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THE STORY OF A CONSCRIPT.
(From the Catholic World.)

For some mements a cannopar's had heen gomg
on at the other cide of the eity, wnere Blucher was
attackwg the faubourg of lalle. Soon after,
the firinz stretched along ‘o the right: it was
Bernadotte attacking the faubourg of Koblgar
teuthor, and at the same tune the first shells, of
the Austrians fell among ws.  They formed their
columns of attack on the Caunewilz road, and
poured down or us from all sides. Nevertheless.
we held onr own until about ten o’clock, and
then were forced back to the old rmparts,
through the breaches of waich the Kaiserliks
pursued us under the cross fire of the fousteenth
and twenty-pinth of the line. The poor Aus-
triaps were pot nspired with the fury of the
Prussians, but nevertheless, shawed a true cour-
age ; lor, in Gaif an hour, they bad won the ram-—
partsand although from the newiglhboriog windows,
we kept up a deadly fire, we could not force
them back. Six months before, it would have
horrifizd mie to thiwk of men being thus slaugh-
tered, but cow I was as sensible as any old sol-
dier, and the death of one man,of a bundred,
would ot cost me a thought,

Ustil this time all had gone well, but how
were we to get cut of lhe houses? The enemy
beld every avenue, and it seemed that we would
be caught Like foxes in their holes, aud T thought
1t not unlikely that the Austrians, in revenge for
the loss we had 1uflicted upon them, might put us
to the pomt of the bayonet. Meditatiog thus, I
ran back to a roem, where a dozen of wus yet
remained, and there I saw Sergeant Pinto lean-
ing against the wall, his arms baoging by his
face wiite as paper. He bad just received a
bullet in the breast ; but the cld mau’s warror
soul was stul stroug within bim, as he cried

¢ Defend  yourselves, conscripts!  Defend
yourselves ! Show the Kaiserliks that a French
soldser is yet worth four of them! Ab, the wi-
lains.’ ;

We heurd the sound of blows on the door be-
low tbundering like caunon shots,  We stili kept
up our fire, but hopelessly, when we heard the
clatter of boofs without. ‘e firing ceased, and
we saw tbrough the smoke four squadrons of
lancers dasbing like a troon c! hons through the
midst of the Austriaps. Alljwlded before them
Tle Kaiserliks fled, nut the long, blue lancers,
with their red pennons, were switter than they,
and many a white coat was pie:ced from bebind,
The lancers were Poles—the most terrible war
riors 1 have ever seen, and, to epeak truth, aur
friends aad our brothers. They never turned
from us in our hour of need; they gave us the
fast drop of their blood. Apd what have we
done for their unhappy country 2 When I think
of our gratitude, my beart bleeds,

The Poles rescued us. Seeing them so proud
and brave, we rushed out, attacking the Aus.
triacs with the bafonet, and driving them iato
the trencbes. We were for the time victorious,
butit was time to beat a retreat, for the enemy
were already fillicg Leipsic ; the gates of the
Halle and Grimma were forced, and that of
Peters-"Thau delivered by our triends the Bad-
eoers and our other frieeds the Saxons. Sol-
diers, cltizens, and students kept up a fice from
the windows on our retinng troops.

‘We had anly time to reform aod take the roai
along the Plewse ; the lancers awaited us ihere ;
we defiled betind them, and, as the Austrians
again pressed around us, they charged once
mere to drive them back. What brave fellows
and magn:ficent horsemen were those Poles !

The division, reduced from filteen to eight
thousand men, retired step by step before fity
thousand foes, and not without often turning and
replyug to the Austrian fire.

We nesred the bridge—with what juy, I need
not say. Butl 1t was po easy task to reach 1,
for infantry and horse crowded the whole width
of the avenue, and arrived from all the neigh-
borimg roads, uetil the crowd formed ag im-
penetrable mass, which advanced slowly, with
groans and smothered cries, which mizht be
heard at a distance of ball a mile, despite the
ratthog of musketry. Woe to those upon the
outer side of the bridge! they were forced into
the water and no one stretched a band te save
them., In the middle, men and even norses were
carried along wilh tbe crowd ; they had no need
of moking any ‘exertion of their owa. But how
were we to get there? The enemy were ad-
vancing nearer and nearer every mowment Itis
true we had stationed a few caboon so as to
sweep the principal approaches, and those troops
yet remained in hne to repulse (neir attacks;

+ but.they had guos to sweep the bricge, and those
‘ who remained behind received theiwr whkole fire.
‘ Thns accounted for the press on the bridge.

At two or three hundred paces from the

* crowd, ke tdea of rushing forward aud throwing
“myself mto the midst entered my mind ; bat
Captain Vidal, Laeutenant Bretonville, and other
old efficers said :

| driven back

¢ Shoot down the first miin that leaves the
rapks !’

It was horrible to be so near safety, acd yet
unable lo escape.

This was between eleven and twelre o’clock.
The fusilade grew nearer on the rigitt aud left,
apd a few bullets began 10 whistle over our
heads. From the sile cf Halle we saw the
Prussians rush out pell-mell with our own sol-
diers. Terrible cries now arose from the bridge.
Cavalry, to mmake way for themstlves, sabred
the infantry, who replied with the bayomet. It
was a general sauve gui peut. At every sfep
of the crowd, some one fill from the bridge, acd,
trying 1o regam his plice, lragged fire or sx
with him into the water.

In the mdst of this horrible coafusion, this
patdemonium of shouts, cries, groans, mus¥et-
shots, and sabre strokes, a crash like a peal of
thunder was heard, apd the f{irst arch of the
bridge rose upward iato the air wih all upon i,
Huodred of wretches were tora (o pieces, and
hundreds of others crushed beneaih the falling
ruins.

& sapper had blows up the arch!

At this sight, the cry of treason rang frem
mouth to mouth. ¢ We sre lost—betrayed !’
was now the cry on all sides.  The tumult was
fearful. Some, in the rage eof despair, turned
upon the enemy like wild beasts at bay, thinking
only of vepgeance; cthers broke their anps,
cursing heaven and earth for thewr misfortunes,
Mounted officers and generals dashed iato the
river to cross it by swimming, and many soldiers
followed them without tekiug time to throw cff
thewr koapsacks. The thought that the last
hope of safety was gone, and nothwg pow re-
mammed but to be massacred, made men mad,—
I had seen the Partha choked with dead bodies
the day before, but this scene was a thousund
times more borrible: drowsing wretches drog-
ging down these who happeced to be vear tiiem:
sbrieks and yells of rage, or for help; a broad
river concealed by a mass of heads and strug
gling arms.

Captain Vidal, who, by kis coclness and steady
eye, had bitherto kept us to our duty even Cap-
tasn Vidal now appeared discouraged. e
theust s sabre into the scabbard, aad cried,
with a strange laugh :

¢ The game 1s up ! Let us be gone)

I touched his arm ; be [ooked sadly and kindly
at me.

¢ What do you wish, my cbild P he asked.

¢ Captain, sad I, ¢ was four mooths in the
hospital at Leipsic ; T have bathed 11 the E'ster,
and I koow a ford.

¢ Where 7’

¢ Ten minutes’ march ahove the bridge.

He drew his sabre at oace from its sheath,
and shouted :

¢ Follow me, mes cnfants! and sou, Bertha,
lead.?

The entite battalion, which did got sow num-
ber more than twe huodred men, followed: a
hundred others, who saw us start confidently for-
ward, joined us, I recognized the road which
Zupnier and I had 1raversed so often in July,
when the grouod was corered with flowers. The
enemy fired on us, but we du not reply. I en-
tered the water first ; Captain Vidal next, then
the others, (wo abreast. It reached our should-
ers, for the river was .swollen by the aufumn
rains ; but we crossed, notwitustanding, without
the loss of a manm. We pressed onward across
the fields, and soon reached tbe little wooden
bridge at Schlessig, aud thence turned to Lin-
denau.

We marched siently, turnicg from time to
time to gaze on the other side of the Elster,
where the battle still raged in the streets of
Leipsic. The furious shouts, and the deep
boom of cannon still reached our ears; and it
was only. when, about two o’clocl, we overtook
the long column which stretched, till lost 1 dis-
tance, on the road tc Erfurt, that the sounds of
conflict were fost in tbe rohi of wagons and ar-
tillery trams.

XX

Hitberto I have described the grandeur of
war—battles gloricus to France, notwithstand-
g our mistakes and mislortuces, When we
were fighting all Europe alone, always oae
against two, and often one to three ; when we
finally suceumbed, not threugh the courage of
our foes, but borce down oy treason and the
weight of numbers, we bad no reason (o b'ush
for our defeat, and the victors have little reason
{o exult in at. It 1s not numbers that mukes the
glory of a people or an aray—it is virtue and
bravery.

Bat now I must relate tbe horrors of retreat.
It is- sard that confidence gives strength, and
(s 18 especially true of the French. While
they advanced in full hope of victory, they were
united 3 the will of thewr chiefs was their only
law ; they knew. that-they:could succeed only by
strict observance of -disciplme. But when
, no.one-bad confidevce save 1 bun—
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fself, and commands were forgotten. Thea these
{ men—once so brave and so proud who marched
is) gayly to the fight—scatlered 1o right aud
| left ; sometimes w groups. 'Then those who, a
{little while before trembled at therr approach,

grew bold; they came on, first fimidly, but,
meeting no resistance, became insolent, ‘Then
| they would swoop dewn and carry off three or
ilagzards ot a time, as 1 bave 3een crows swoop
'upcn a fallen horse, which they did not dare
| approach while ae could yet remain oa his feet.

T have seen miserable Cossacks—very beg-
gars, with pothiag but old rags haegiug arovad
them; an old cap of tattered tkin over iheir
ears ; unshorn beards, covered with vermum;
mounted on old wora-aut hor:es, mithout sad-
dles, and with only 2 piece of rope by way of
stirrups, an- old rusty pistol all thewr fire arms,
and a nail at the end of a pele for a lance; 1
bave seen these wretches, who resembled sullow
aod decrepit Jews more thar soldiers, stop ten,
fifteen of our men, and lead them ofl hike cheep.

Aud the tall, lank peasants, who, a few montbs
before, trembled if we only looked at them—1
have seen them arrogantly sepulse old solhers
—cuirassiers, zrtillerymen, dragroons who had
 fonght throuzh the Spanish war, men who could
| bave crushed them with a blow of thewr fist; 1
i have seen these peasants insist that they had no
| bread to sell, ahile the odor of the oven arose
o all sides of us; that they had no w:ne, no
beer, when we heard glasses clinking to right
and left.  And no oge dared punish them; no
one dered take what be wanted from the
wretches whae lagghed to see us 10 such strats,
for each one was retreating on his own arcount ;
we had no leaders, no discipline, and they cuuid
easily outoumber us,

Aqd to hunger, misery, weariness, znd fever,
the horrors of an approaching wiater were
added. The rain never ceased_falling from the
gray sky, and the winds pizrced us to the bones.
Haow could poor beardless conscripls, mere
shadows, fleshless and woro out, endure all this?
'They perished by thousands; thewr hodies co-
vered the roads. The termble typhus pureued
us. Some said it was a plague, engendered by
the dead not bemng buried deep enough ; others,
that it was the censequence of sufferings that
required more than human streagth to bear. I
koow not how this may be, but the villazes of
Alsace and Lorrame, to which we brought it ;
will long remen.ber their sufferings 5 of a hua-
dred artacked by 1t, oot more than ten or twelve,
al the most, recovered.

At length, cn the evening cf the nineteenth,
we birouacked at Lutzen, where our regiments
reformed as best they might, The next day we
skirmished with the Westpbalians, and at Erfurt |
we received cew shoes and uniforms. Five or
six disbanded companies joined our battalion—
oearly all conscripts,  Our new coats and choes
were miles too large for us; but they were
warm. 'The Cossacks reconnmtred us from a
distance. Our bussars would drive them oft;
but they returned the moment pursuit was re-
laxed. Many of our men went pillaging in the
aight, and were absent at roll-call, and the sen~
tries received orders to shoot all who attempted
to leave t3eir bivouacs.

I bad had the fever ever since we left Lewp-
sic ; it mcreased day by day,and ! became so
wealk that T could scarcely rise 1n the merniugs
to follow the march. Zebede looked sadly at
me, and sometimes said :

¢ Cournge, Joseph !
home \’

These words reanimated me ; I felt my face
flush.

¢ Yes, yes I’ I said ; ¢ we will soon be home ;
[ must see home orca more P

The tears forced ihemselves to my eyes.—
Zebede cartied my knapsack when I was tired,
snd coatinued :

* Lean on my arm. We are getting pearer
every day, now, Joseph, A few dozen leagues
are nothing/

My beart beat more bravely, but my strength
was gane. I could no longer carry my musket ;
it was heavy as lead, 1 could not eat; my
knees trembled beneath me; still I did not
despair, but kept murmurring to mysetf: ¢ This
1s nothiog, When you see the spire of Phals-
bourg, your fever will leave you. You will
have gaad air, and Catharipe will nurse you.—
Al will yet be well !

Others, no worse than I, fel! by the roadside,
but stitl I toiled on; when, near Folde, we
learned that fifty thousaed Davarians were
posted in the forests through we were to pase,
for the purpose of cuttiog off our retreat. This
was my finishing stroke, for I knew I could no
longer load, fire, or defend myself with the bay-
onet. I felt that ail my sufferings to get so tar
toward home were useless, Neverlheless, I
made an effort when we were ordered to march,
and tried to rise.

¢ Come, come, Jpseph I’ satd Zevede ; ¢ cou—~
rage !’

We wi!l soon be at

But [ could not move, and lay sobbing like 2
ckild,

¢ Cowe ! staod up !” he said.

*T cannot. O God! I capnot !’

I clutched his amn. Tears streamed down
his face. Ife tried 1o 1ift me, but he was Loo
weak, 1 held fost to him, erywp:

+ Zzbede, do not abandon me P

Captain Vidal approached, and gazed sadly on
e :

¢ Cheer up, my !ad,’ said be; “the ambulnoces
will be along in half av hour.’

But T kaew what that meant, and 1 drew Ze-
bede closer to me. Ile embraced e, and I
wiispered in his ear:

¢ Kiss Catharine for me - for tmy last fareweil,
Tell her that [ died 1binkizg of God’s holy
mother and of her. ‘

¢Yeg, yes!? he sobhed.
sepit I’

1 could cling to him ne longer. Ife placed
me on the prouad, and ran away without turning
his bead. L'he columa departed, and 1 gazed a1
it as ove who sees his last hope fading
away from bis eyes. The last of the
hattalion disappeared over the ridge of a hill.—
T closed my eyes, An hour passed, or perbaps
a looger time, when the boom of canuon startled
me, and I saw a division of the guard pass at a
quick step with artillery and wagons, Sceiog
some sick in the wagons, I cried wistfuliy :

* Take me! L'ake me P

But ne one listened ; still they kept onp, while
the thunder of artillery grew Jouder and louder,
More than ten thousand reu, cavalry and in-
fantry passed e, but 1 had po longer strength
to call out to them.

At last the long line ended ; T saw knapsacks
and sbakos disanpear bebind the hill; and I lay
down 1o sleep for ever, when once more i was
aroused by the rolling of five or six pieces of
artillery along; the road. The cannoneers sat
sabre in band, and bebind came the carssons, 1
hoped no more from these thap from the others,
when suddenly I perceived a tall, lean, red-
bearded veteran mounted bewde one of the
preces, and bearing the cross upon s beeast.—
It was my old {riend Zannier, my old comrade of
Lemsic. He was passing without seeing me,
when 1 cried, witk all the strength that remaiued
tone:

¢ Chnistian ! Christran I’

He heard me in spite of the noise of the guas;
stepped, and turned rousd,

* Christizn 1 1 cried, ¢ take pity oo me

He saw me lying at the foot of a tree, and
came to me with a rale face and stanng eyes:

¢ What! [Isit you, my poor Joseph?’ cried
be, springing from s horse,

He lifted me in kis acms as 1f I were an io-
fant, and shouted to the men who were drving
the lastwagon :

¢ Halt I’

Then embraciog me, he placed me 10 1t, my
head wpon a koapsack. T saw too that he
wrapped a great cavalry cloak around my feet,
as he cried:

¢ Forward ! #orward !
yoncer !’

I remember no more, but I have a faint im-
pression of hearing agam the sound of heavy
guns and rattle of musketry, mingled with shouts
and commnnds, Braoches of tall pines seemed
to pass between me and the sky tirough the
vight ; but all this might have been a dream.—
But that day, hehind Solmunster, in the woods
of Hanauv, we bad a batile with the Bavarizns,
and routed them,

¢ My poor Jo-

It is growing warm

IXN.

On the fifteenth of January, i814, two months
and a half after the battle of Hanau, I awoke 10
a good bed,and at the end of a little, well.
warmed rooem; and gazing at the rafters over
my head, then at the httle windows, where the
frost had spread 1ts silver sheen, I exclaimed, ¢ It
is winter I At the same time I heard the crash
of artillery and the crackhng of a fire, and turn-
ing over oa my bed in a few moments, I saw
seated at its side a paie young woman, with ker
arms folded, and I recognized —Catharine! I
recognizad, foo, the room where | had speot so
many Sundays before gowg to the wars, DBut
the thunder of the canvon made me think I was
dreaming. I gazed for a long while at Catlia.
rine, who seemed wwore beautiful than ever, and
the quastion rose, * Where 1s Aunt Gredel? am

suffering, so many tears, so many tbeusandy
lires gone for nothing, for the foe was ad oerr
lomes, For an bour T could tLirk of nothme
else ; and even now, old and gray-haired as ¥
am, the theught fills me witt Ditterness.  es,
we old men bave sien the German, the Russawm,
the Bwade, the Spaniard, the Enghshman, mas—
ters of France, garrisonmrg our cities, taliny
whaterer sm'ed them from our fortresses, insndt~
ing our soldiers, changing our Hag, and dividy;
among themseives, not only our conquests syeem
150:, but even those of the republic, Thew
were the fruits of ten years of glory »

But let us not speak of these thiags. Thep
will tell us that after Lutzen and Baulzep, tde
enemy offered 10 leave us Belgium, part of o}
Inud, all the left bank of the Rhwe as far ea
Bale, with Savoy and the kiegdom of Haly 5 and
that the emperor relused to accept these copdi-
tions, brilliant as they were, becanse he plared
tLe satisfaction of his own pride before the bap-~
piness of France!

But to return to my story. For two washs
weeks after the battle of Ianau, thousands ef”
wagoes, filled with woundel, crowded the rozd
from Strasbourg to Nrrcey, and passed tiarewai-
Phalsbourg. Not one in the sad cortege esrapush
the eyes of Auot Gredel and Cathurine, aad
thousands of fathers aud inothers sought among:
them for their clildren. The third day Catha—~
rine found me zmang a beap of other wretehes,
with supken cheeks and glariog eyes—dyping oF
huoger.

She koew e at once, hut Aunt Gredel gozed:
long bofore she cried, f Yes! it is he! It s
Joseph P

They took me home. Why should 1 descrba
my loog iliness, my shrieks for water, my almosk
miraculous escape from what seemed cerlsim
death 7 Let it suffice the kind reader to kaow
that, six months after, Catharine aud I were
marned ; that Monsieur Goulden gave me balf
Ins business, oud that we lived together as happe
as birds, ]

The wara were ended, but the Bourhons hask
been taught nothing hy their msforivnes, sad
the emperor only awaited the moment of ves
geance. But here let us at rest. If people of
sense tell me that I have done well in relating
my campaign of 1813 —that my story may shuer
youth the vantty of militarg glory, and prove
that no man can gaie happiness save by peaer,
hberty, and labor—thea T will take vp my pem
cuce more, and give you the story of Waterjpn ¥

THE END,

THE IRISH QUESTION,
LETTER FRCM DEAN O'RRIEN OF LIMERICZ,

i'ke following letter has been published 1» the
London Star, io the Eiitor of which it waz 2il-
dressed :—

Sir,—orly-seven parishes assembied siranl-
ianeously last Sunday wmn the dincese of Limeritk
to protest against the Irish Church Establah-
zent, and to petition the legwlature for its entrs
abolition. I bave reason to know that hunéreds
of other meetings were beld on the same duy,
or are o course of being held during the nextr
week or two, and that miliions of sebjects of 1he
Queen will ooce more appeal to the Ionss off
Commons for a redemptien from what is a iz~
hionor as well as a wrong, 1 am bound to adm’s
that there 13 more hope than 1 have seen Ffor
twenty years, and much more than T feel, amid
tbat men’s minds are profoundly stirred by tbe
broad span of Mr. Gladstone’s sympathy andl
statesmanship. The twelve or thirteen hundred
dignitaries, perish priests, and curates, who staR
biold for the wisdom and efficacy of native zule,.
have umtedly ranged themselves on the side of
the Liberal,s as an act of sound policy as wel) as
a course-demanded by the courageous honesty of
Mer. Bright and bis friends; and I am sure ¥ Jo
not misrepresent them when I say that, whaterer
may be the issue of the preseat singular struggle,,
tey believe the sincere desire of the Libesal
parly (oot the Whigs) to make *Ireland wimr:
she ought to be.’ :

I bave communicated with a large number o¥
clergymen, and I find a uniform agreemeat om
the strking change in the ideas of the masses,——
Three months ago 1t was difficult to induce the
lurmere, shopkeepers, and working men to sign
any petwon, and T bave seen them doggediy re-
fuse ; on every occasion siace the speech of Mr,
Bright and tke vote on last Saturday mornio

I at howe once mare? Geod grant that tins be
aot a dream !’

At last T took courage and called sotily :

¢Catharine I Aud she, turmng ber bhead,
cried » )

¢ Joseph ! D you koow me ?’

¢ Yes,” I replied, holding out my band.

She approached, trembling sund sobbing, when
again and again the cannon thundered.

* What are those shots [ hear I’ 1 cried,

¢The guns of Phalshourg, she answered.—

they have begun to ‘bwk that they are withig
the pale of the Constitution, and they siga petie
tions most readily.

It is a good besond price to bave united.thy
Leberal party—the solitary ¢ good® whick: the -
Irish Church Establishment bas done for the:
cause of progress. DBut I feel certain the sxid -
Liberal party will be tried severely by the Janung
policy of the Eremier. The leaders are, ' sop--
pose, on their guard : but it is worth: whils to
say that the ¢ good’ to be - declined, as. well ms .

¢ The city is besieged.
I could speak no more. Thus had so much’

the-“evil’ to be eradicated, ought to be weli:daw'
fined before the holidays are overs. Mr. Dip=




