, while arougd the other
three mdes rose old bousss with sculptured
gnbles, like those st Saverne, but mueh larger,
[ had waver seem anything hike all this, and while
I stood gazing around, the drums began to beat,
and aach man toek his place in the ranks, and
we were jofermed, first 1o Ttahiam and then in
French, that we were aboul toreceive our arms,
and eash one was ordered to stand forih as e
namne was called.

"The wagons containiog the arms pow came
up, and the call began. Xach received a car-
touche box, 2 sabre, a bayonet, and a murket.—
We put them on as well as we could, over our
blouses, coats, or great—coats, and we looked,
with our hats, our caps, and our arms, ke a
veritable band of banditti. My musket was so
long and heavy that [ could scarcely earry it;
and the Sergeant Pinto showed me how lo
burkle on the cartouche-box.
felinw, Pinto.

So many belts crossing my chest made me
feel as if I could scarcely breathe, and I saw at
once that my miseries had not yet ended,

After the arms, an ammuoition-wagon 3d-

He was a fige !

vanced, and they dis'ributed filty rounds of cart-
ridges to each man. Tnis was oo pleasant
pugury. Then, mstead of ordermng us to break
ranks 2cd return 1o our lodgings, Captain Vidal
drew his sabre and shouled :

¢ By file right—march.’

The drums began to heat. I was prieved at
not being able to thank my hosts for 1beir kind
pess, and {hought they would consider me un-
grateful, But that did not preveat me lrom
following the live of march.

We passed through a long windiog street, and
soon found ourselves without the glacis, and vear
the frozen TRhme. Across the river high bilis
appeared, aod un tbe hilis, old, gray, rumed cas-
tles, like those of Haut-Bas and Geroldseck in
the Vosges.

The battalion descended to the river bank,
and crossed upon the ice, The scene was mag-
nificent—dazzhng. We were not alooe on the
ice ; five or six hunlred paces before us was a
baggage train on the way to Frankfort. Cros—
sing the river, we continued our march through
the mountains. Sometmes we diccovered vl
lages in the defiles ; and Zehede, who was next
to me, saud :

¢ As we had to leave home, T would rather go
as a soldier thap otherwise, At least we thall
see something new every day, and,f we are
Incky epongh ever to returo, how much we will
have to falk of ¥

§ Yes caid I; #but I would like better to
have less to talk about, and to live quietly, todl-
icg on my own account and bol on account of
others, who remam safe at bome while we chimb
about here on the ice.

¢ You do not care for glory,” said he; *and
yet glory 1s a grand thing.

“Yes; the glorg of fighting and losing our
lives for others, and being called lazy iflers and
druokards when we get home agam. I would
rather have these friends of glore go fight them-
selves. and leave us to remain in peace at linme.’

¢ Well? he replied, * 1 think much as you do;
but, as we are forced to fizht, we may as well
make the most of it. [f we go about looking
niserable, people will laugh at us’

Conversing 1hus, we reached a large river,
which, the sergeant tald us, was the NMam, and
near 11, upon our road, was a httle village.  We
did not know the name of the villige, but there
we Ihlted,

We entercd the houses, and thase who ronld
bought some brandy, wine, aad bread,  Those
whn had no money crunched their ration of bis-
cwit, and gazed wistfully at thewr moze fortunate
comrades,

About «ix in the eveninz we arnived at Ifravk-
fort, which ts a city yet older than Mayence, and
full of Jews. They took us to the bareacks or
the Peoth Hussars, where oue Captain, I7.oren—
tin, and the twn Lieutevants, Clavel and Bre-
te nville, awated us.

X.

At Franklort T bezan to [earn a soldier’s duly
in earvest,  Up 1o that time | had heen bur a
«imple conscripte [ do nat speak merely of
driif—1that is only an affur of a month or two,
il a man really desires to learn ; hut [ speak of
hsermhine—eof remembering that the corporal s
always 10 the right when he speaks to a private
aplider, the sergeant when hie speaks to the cor-
poral, the sergeant-major when speaking to the
sergennt, the second bhiewtepant when he orders
the sergeant-mayar, aad so on to the Marshal of
France—even if the superior nsserts that fwo
acd 1o wuke five, or that the moon shines
at midduy.

s is very diflicult to learn; but there 1s ove
thiog thot assists yow immensely, and that 1 a
sort of placard hung wp w every room ia the
barracks, aad which 1s froro time to time read to
vou. This placard presupposes everything that
a soldier wight wish to do, as, for instance, 1)
returo hame, to refuse to serve, to resist his of-
ficer, nnd always ends by speaking of death orat
leust five years with a bail ard cliain.

Tue day after our arrival at Frapkfort T
wrote to Moasieur Goulden, to Calboripe, and
to Aunt Gredel, T told them that T wesin good
beolth, for which [ thanked God, and that [ was
even stropzes than before T leflt howme, and sent
them a thceusand rewembrances. Oar Pials-
bourg conseripts, who saw me writing, made me
add a lew words for each of their families. |
wrole also to Mayeoce, to the gond couple of
the Capougner-Strasss, who bad been so kind
to me, lethog tbem bow I was forced to warch
without bewg able to thank them, and asking
their forgiveness for so doing.

That day, 1a the afternoon, we received our
umforms. Dozens of Jews made their sppear-
ance and bought our old eclothes. The Jtalians
had great difficulty 18 making these respeclable
merchants comprehend their wishes, but the
Genoese were as cunniny as the Jews, and thewr
sarzamings lasted until maght. Our corporals
received more than one glass of wie; it was
poliey to make friends of 1nem. for morning and

evenng they teught ws the drill in the snow-

covered yard. The cantiniere Clristine was
always at her post with a warmngz-pan uader
ber feet. She took young men of good famdy
wta special favor, and the yousg men of good
famly were al! those who spent their money
freely, Poorlools! How many of them parted
parted with thetr last sox w retura for her mise~
rable flittery ! When that was gouoe, they were
mere beggars; but vanity rules all, from con-
scripts to generals.

All this lime recrwits were constantly arriving
from France, and ambulances lull of wounded
trom Polugd. Khplel, Zebede, Furst, and 1
ollen went to see these poor wretches, and never
U1 we see men so miserably clad, Some wore
jackets which once belongel to Coscacks,
crushed shakos, women’s dresses, and many had
only handkerchiefs wonnd around therr feet 10
lew of shoes and stackings. ‘They gave us a
istory of the retreat from Moscow, and then
we koew that the tiventy-niuth bulletin told on'y
truth,

These stortes enraged our men against the
Russians, and we longed for the war to begm
again, [ was at times almost overcome with
wrath afier heanng some tale of horror: and
even the thought that these Russans were de-
fending thewr fatnilies, their homes, all 1hat man
holds most dear, could scarcely recall me to a
right frame of mind.  We hated them for de-
feudicg themselves; we wowld have despised
tkem had they not dope so, But about time an
extraordinary event eccurred, '

Yau must know that my comrade, Zehede,
was the son of the grave-digger of DPhalsbourg,.
and sometines belween ourselses we called him
¢ Gravedigger.”  This ke took m gond part from
us ; but one evening arter drill, as he was cros-
sing the yard, 8 husear eried out:

¢Ilalloo, Gravodigger! Lelp me to drag in.
these bundles of straw.’

Zvbede, turning about, replied :

¢ My vome is not Giavedigger, and you can
drag in your own straw. Du you tuke me for a
fool 7’

Then the other cried, in a stdl louder tone :

¢ Conscript, you bad Yetter comne, or beware I

Zicbede, with Ins preat hooked nose. his gray
eyes and thw lips, pever bere (oo gond a e¢ha-
racter for middners, e went up to the bussar
and a-ked:

¢ What is that you say ¥

“ [ tell you to toke up those bundles of sfraw,
and quickiy, foa, Do you hear, conseript

le was quite an old man, with nustachss and
red, bushy whiskers. Z-bede seized one of the
latter, but reeeived two blows in the fuce,—
Nevertheless, a Bt full of the wheker remaed
in bis grasp, ant, as the dispute had attracted a
crowd to the spoty the hussic shovk his finger,
suymg 2

* You will liear frem me to-morrow conscript.’

* Very good, reterned Z-hede ;5 ¢ we shall see.
You will probably Lear fram me too, veterzn.’

[1e came wnmediately afrer to tell me all this,
and I, koowing that he had never handled a
weapon more warhke than a pick-nxe, could not
heip tremuling for bin,
¢ Lasten, Zusbede,” 1 savd ; ¢ all that there now
remains for you ta do, sivee you do not want to
desert, 1s to ask pardon of this old fellow; for
those veterrus all luow some fearfub tricks of
fence winch they have brought from ISgypt or
Spaig, or samewhere elee. I you wish, 1 wilt
lend yoau a crown to pay for a bottle of wine to
make cp the quarrel)?

But Le, koitting lus hrows, would bear gone
of this.

¢ Ruther tban beg his pardon.? said be, ¢ F

would o and hang myseif. 1 laugh um and s
cowrades to scorn.  1f he has tricks of fence, T
have a long arm, that wil drive my sabre
through bis bones as easly as his will penetrate:
wy {lesh.?
‘I've thought of the blows made him msensible:
to reason ; wnd soon Chazy, the maitre d'armes,,
Corporal Fleury, Khipfel, ~urst, and Leger ar-
rived,  They ali said that Zebede was in the
right, and the maitre d’armes added that blood
alone could wash out the stam of a blow; that
the hopor of tha recruits required Zebede to
figbt,

Zvbedz onswered proudly that the men of
Phatsbourg had usver feared the sight of a little
bicod, and 1hat he was ready. Theo the marze
d’armes weot to see our Captain, Florentin,
who was one of the most magnificent men ima-
givable — tall, well.formed, broad-sbouldered,
with regular features, and the Cross, which the
Twperor had himself given him at Eylav. The
captain even went further tham ihe .maitre
d’armes ; he thought it would set the consrrip's
a grod example, and that if Zebede relused to
fisht he would be unworthy to remain 1 the
Trard Bottalion of tbe Sixth of tie Line,

AN that night { could nol close my eyess I .
heard the deep breathing of my poor comrade a$
be slept, and I twought : ¢ Poor Zebede? anotbet -
day, and you will breathe no more” Isbudi.

dered to think bow near I was to a man so near



