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THE CONSCRIPT.

e ——— -
(From the Spauish of FERNAN CABALLERO in the New York
Frocman's Journal.)

* ANOTHER congcription announced | ” exclaimed the Conde de
Viana, throwing down a newspaper he had been reading.

*“TFhis is a great evil, Marquesa, and others still greater will
follow on its steps. Poor peasants| as if the hardships and misery
of your lo- were not enough ! Oh, whkat a sad world, my friend,
what a sad worid | "

" But, Conde,” answered the Marquesa de Alora, *if any strong
argument exists against those who take on themselves to show up
the wretchedness of the peasant’s lot, surely it is to be found in she
terror and desperation aroused in every vitllage by the proclamation
of a conscription? For, indeed, nothing can be compared to the
agony with which the parents say of ason, It is his turn to put his
hand in the cantaro. All the world k#fows the stratagems resorted to
by young fellows to avoid being drawn. They inflict gelf-wouods,
and irritate these to give the appearance of ulcers. It is even
related that one lad cut off a finger in order to make sure of his
object. Yet anyone who believes Lhat this repugnance is felt towards
military life, as such. would make a great mistake; still less is it
cauged by fear, for valour is innate in man, it is a primitive virtue,
and so found in all its perfection in the country where the softness
and love of ease prevalent in onr cultivated cities is still unknowa.
Neither does it epring from aversion to work, for peasants work far
more laboriously, and their lives are beset with oares; nor is it a
question of food, for the soldier is much better nourighed than the
peasant, who in summer expects and pets nothing but gazpeche,
Moreover, it is well known that a soldier's life is gay enough, What
can be more jovial thao those bands of yLung wen to whom care is
unknown, who one and all carry life as lightly as the knapsack on
the back, and when not on duty give themselves up freely to the
pleasures of good-fellowship, making their mirth ring again in
gonge, dances, games, stories, and jokes of every description ! We
must therefore conclude that the immense grief and anguish that
spread through the country when a couscription is notified, does not
arise from repugnance to a soldier’s life, but solely from dread of
being torn from the place and life that are beld so dear, from home
with all its affections. The sentiment is founded on the pain of
absence. To avoid leaving home all sacrifices appear light to the
Bpanish peasant. This clearly demonstrates that the peasants losk
on their lot as 8 happy one,”

' Bay rather that they love their lot, but do not deduce from
this that they believe it to be a happy one.”

“Conde, it is a_proof of the weakness of canse, if, as now, you
are driven to defend it by sophism, What else can make a situation
loved except the happiness afforded by it? In order to prove the
peasants’ attachment to home and family life, with all its pure
affections, I will tell you an incident that occurred not long since,
My maid related it to me with every least detail, for it happened to
relationa of ber own, I will repeat the story with the scrapulous
exactitude I always employ, for tbe smallest foriture, the least
poetical embellishment, might perhaps deprive it of its stamp of
genuine truth, its purely popular character, which would in my eyes
10b all my pictures of their anthenticity, and perhaps give you
occasion to say to me with your incredulous smile: *Youn com pose
novels, my friend : yon compose them unintentionally, deceiving
yourself, You are like the sculptor who forms a saint out of a lomp
of ¢lay.’ Not so, 1 am simply a vulgar daguerreotypist. He who
does not care to see things in the light in which I present them,
either looks at them with the supercilious glance of the used-up man
of the world, who never goes to the bottom of anything ; or with
the cold and bitter stare of the misanthrope, that withers the flowers
on which it i3 fixed,”

“ Your imagination,” said the Conde, smiling, *is a roge with-
out thorns,”

“And you would eeek to wither it?”

“On the contrary, I would rather water it from the gpring of
Youth. But let me hear your story,”

“The world,” began the Marquesa. *blames a5 cxtreme the
anguish and grief of & mother's love—"

“ And rightly,” said the Conde ; “ all that is passionate in man's
nature, even to the holy love of a mother, requires control, Mary,
at the foot of the Cross, neither tore her hair nor beat her breast,
Benora ! senora! every day we pray, saying, Thy will be done! Ia
our homage sincere if immediately afterwards we rebel violently
agpifns,r; $hat same will? Believe me, inordinate griefs are not Christian
griefs,

* However excessive a mother’s love may be,” interposed the
Marquesa, “* I sympathize with it, and think it beantiful and moving,”

“ Grief which may justly be termed inordinate is senseless and
suicidal, my friend, and those mothers who are, as it were, possessed
by their love, deserve that their sons should die in order to teach them
what real grief is,”

“ Conde, have you forgotten that you had a mother 7”

* Gtod forbid | 1 venerate the earth becanse she trod it i I respect
it because her body has returned to it, and I long for Heaven because
there her pure sonl awaits me--but —*

" But what you admired in ber, what in her charmed you and
filled you with gratitude, you find fault with and criticise in others?
Love never says cnough, Conde,”

“ Marquees, this besutiful expression can ouoly be correctly applied
to Divine love,”

“You always contradict me, Conde. If only you knew how much
1 feel it.”

“ Do not be hurt, dear friend ; a passing cloud which somewhat
obscures the brilliant rays of the sun, refreshing the earth with a
seasonable shower, does good.”

% But why should yon form a cloud in my heaven !

“In order tbat its perfect purity and brillianey should not lead
you to believe that storme and tempests will never arise. But go on
with your story. I will notinterrupt you again,

The Marquesa began her recital as follows :

“ No heart but must have been touched by the piclure
offered in the ioterior of one of the cottages on your estate
the day tbat the lots had been drawn for the conscription.
Btretched on a mattress on the ground lay an unbappymother,
while two of her daughters, themselves in floods of tears,
suppurted her in their army. On bhis knees by her gide, and
holding her handes between bis own, was a handsome young man, her
gon, who had just drawn the fatal number that made a soldier of him.
His father, seated on a low chair in the darke-t corner of the room,
twisted his hat around in his trembling hands, wholly unable to keep
back the tears, which seemed forced from his very heart, and ran
down his weather-beaten cheeks. Two little boys cried aloud,
repeating over and over again, ¢ Benito is a soldier, and out mother
willdie !’ Thisscene of bitter sorrow became still more heartrending
through the inconsiderate entrance of a young girl who threw herself
sobbing on the unhappy mother's bed exclaiming :

“fAunt, dear aunt of my soul ! There is an end of my marriage,
He is going away and 1 only care to die. Benito! Benito! who put
this number, this sentence of death in your hand 1’

“ A pimilar scene of desolstion might have been found in six
other homes in the same village. But, Conde, I want you to share
my admiration of the people. In the midst of all their violent
affliction, not a single complaint was to be beard against the Govern-
ment or the regulations, not a word against military life; the
complainta were all against their {ll-luck-—the delinquent was the
rumber ! Benito left home, and it is impossible to deacribe the
sufferings of his poor mother, or the grief of his betrothed, the young
Rosa, who, like most of ber clags, felt in her heart that deep love
which is at once the first and last, the unique love of a life ; a love
which concentrates on the same object the affection felt for the
betrotbed, the husband and fatter of her children, and the campanion
of her old age ; anexclusive love which keepa the heart of the perfect
wife f:ee from all profanation,”

“ How different are your ideas,” exclaimed the Conde, * to those
that are found in novels, where the ideal of woman is vitiated, and
every nolion as to her destiny perverted, A young woman should
be reared by her mcther's side, should only bloom for her husband,
and shonld find employment for all her simple wisdom in bringing
up worthily the offspring God may bestow on her,”

“This type which you describe so well, Conde, is certainly not
generally to be found in novels, but only among the people who we
look on as uncivilised and proeaie.”

“ Do you know," said the Conde, smiling, * that the people have
a much better friend in you than in maoy who go by the name? ™

#1 sbould think so,” answered the Marquess. I have in my
favour all the difference between a true and a false triend, Butl
must pet on with muy bistory, for the hoar of the Zertulia draws near,
which will interrapt my story if Ido not finish in time, Benito
arrived with a heavy heart at the chief town of the province to join
bis regiment. Very soon, however, his sadness was dissipated in the
society of his merry companions ; but not so his home-sickness, or
his profound attachment to bhis betrothed. The firat night after his
arrival he enjoyed a sample of bis corarades’ music and poesy, for
having possessed themselves of a guitar, they began to sing, now one
at a time, now in chorus, innnmerable snatches of various rongs.
Shortly afterwards az order was issued for the embarkation of troops
destined for the Havana., The term of enlistment being reduced by
two years to those volunteering for the service, the conseripts anziously
availed themselves of the opportunity to shorten the period of their
longed-for return to their homes, All volunteers were ordered to a
seaport to await the day of embarkation. There they were lodged in
barracks ; but shortly afterwards, whetber from the heat of the
season, or from the unhealthiness of their quarters, a bad kind of
opthalmia broke cut among the troops, and those aitacked by it were
sent at onee to the hoapital. Benito was among the victims on whom
the disease appeared to have fastened with great intensity. 'ljhe
patients were attended by a young surgeon, who, besides being skill-
ful, both felt aud ehowed a deop interest for the poor young fellowa
committed to his care, Benitoc moved his heart greatly, for, besides
his good disposition and handsome face, there was something about
him that attracted sympatby. The surgeon saw with much concern
that the poor conscript’s opthalmia wae almost incorable, and while
his companions recovered and left the hospital, one after the other,
Benito's complaint increased in gravity. In consequence of the
suffering state of the sick man, some days weat by before the kind-
hearted doctor could make up his mind to impart his feats to to un-
fortunate young man, thus threatened in the springtide of life never
again to see the light of day or the objects of hie affection ; and to
find himself rendered useless in all the sirength and pride of life, his
good looks disfigured ; and though destined to be the support of
parents, wife, and children, now himself exposed to be an object of
public charity. After a time, however, the complaint appeared
to settle in one eye, and the other in consequence experienced some
relief,

“ ¢ Benor,’ said Benito to the surgeon, ‘ all my comrades bave
recovered and left the hospital, Is my complaint worse than theirs,
that I do not mend '

¢ Yes, my poor fellow,’ answered the surgeon, sadly, f your com-
plaint is worse, God knows how bard I have tried to cure yon. You
will gat better, but'— The surgeon stopped short, full of com.
passion,

“ ¢ But—what I" asked the congeript. .

“i] fear,’ answered the surgeon sadly ‘that you will lose an
1

“ ¢ That I shall be one-eyed.

“¢] bave done everything in my power to prevent it, but alas | I
bava failed,’ angwered the surgeon, watching the effect of his words
with much anxiety, What was his astonishment at seeing Benito

eye



