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"THE STORY OF A CONSCRIP
(From the Catkolic World.)

Then I sallied forth with Catbarive and Gre-
del, and we went 10 the lown place, where the
crowd was. lo il the shops, d z2ns of con-
scripls, purchasiog ribbops, throop: d around the
couolers, weeping and singing as it possessed.—
Others in the inns embraced, sodbing j but stily
they saog. Twn or three musicians of the
ne;ghborhood—the Gipsy Walteulel, Rosselkas-
ten, and George Adam — bad arrived, and their

T.

pieces thundered n ternble and hbeart renling.

e,
strgalharme tqueezed my arm. Aust Gredel
Jowed. .
‘Oloopposite the guard-house I saw the pedler

atar off, lns pack opened on a litile table,
D 3 it a loog pole cecked with ribbons
which be was selling to the conscripts.

1 hastened to pass by him, when he cried :

¢ Ah! Crpple! Halt! Come here; | have
a fine nbbon for you ; you must bave a mazmfi-
cent one—oue to draw a prize by’

He waved a long black ribbor ahove s
head, and 1 grew pale despite myself, Bu! as
we ascented the steps of the mairie,a conscript
escending ¢ 3t was- Klipfel, the smith of

just d
The T Lad drawn number eight,

the French gate ; be

and shouted : '
¢ The black for me, Pinacle.
hatever may hapnen.

" ;IIS face wyas gloomy, but he laughed. His

Little brother Jean was cryiag behmd bim, and

Briog 1t here,

sm:il.%, po, Jacob ! not lhe black.?

But Pinacle fasiened the ribbon to the smiti’s
kat, while the latter said :
- ¢That 19 what we want now. We are all
dead, and should wear oar own mouromng.

And he cred savagely:

¢ Vave P Empei cur I’
1 was beuerpsatirﬁed to see the black ribbon

on s hat then on mine, and T slipped quickly
through the crowd to avoid Pinacle. )

We had great difficulty in getting into the
mairie and in c'mbmg the ol oezk stairs, where
people were going up and down in swarms. In
the great hall above, the geadirme Kelz walked
about, mainfaing order as well as be could, and
in the cruncil-chamber at the side, wl:!ere there
is a pain'ing of Justice with her eyes blindfolded,
we heard them calling ¢fl the numbers. From
tim= to time 2 conscript came out with ﬁu:l_led
face, fastening s number on lus cap apd passing
with bawed bead through the erowd, like a furi-
ous bull who cannot see clearly and whp would
to wish to break his horns against the
walls. O.hers, on the coutrary,.passed pale as
death. Tue windows of the mairie were epen,
and without were heard six or seven pieces play-
1ng togetker. It was harnble.

I pressed Clatharine’s. hand, and we passed
slowly through the erowd to the hall w_here
Monsieur the Sous Prefet, the Mayors, and the
Secretaries were seated on therw tribune, callng
tbe numbers aloud as if pronounciog the sentence
ot death in a court of justice ; for all those
pumbers were really senlences of death,

We waited a lorg while.

It seemed as if there was no longer a drop of
blood in my veins, ‘Whea at lust my name was

led. )
calI advanced, seeing and hearing nothing ; T put
my hand in the box and drew a number.

Monsieur the Sous Prefet cried out :

¢ Number seventeen.’ ) '

Then I departed without speaking, Catbarine
and ber mother behind me. We went out into
the place, and, the air reviving me, I remem-
bered that I had drawn number seventeen.

Aunt Gredé! seemed conlounded.

¢ And I put something into your pocket, too,
said she , ¢ but hat rascal of a Piacle gave you
All-Juck.’

At the same time she drew from my coats
pocket the end of a cord. Great drops of sweat
rolled down my forehead ; Catharine was white
as marble, and so we retarned to Monsieur

Goulden's.
:3uvs:;a: pumber did you draw, Joseph .”_ be

asked, as soon as he saw us. ] o
¢ Seventeen, rephed Aunt Gredel, itting

down, with ber hands on ber koees. '
‘Monsieur Goulden seemed troubled for a mo-

ment, but be said. instantly :

seem

t Ope:is as good as another. Al will go 5 the |

skeletons must be filled. But it den’t matter

jor'Joseph.* I will go and see Monsieur the
Mayor and Monsteur the Commandaot. Tt will
be telling 1o lie to say that Joseph 13 leme ; all
the towu knows that ; bui among so many they
may overlook him. That is why I go, so rest
easy ; do oot be anxious.’ - 7
These words of good Monsieur Goulden re-
assured Aunt Gredel and Catbarine, who rel'urned
.to Quatre-Vents full of bope ; but they did not

~ affect me, for from that moment I bad oot a mo-| 7

ment of rest day or night.-
The Emperor had a good custom ;
ellow the conscripts to languah at bome.

be did not
‘Soon

‘form— were conversing logether in the middle of

visivn met, and a few dajs after came the orders
to march., He did not do ke those toolb |
pullers who first show you their pineers and }
books and gaze for an hour into your mou'bh, so !
that you feel half dead belore they make up |
their minds to begin work ; he proceeded with- |
out loss of time.

A week after the drawing, the council of -re-
vision sut at Lhe town hall, with ali the mayors
and a few notables of the country to give advice ;
in case of need.

The day before Monsieur Goutden had put on
his brown great coat and his best wig to go to
wind up Monsieur the Mayor’s clock and that of
the Commandant. Hereturoed laughing,and said:

¢ All goes well, Joseph, Monsieur the Mayor

snd Monsteur the Commandant know tbat you
are lame ; that 13 ea®y enough to be seep.—
They replied at once, ILh, Monsieur Goulden,
the young man 18 Jame ; why speak of him? Do
pot be useasy : we do not waat the iofirm; we
want solders.” -

The words poured balm oa my wounds, and
that night I slept like one of the blessed. Bat
‘the next day fear again assailed me; I remem-
tered suddenly bow many men full of defecis had
groe all the same, and how many otbers invented
defects to deceive the council ; for inctance,
swallowing ipjurious substances to isake them
pale ; tyiog up their legs to pive themselves
swollen veins: or plajing deaf, blind, or foolish.
| bad heard that vinegar would make one sick,
and, witheut teling Moasieur Goulden, in my
fear I swallowed ail the vinegar 1n his bottle.—
Then I ¢ressed myself, thioking that I looked
like a dead map, for the vinegar was very sirong ;
but when L entered Monsieur Goulden’s room,
he cried out :

¢ Josepb, what 1s the malter with you?
are as red as a cock’s comb.’

And, looking at myselt 1o the mirror, | saw
that my face was red to my ears and to ihe very
tip of my nose. I was [righteoed, but instead of
growing pale I became redder yet, and I cried
out in my distress :

¢ Now 1 am lost indeed ! T will seem Lke a
man without a eingle defect, and full of beaith.
The vioegar is rushing to my head.’

¢ What vipegar 1" asked Moonsieur Goulden.

¢ That in your bottle. T drank -1t to make

myself pale, as they say NMoademoiselle Selapp,
the orgznist, does. O Heavens! what a fool I
was.)
» That doee not prevent your bemg lame,” said
Moasieur Goalden ; € but jou tried to decerse
the covncil, which wa« dishonest, DBut it is balt
past nice, and Werner is come to tell me you
must be there at ten o’clock. So, burry.

1 had to go m that state; the heat of the
vinegar seemed burstiog from my cheeks, and
wien I met Catharine and her mother, who were
waiting for me at the mairie, they scarcely kuew
me.

* How bappy and satisfied you look! sad
Aunt Gredel.

1 would have fanted on bearing this if the
vinegar had not sustained me in spite of mys-if,
I went up stairs in terrible agony, witbout being
able Lo move my tongue ‘o reply, so °great was
the horror I felt with my folly.

Above, more than twenty—five coescripts who
pretended to be 1ofirm, bad been examined and
received, while twenty five others, on a bench
slong the wall, sat with drooping heads awailing
their turn. -

The old gendarme, Kelz, with s huge
cocked hat, was walking about, and as soon as
he saw me exclaimed ¢

s Atlast! At last! Here 13 one, at all
evenls, who will not be sorry to go ; the love of
glory 1s shining 1o bis ejes.  Very good, Joseph ;
I predict tbat at the end of the campaign you
will be corporal.’

"¢ But I am lame,” I cried angrily. -

¢ Lame,’ repeated Kelz, winkiog and smiling ;
¢lame! No matter, With such bealth as
yours you can always hold your own.

He bad scarcely ceased spesking when the
door of the ball of the Coupcil, ot Revision.
opened, and the other . gendarme, -Werner, put-
ting out his bead, called, ¢ Joseph Bertha”

I entered, limpwg as muéh as I could, and’
Werner shut the door.  The ‘mayors of the
canfon were seated in -@ -semi circle, Monsieur

You

middie, 10 arm-chairs, and the Secretury Frelig,

at'his table. A Harberg conscript was dresting |

biself, “ the "géndarme Descarmes belping, bim.
This conscript, with a mass of biowa bair Talling
over his eyes, ns neck bare, and his mouth apen

as he caught bis breath, seemed like a manigaiog |
“What follg—-what folly P’

to be banged. - Two surgeons—the ‘Surgéon-in~
Chief “of the Hospital, with another  uni-

ball. They turced (o me, saying, ¢ Teke oﬂ

our coat,’ _
I did so.”~The others looked on.
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the Prefet and the Mayor of Phalsbourg in the|

Monsteur the Sous-Prefet observed :
¢ There 1s & young man full of bealth.’

as the drawing was complete, the council of re- [ These words apgered me, but I nevertheless

answered respecifully @

I am lame, Monsieur the Sous-Prefet.’

The surgeos examined me, and the one {rom
the hospital, to whom Moansieur the Command-
ant had spoken of me, saud:

¢ The lelt leg is short.

¢ Bah, said the other: ¢ it is sound.

Then placing bis band upon my chest he said :
¢ The conlormation is good. Cough.

I coughed as freely as I could ; but be found
we zll right, and said agaio :

*Look at his color. How good his blood
must be I’

Then I, seeing that they waould pass me it 1
remained silent, replied : '

¢I bave draok vinegar.’

¢ Ab ¥ said be ; ¢ that proves you bave a grod
stomach; you hike vinegar.’

* But 1 am lame,? cried I 1n my distress,

¢ Bab, don’t grieve at thal,) he apswered;
*your leg is sonnd, I'll answer for it.

¢ But that,” said Monsieur the Mayor, ¢ does
uot prevent lus being lame from birth ; all Phals-
bourg knows that.?

* The leg 15 too short,’ said the surgeon from
tbe hospital ; ¢ 1t is doubtless a case for exemp-
tion.? .

¢ Yes,’ said the Mayor ; ¢ I am sure that this
youog man could oot endure a long march ; be
would drop on the road the secocd mile.

The first surgeon said nothing more.

I thought myself saved, when Monsieur the
Sous-Prefet asked : .

¢ You are really Joseph Bertha

¢+ Yes, Monsieur the Sous Prefet,’ | answered.

¢ Well, gentlamen,” said be, takiog a letter
out of his portfolio, *listen.’

Ile began to read the letter, which stated
that, six months before, I had bet tkat I could
go to Laverne aund back quicker than Pinacle;
that we bad run the race, and | had won.

It was ushappily teo true. The villain Pin
acle had always taunted me with being a cripple,
and 10 my anger I laid the wager. Every one
koew of i*. [ could vot deny it}

While I stood atterly coufounded, the first
surgenn said 3

¢ That settles the guestion, Dress yourself,’
And, turning to the Secretary, he cried, * Good
for service.

T took up my coat in despair.

Werner called another. 1 no longer saw
anytbing. Some one helped me to get my armns
in @y coat-sleeves.  Thea I found myse!f upon
the stairs, and while Catharine asked me what
had passed, T sobbed aloud and would have failen
trow top to boltom if Aunt Gredel bad not sup~
ported me.

We went out by the rear-way and crossed
the httle court. I wept ltke a child, and Catha-
rige did tno,

Monsieur Goulden koowing that Aunt Gredel
would come to dine with us the day after the re-
viston, had had a stuffed goose and two bottles
of good Alsace winé sent Irom the ¢ Golden
Sheep.” He was sure that 1 would be ex-
empted at once. What was bis surprise, then,
lo see us enter logether 1o such distress,

¢ What 18 the matter ?’ said be, raising his silk
cap from ins bald forebead, and staring at us
with eyes wide open.

I had not strength enough ta answer. I threw
myself inlo the arm chair and burst into tears.
Tatharine sat down beside me, and our sobs re-
doubled.

Aunt Gredel said :

¢ The robbers have taken him.’

s It 1s pot possible,’ exclaimed Monsteur Goul-
den, letting 1all his arms by bis side.

¢ It shows their villamny, replied my ount, aad,
growing more and more excited, she cried,
¢ Will a revolution never come sgain? Shall

. 1those wretches always be our masters ?

¢ Calm yourself, Mother Gredel’ said Mon-
sieur Goulden. * In the name of Heaven don’t

‘cry vo loud.. Joseph, tell me how 1t happened.
| They are surely m staken ; it capnot be possible

otherwisé, Did Monsievr the’ Mayor and the
hospital surgeon say mothmg P

i I told the histery of :the lefter, a;:d Aunt

| Gredel, who until then koew. nothing of - it;again

shrieked:with-ber bands clenched: - -
. €0 the" scotindrel! ' God graiit that'be may
cross my tbreshuld again, I will cleave his head'
with my hatchet.?. | . .. L
' Morosteur Goulden was sstounded. = -
¢ Andyourdid not say that it was false. Then
the story was true'l’ - o

And as I bowed mv bead without replyig, e
clagped his hands, saying: - :

¢ youth, youth ! It thinks ot nothing.—
He walked around thé room ; {hen sst down
to wipe his spectacles, ‘and - Aunt Gredel .ex-
clalmed: - S

¢ Yes, but they shall ot have bim yet. Their’
wickedness shall yet go for nothing.  Tlis very
evening Joseph sholl be 1o the mountains on the
way to Swilzerland,? -

IL

‘tried to sing as in the good old times; hut sud-

3, 1868,

Mousieur Goulden hearing this, looked grave ;
he beut uis brows, and replied in a few mo-
ments

¢Itis a misforlune, a great misfortune, tor
Joseph is really lame. They will yet find 1t out,
for he casnot march two days without falling be-
hind apd becoming sicz. But you are wrocg,
Motker Gredel, to speak as you do and give
him bad advice.”

¢ Bad advice |’ said cried. ¢ Then you ere for
baving people massacred toa ¥’

¢No’ he answered ; ¢ I do not love wars, es-
pecially where a hundred thousand men lose their
lives for the glory of one. But wars of thit
kind are ended. [t is not now for glory and to
win new kingdomy that soldiers are levied, but to
detend our country, which bad been put in dan-
ger by tyranny and ambition. "We would gladly
have peace pow. Unhappily, the Russians are
advancing ; the Prussians are joming them ; snd
our [riends, the Ausirians, only owmt a good
opportumty 1o fall upon our rear. 1f we donot
g0 to meet them, they will come to our homes;
lor we are aboul to have Europe on our hands as
we had in "93. 1t is nowa different matter from
our wars in Spain, in Russia, and in Germany ;
and [, old as 1 am, Mother Greilel, i the dauger
continues tn increase and the veterans of the re
public are needed, I ‘would be ashamed 1o go
and make clocks in Switzerland while others
were pouring out Lheir blood to defend my coun-
try. DBesides, remember this well, that deserters
are despised everywhere ; after having commit—
ted such an act, they have no kindred or home
anywhere. They have nesther father, mother,
church, nor covntry. They are incapable of
fulfilling the first duty of man—to love and sus
tain their country, even though she be in the
wronx.’

He said po mere at the moment, but sat
gravely down.

s Liet us eat,? be exclaimed, after some minutes
of silence. ¢ Midday ss striking.  Mother Gre
del and Catharine, seat yourselves there.’

They sat down, and we began dinner. 1]
meditated upon the words of Monsieur Goulden,
which seemed right to me. Aunt Gredel com-
pressed her lips, and from time to time gazud
at me as if to resd my thoughts. At length she
said:

¢ [ despise a country where they take fatvers
ol fambes afier carrymng off the sons, If I were
i1 Joseph’s place, [ would fly at once.’

¢ Lasten, Aunt Gredel,” | replied ; ¢ you know
tha! T love nothing so much as peace and guiet ;
but I would not, pevertheless, run away Like a
coward to ancther country. DBut, notwithstand
ing, 1 will do as Catharine says; il she wishes
me tn go to Switzerland, I will go.”

Then Catharine, lowering her head te hide
her tears, said 1w a low voice:

+] would not have them call you a deserter.’

¢ Well, then, I will do Iike the others,’ I cried ;
¢Cand gs those of Phalsbourg and Dagsberg are
gong to the wars, I will go.’

Monsieur Gouvlder. made no remark.

¢ Every one ts free to do as he pleases,” said
he, after a while; ‘but I am glad that Joseph
thinks as I do.’

Then there was silence, and toward two
o’clock Aunt Gredel arose and took her basket.
She seemed utterly cast down, and said :

¢ Joseph, you will not hsten to me, but no
matter. With God’s grace, all will yet be well,
You will retura if be wills it; and Catbarine will
wait for you.’

Catharine wept again, and T more than she ;
so that Monsteur Gaulden himself could nat help
shedding tears.

At length Catharine and ber mother descended
the stawrs, apd Aunt-Gredel called out from the
bottom:

¢« Try to come and see us once or twice again,
Joseph.’

* Yes, yes,’ T answered, shutting the door.

I could no longer stand. Never had I been
so miserable, and even now, when I thiok of i,
my Leart chills.

- Vil

From that day 1 ceould thik of nothing but
my misfortune, I tried to work, but my. thoughts
were far away, and Mousieur Goulden said :

¢ Joseph, lay labor aside. Profit : by the little
time you can remain amodg us; go to see Ca-
tharine and Mother Gredel, I still think they
will 'exempt you, but who cao tell? They need
men so much: Lhat 1t may be a loog time com-
in .,, . . LA . .- B

1!I'w?';a.nt.then every morning to’ Quatre-Veants,
aod passed my days with Catharine. We were
very sorrowful, but very glad to see cach other.
We-loved one another even more than- before,
il ‘that were posaible, Catharige sometimes

denly she would burst into tears. ~Then we
wept together, and. Avat Gredel would rail at
wars:which brought misery to every one. She
safd fhat the Cauaeil of Revision deserved to be

~_No

to hear ber talk thus, and we thought she was
nght.

I returned to the cily about eight or bine
o’clock in the eveming., When they closed the
gates, and as I passed, I saw the small iors ful3
of conscripts and old returned soldiers drinkiog:
togetber.  The conscripts always paid; the
others, with Jirty police-caps cocked over ther
ears, red noses, and horse-hair stocks m place of
shirt-collars, twisted thewr mustaches and related
with majestic air therr battles, their marches,
and their duels, Oue can imagine nothiog viler
than those holes, full ol smoke, cobwebs hangfag-
on the black beams, those old sworders and -
young men drinking, shouting, and beating the .
tables like crazy people; and behind in the..
shadow old Annette Schnapps or Marne Heriog
— ber old wig stuck back oa her head, her comb -
with only three teeth remeining, crosswise, in 5t
—gazing on the scene, or emptying a mug to
tbe health of the braves. .

Tt was sad to see [be sons of peasants, honest
and Iaborious fellows, leading cuch an existence ;
but no one thought of working, and any one of -
them wou'd have given his Iife for two farthmgs.
Worn out with shouting, drioking, and: ternal -
grief, they ended by fulling asleep over the table, .
while the old fellows emptied their cups, sing-.
ing 2

¢ Tis glory calls us on I’

I saw these things, and I blessed bteaven for
having given ne in my wretchedness, knd
hearis to keep up my courage and prevent my
courage and prevent my fallng to such bhands.

This state of affairs lasted unhl the twenty-
fifth of January. For some days a great num—
ber of Italian conscripls— Piedmontese and Ge-
noese—had been arriving in the ety ; some
stout and fat as Savoyards fed upon chestouts—
their great cocked hats on their curly heads;
their hinsey-wanlsey pantaloons dyed a2 dark
green, and their short vests a'so of wool, but
brick red, fastened around their waists by a
leatber helt. They wore enormons shoes, and
ate their cheese seated along the old market-
plice. Others rwere dred up, lean, brown,
shivering in their long cassncks, seeing nothing
hut snow upen the ranls and gazing with thewr
Lirge, black mournful eyes upon the women who

passed, They were exercised every day in
uvrehirg, and were going to fifl up the skeleton
of the sixth regiment of the hne at Mayence,
and were then resting for a while ia the in‘aatry
barracks.

The eaplain of e recruits, who was named
Vidal, lodged aver our raom. e wasa rquafe-
built, sold, very strong-losking man, and was,
tao, very kind and cwwil. He came to usto
have I wateh repared, and when be learned
that T was ¢ conseript and was afraid I should
never return, he encouraged me, saying that if
was all habit; that at the end of five or sie
months one fights and marches as he eals hig -
dinner; and that meny so necustom themselves,
to shooting at people that they consider them-
selves unhappy when they are deprived of that
amusement. .

But bis mode of reasoning was not 1o my taste,
the more so #s I saw five or six large g.ams of
powder on ope of his cheeks, which had entered
deeply, and as he explained to me that they came
from a shot which a Ruswan fired almost under
his nose. Such a life dJisgusted me more and
more, and as several days had already pussed
without news, 1 beg n to think they had forgot
tea me, a8 they did Jacob, of Chesre-Hof, of
whose extraordinary luck every one yet talka,
Auut Gredel herself said to me every tms, B
went there, ¢ Well, well ! they will let us alona-
after all!’  When oo the morning of the twenty-.
fith of January, as "I was about starting for-
Quatre-Vents, Monzieur Goulden, who was.
working at his bench with a thoughiful air,.
turped to me with tears in bie eyes and said 3

¢ Listen, Joseph! I wanted t,let you haye-
one night more of quet sleep; but you must
know now, my child, thai yesterday evening the:
brigadier of gendarmerie brought me your:
marching orders.  You go with tie Piediné!tp!'b;
and Genoese and five or six youog men of, the
city—young Kiipfel, young: Loerig, Jean Lieger,
and Gaspard Zebede. . You go to Mayence.), .

1 felt my knees give way as be spoke, and I.
sat down unable to speak. Monsieur Goulden
took my marching orders, beautifully writtep,
out of a drawer, and began to read them slowly.
All that [ remember is that Joseph Bertha, na=
tive of Dabo, Canton of Phalshourg, Arrondissea;.
meot of Sarrebourg, was .incorporated in the
sixtb regiment of the line, and that he shopld., .

jmﬁ:_hi!do;ps the tweuty-ninth of Jangary _at . .

arence, el
~This ietler produced as evil an effect on -me
as if I had known pothiog of ‘it before..". It - .-

seemed something new, and I grew avgry,, .

“Monsieur Goulden, after a. momert’s slehce’ = -
added : s aller. a. moment’ silence;. .

¢ The Italians start to-_d:.}.;ﬁt‘ ;}élev!én".."-

buog ; that they were all  robbers, banded toge- |

ther te poison our lives. It solaced us a litile

Then, as if awakening from a hornble drea
I eried: L A




