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And then, speaking of the constitution, which
had given tue king the sole charge of defending
the country, he cried—

« O king, who have only affected to love the
Jaws but to preserve a power which woitd help
you to defy them—the constitution, that it
might not hurl you from a throne where it is
necessary for you to remain in order to destroy
it—the pation, only to in<ure the success of our
treachery by inspiring it with confidence ; do
you believe you can deceive us with your hypo-
critical protestations ? Was it to defend us that
you opposed foreign soldters with such inferior
forces as to leave no doubt of their defeat ? Was
it in our defence that the projects of fortifying
the luterior of the country and of making pre-
parattons for resistance were laid aside till the
time caume wiien we might already have be-
eome a prey to tyrants 7 Was it in our defence
that a general who violated the constitution was
left unpunished, and the courage of those who
served it fettered ? No, no, you have not carri. d
out the will of the c(msllmtlon 1 It may be
overthrown, but you shall noy gather the fruit
of your perjuries! Yon have not officially op-
posed the victories which were gained over
freedom in your name ; bat you shall not reap
the benefit of your unworthy trinmph. You
are as nothing now in this constitution which
you have violated so dishonourably, or to the
people you betrayed in a manner so ('()wn,rdly "

What a ery of Indignation was heard in the
club or on the place as far as Chauvel’s volce
could reach ! It was but the truth. weall thought
so already ; with such a King, whose interesis
were contrary to those of the nation, it was de-
struction. Therefore, every one said, ¢ He must
be deposed ; there must be an enrl to 1t; and
the nation must look 10 its own defence.”

But. what shows the treason of Louis XVL in
the 1host odious light s the fact thut the very
day following, his own minist=rsd.clared to the
Assembly that our treasury, our armies, and
our marine were in such a ruinou: condition
that they resigned en mas-e, Afier which these
brave fellows left the hall without even walting
for any reply, like bankrupts w o, unable to
render satisfactory accounts, make their escape
to England or elsewhere, leaving bonest people
in distress. The meaulug of which was—«You
have trusted in us. Llustead of putling France
in a position to resist an invasion, we have
done nothing. Now our triends the Prassians
and the Austrians are ready ; they are advanc-
ing. Let us ree how you will extricate your-
selves.”

IX.

We dii extricate ourselves all the same ! The
next day, Ju y 11, 1792, the Assembly declared
the country in danger, and all France was up.

These words, ¢the country indanger,” mcant
to say—~—

« Your fields and meadows, your houses, your
father and mother, your villages, all the rights
and all the liberties you have just won from the
nobles and the court, are indanger. Toe einig-
rants are coming with Prussians and Austrians
at their backs to rob and pillage you, massacre
you, burn your homesteads and cottages, compel
ycu to pay tithes, and gabelle, and field rent,
&c., from father to son once more, Defend
yourselves, hold together as one; or make up
your minds to work like beasts of burden for
the convent and your seigneur.”

This was its meaning, and this is the reason
why we marched as ong man $-it is the reason
why our blows have been sodestructive ; we all
were imbned with revolutionary ideas; we all
were defending our property, our rights, and
our freedom.

The decree was published in every cominune
in France, Cannon were flred every hour,
the tocsin was rung in every village ; and when
men heard their flelds were about to be {uvad-
ed, you may believe the sickle was left in the
farrow to grasp the musket; for the field can
bear a crop next year, and for ten or for one
hundred years ; the harvest may be burned, or
become forage for Prussian horses; but the
fleld itself must be preserved to produce wheat,
barley, oals, and potatoes, for our children and
our grandchildren,

Among ns, when Elof Colin read the decree
from a platform in the middle of the place,
screaming out like a sparrowbhawk on a rock,
« Citizens, the country is in danger ! citizens,
to the help of the country !” the enthusiasm
first showed itself among the buyers of church
preperty who knew that if the sons of the émi-
grészreturned,their fathers wou'd surely be haug-
ed. Theretore, all of thewmn Jfive and sixatatim.,
mounted the platform and were enrolled.

As for me I possessed nothing ag yet, but I
lived in bope; I had no intention of always
working for others, and besides, I was of the
snme opinion as Chauvel about freedom ; I
would have died for it; and even now at my
age my old blood boils when I think of some
rascal or other making an attempt on my person
or my property.

I did pnot wait long; I saw directly what
ought to be done. As soon as the proclamation
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the
volunteers. Xatntrailles head--d the list, the se-
cond was Latour-Foissac, and the third Michel
Bastien, of Baraques-des-Bois.des-Chinesc.
Ishould be wrong to say that it cost me nothing.
I knew my po-r father was destined to want
for three years, and that Maitre Jean would be
in great difficulty about his forge, but Ialso
knew we must be defended, and that we could
send no nobles in our place, that we must do it
ourselves, or wheel a barrow again tor ever,

As I came off the platform with my enlist.
ment-ticket in my hat, my father beld out his
arms to me. We embraced on the first step of
the platform amid erles of ¢ Vive la nation !”
His chin trembled, and tears ran down his
cheeks : he hugged me, and said with sobs —

«« Well done, my boy ! Now I am sati-tied—
tbhe wound caused by Nicholas is heled. | feel
it no more.”

He said so because he was an honest man, and
nothing could grieve him more than the treason
of & 8on against his blood and his country ; now
he was consoled.

Maitre Jean embraced me too, for he thought
I might contribute to defend uis farm at Picke-
holtz, and if the others came back there it would
be my fanlt. He was right; I would have been
cut to pieces before a hair of his head was
touched.

I need not deseribe the cries, embracings,
hand-shakings, and promises to conquer or die ;
it is alwavs the same, and since then, bv de-
ceiving the people with false news, men filled
with pride and folly have succeeded in exciting
the same enthusiasm for wars in which France
had no interest, and which have done her very
great harm. Bat this time it was in earnest;
the nation was rightly enthusiastic; it was
fighting in defence of lan '8 apd liberty, which
is better than to allow itself to be massacred for
a kinzor an emperor,

1 always feel emotion when I recollect those
old men and women, feeb'e and decrepit, their
arms hanging over the shoulders of their sons,
whom they had just enrolled, pnor people as
we may call them, needy creatures from Dags-
berg, who had no*hing to defend, who lived in
woondcuttiers’ and charcoal.burners’ huts, without
the slightest interest in this war; buteven they
loved their country, and liberty, and justice !
And patriotic gifis fur the relations of volunteers,
for tke wounded, for the equipment of troops,
offerings from even the poor and infirm, who
begged the municipal officers to acrept their
two liards; children who cried because they
were too young to become drummer.boys or
buglers ! This was all natural ; every one -:id
his best.

What I remember better still, and which
stirs me up again like a boy of twenty, is that
while Maitre Jean, Lotumier, my father, and
myself were sit ing at table in Chauvel's library
the shutters elosed to keep out the intense heat,
and from time to time the bell rang and Mar.
garet went out tn serve some customers, and
then came in again without daring to look at
me; and wiile I, notwithstanding the good
wine and good cheer, was not able to laugh tike
the rest, nor seem quite happy togoimmediate-
ly to the camp at Wissembourg, Cbauvel all at
once took a bottle of wine in his hand, and said
as he drew the cork—

. % My friends, we are going to drink this bottle
to Michel's health ; empty your glasses !’

He then put the bottle on the table, looked at
me very seriously, and said—

« [,isten, Michel ; you know I have liked you
for along time; your conduct this day increises
my regard for you, and shows me you are a
man. You have not hesitated todo your duty
as a patriot, notwithstanding all that might
detain you here, You have done well! Now
you are going away to defend the rights of man;
if we had not other duties, you should not go
alone : ,we ,would bave served in the same
ranks, “At this moment speak out openly. Do
you not leave nothing here you regret ? Do you
go with a heart at ease ? Have you nothing to
ask of us ? One of those patriotic gifts which
are only accorded to men whom we esteem
and love 7" .

He looked at me, and I felt [ blushed; in
spite of myself my evesjwandered in the direciion
of Margaret, who was pate, and Kept bers down,
I dared not speak. Thern was a dead silence.
Then Chan Innked at my father—

¢« Well, Facner Bastien, what do you say ? I
believe these children love one another.”

¢« Ah, I think so t00,” said my father, * and
have done =o for some time.”
« If we betroth them, Father Bastien, what

have you to say to it ?”

¢ Ah, it would make me happy for life !”

As they were talking so gally together. Mar-
garet and I had risen, but did not dare go nearer,
Then Chauve! cried—

« Come, my chiidren, embrace one another!"”

In a moment Margaret was in my arms. She
hid her face on my shonlder—she was mine,
What happiness to be able to embrace the girl
you love before every one, parents and friends !

How proud one is to hold her thus, and what.

power could force her from you ? -

Maitre Jean laughed in his good-natured
way, and Chauvel, turning round: in his chair
to us, kaid—

“ 1 afiance you one to the other. Michel,
you must march away now; but in three years,

when you return, sh2 shall be your wife. Will
you not wait for him Margaret '

“«F rever!” said she.

And I felt her arms close round me., 1 could

not help crying, and said—

« T never loved any but you. I shall never
love another. I am willing tc go and fight for
you all, for [ love you all !

And then I sat down again, Margaret imme-
diately left the room. Chauvelfilled our glasses
and cried —

« Here is my son Michel’s health !”

My father replied —

« Here is the health of my daughter Marga-
ret !”

And we all called out—

¢ To the health of our country and liberty !

One hrindred and sixty-three volunteers were
enrolled at Phalsbourg on that day. The whole
province was in & state of enthusiasm, and eager
for the defence of what we possessed ; there
was no one at work in the ficlds ; ou the place
and in the streets one could hear nothing but
cries of «Vive. la nation !” « Ca ira, ¢a ira !’
Then the ringing of bells, and every hour the
firlng of cannon at the arsenal, which shook the
windows. In the back shop we coatinued to
fraternise ; from time to time some patriot
called out at the door the number of volunteers
enrolled. He was cailed in, and had a glass of
wine in honour of the country. Chauvel took
great pinches of snuff, and cried out—s [t is
goingon well ; it will do I”

He also talked about great blows which were
to be struck in Paris, but without saying what
they were.

My brother Claude, who was a really gnod
man with no idea of mischief, a very good labou-
rer and who did all he was told, but without any
notions of his own, was head lad at Maitre
Jean's farm at Pickelboltz ; Muaitre Jean pre-
ferred a man like him, because it was a plea-
sure to him to give orders to any one.
sald he should send Mathurine to the farm, for
he could not bope to find anywhere a better
housekeeper, or one more careful or more eco-
nomical ; she was, in fact, rather closefiste!,
Maitre Jean intended remaijning to take charge
of the forge till I came back, and had made all
his arrangements accordingly ; aand my father,
who could stil] earn eight or ten sous a day, was
out of debt and had two goats, looked upon him-
self as fortunate, the more so when Chauvel
told him he would finll some employment in
town for Etienne.

About five, Freylig, the mayor’'s secretary,
came and told us that the volunteers belonging
to the town wounld march the next morning at
eight for the camp at Wissembourg, and that
they would wait for those from the viilages at
Graufthal, where the general rendezvous was
appointed. This made us rather more rerious,
but our good-humonr continued ; we had a few
more glasses, and then it began to grow dark,
and it was time to return to» Baraques. Chan-
vel clased his shop; Margaret took my arm as
far as the Porte de France. It was the first
time we had been seen out of doors together;
people looked at us, and cried, “ Vive la na-
tion "

Chauvel, Maitre Jean, and my father followed
us ; on the bridge, in front of the Corps of Garde,
we embraced tenderly ; Chauvel and Margaret
returned home, and we went back singing and
laughing, and, i truth must be told, rather too
much excited by wine and the day’s events.
All we met were in tne same state; we were
often embracing, and crying, «Vive ln. nation !”

About nine we left Maitre Jean and Letumier
before the Three Pigenns, and wished them good
night; but if they could go to sleep, a very dif-
ferent reception awalted my poor father and
myself. I tell you this that you may unders-
tand the rest of my story ; besides, in this world
goot and evil go together; and this will show
you, if the patriots won at last, it was with diffi-
cult), for nearly all underwent a sort of domes-
tic LLa Vendée. My father and I then walked
down the old street full of ruts and manure-
heaps. It was a fine moonlight night. We
sang lustity, but more to give ourselves confi-
denze than from pleasure; we were thinking
about my mother, who woulld not be very pleas-
ed to hear I was going away as a volunteer, and
that I was betrothed to a heretic.

dut about a hundred yards from our cottage
we lost all desire to sing any more, and stood
still, for there was my mother in her grey linen
petticoat, her large cap on her hair, which was
hanging loose, and her skinny arms bare. She
was sitting on the steps of our old cottage, rest-
ing her hands on her knees, and her ¢hin upon
them; she looked at us some distance off; her
eyes sparkled, and we feit she knew something
about what had taken place.

I never felt more uncomfortable; I wanted
to go back; but my father said, «“Come on,
Michel"” -

So we walked on; when we were not farther
than twenty yards distant, she ran at me and
uttered a yell--God forgive me forgaying so—the
yell of areal savage: she buried ber hands in my
neck, and would have got me down if I had not
seized her arms to prevent her throttling me,
Then she kicke® my shius, and cried out—

He also .
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‘e (+oand kill Nicholas! Kill your own brother!
Go, you Calvinist !

And then she tried to bite me. It was heard
/ll over the village ; people began o come out
of their houses : it caused a great scandal in the
place.

My father took her round the waist and pu!-
led at her with both hands to make her let me
go, but then she turned upon him like a fury
and called him a Jacobin ; had it not been for
the charcoal-burner Hanovre and four or five
neighbours, she would have torn his eyes out.

At last they got her into our cottage; she
struggled in their hands as if she was made of
woo:d, and called after me contemptuously—

¢ What a good son, who tforsakes his father
and mother for a Calvinist ! But you shall not
have her, you renegade! No! Nicholas will
cnt you all to pieces. I will have mas<es said
that he may kill yon! I will! Go—go! Curse
you!”

They pushed her into the house, but her
screams filled the village.

My father and I stood there in the middle of
the street, looking very pale. When the door
was shut, he said—

¢8he is mad. Let us go, Michel ; something
might happen if we went in now. Good hea-
vens! how unfortunate [ am ! Whatcan I have
done to deserve it ?"

So we went back to the Three Pigeons, A
lamp was still burning. Maiitre Jean was seated
qnietly in his armchair, telling his wife and
Nicole the day’s events; when he saw us come
in—I with my neck bleeding, and my father
with his coat torn—when he heard what bhad
occurred, he said—

¢ My poor Jean-Plerre, iIf she was not your
wife we would send her to prison directly.

He said for the future my father should leave
my mother alone, work in his shed, and sleep at
the auberge ; but things could not be arranged so;
my father would live in his own cottage ; habit
and respectablility forbade his living reparated
from his wife, for, let things be ever sobad, it is
tetter to live together; ir they separate tbey

are not well thought of by respectable people,

and the children suffer for it.

That night we slept at the inn, and the next
morning early my fatber went back toour cot-
tage to fetch my knapsack ; he put everything
into it ; he also brought my musket and haver-
sack, cartouch-pouch, and everything; but my
motuer would not see me, in spite of all the good
man could urge.

80 I left withoutseeing my mother, with her
curse and wish for my death upon me. I bad
not deserved it, but still it gave me great pain,

Maitre Jean has since told me that my mo-
ther bated me because I wassolike her mother-
in-law, Ursule Bastien, whom sbe had detested
as long as she lived, and that mothers-in-law
and daughters-in-law are always at feud ; it is
possible., But it is very unfortunate to be detest-
ed by those you love, and for whom you have
always done every thing in your power; yes, it
is very unfortunate.

X.

And now, my friends, we must leave the
country, old Baragues-du-Boils-des-Chénes, and
all the good people with whom we are acquain-
ted.

The next day about ten we were already in
the valley of Graufthal, on the other side of the
mountain, under the rocks. There it was that
all the volunteers of the canton were to assem-
ble before marching to Bitche, and then to Wis-
sembourg, and then farther still, The first vil-
lage detachm ents which arrived were to wait
for the others.

We had set off early on account of the heat,
which we already felt in the early morning.
Margaret, Chauvel, Maitre Jean, my father, and
the whole town, men, women, and childreu, had
followed us to the first halting.place. We were
resting by the side of u sandy road in the shade
of some beeches, our muskets piled, and the
wide valley before us far as we could see, its
river fringed with willows, and its woods studded
with rocks in the far distance.

How many times have I stopped at that point.
within the last fifty years, and looked and dream-
ed of olden times ! I could see it all again, and
I used to say to myself—

« Here it is we took a last embrace ; here it
is that poor Jacques, or that unfortunate Jean-
Claude, with his musket on his shoulder, turned
to shake his father’s hand, and cried out, ¢Till
next year I’”

The men from Saint.Jean-des-Choux arrived
by this path, and those from Mittelbronn by
that ; we could hear the rattle of their drums
for some time in the wood, then they emerged
from & cluster of fir-trees with thejr hats on the
poiny of their bayonets, then shoutsof ¢ Vive la
nation !" filled the valley.

How long thatisago! The trees, brushwood,
and rocks are there still, the ivy still creeps about
the rocks, but where are they who shouted, em-
braced, and promised to come back ? Where
are th:y ? When one thinks of all one’s com-
rades lying along the banks of the Moselie, the
Meuse, the Rhine, and among the brushwood of
the Argonne, we must acknowledge the Lord
has watched over us.

{70 be continued.)
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