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THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 
FROM THE FRENCH. 

Wx present our readers with the following 
tale, as illustrative of that peculiar species 
of patriotism which Napoleon contrived to.in- 
fuse info the breasts of Frenchmen, and the 
pecular tact with which he took care to_dis- 
play all his so-called generous actions. Effect 
was the great passion of this ambitious spirit; 
he was tha grand centre round which ke con- 
trived to warp the heart-strings of Frenchmen, 
at the very ime he was teaching them, by 
precept, to love France. There is a hollowness 
1a ths character of Bonaparte which is made 
vividly apparent in such traits as the following, 
even though they are ostensibly written to glo- 
rify him. 

la the year 1809, when the twelfth regi- 
ment of the line was in garrison at Strasburg, 
.onc of its sergeants was called Pierre Potos. 
He was from that semi-civilised art of the 
Province of Burgandy known as Morvan, and 
was named by hiscomrades Pierre Avale-tout- 
cre. This man was brave to the full exten: 
in which that word is generally understood, 
and he was declared by his comrades to be 
the king of fire-eaters He was the first to 
dash into the thickest of the battie, he was the 

last to retire from the work of death. He 
seemed to delight in only two things in the 
world, and these weve the aroma of gunpow- 
dor ‘and the music of the musket-balls that 
wahistied round his head. In battle he was 
terrible to look upon. His eyes gleamed like 
tapers in the night, his mustache bristled up 

upon his quivering lip, and his nostrils were 

distended © widely, as, with a wild laugh of 

delight he threw himself headlong into the 

midst’ of the furious foe. So dauntlessly 
aad so wildly did ‘he bear himself in 

the melee, that his comrades all declared 

that carnage was the jubilee of the terrible 
Pierre Avale-tout-cra. 

Wonderful men are always giving people 

something to speak about, and assuredly 
Pierre kept his comrades pretty much in talk 
by his deeds of daring, from the drum-boy 
to the colonel; but the latter person was 

more than ordinary astonished when one day, 
as he was smoking his meerschaum, and de- 
canting some choice Bourdeaux which he had 
in his case, a letter was put into bis hand 
from the gallant sergeant. It contained an 
earnest solicitation for leave of absence, in 
order that the writer might be enabled to visit 
his mother, who was aged feeble, and very 
ill. His father, he said, was eight more than 
man’s allotted span of three score and ten 
years old; he was 30 feeble and so fragile that 

he could not minster to his poor old wife in 
any way; and so Pierre besought the colonel 

for a pass, prowising, whenever his mother 

was restored to health, te return once more to 

his duty. The colonel held the epistie be- 
tween his finger and thumb for some time 
in the easiest way imaginable, and then he 
aurriedly sent his attendant to inform the ser- 
gaant, that as the regiment wus in the position 
of being about to receive orders to join the 
army, then ‘in active service, at a mvwment’s 
warning, he must attend his duty, nor hope 
for the indulgence he demanded. 

Pierre Pitois bore this rebuff in resigned 
silence. Five days had elapsed from the pe- 

riod of sending the first, when another note 
was presented to the commanding officer from 

the same man. He intimated in this one 

that his mother bad died, and that her grief 

that her son could not kneel beside her couch 

to receive her farewell blessing was very 

great. “he had been a good and tender 

mother, he said, and had dearly loved him. 
She was gone, however, and now he had not 
her to visit, still a powerful mouve induced 

him to again beseech the coloael for the favour 
of a pass. He could not, he said, explain 

the nature of the strong and urgent necessity 

that impelled him to visit his native place, it 

was a family secret that he could not reveal. 
He therefore praved the colonel to give him 
Jeave to go, only for one month. Pierre’s se- 
cond application, although so earnestly urged, 
was no more successful than the first. Indeed, 
the coloael did not deign to answer his note. 
His captain spoke to him on the sabject, and 
he did so in such a manner as would have led 
anybody to perceive that the colenel and he 
thought the matter a very small ene indeed. 

« Pierre,’ said the captain, ¢ the colohel has 
received your letter. le 13 very sorry to 

hear of the death of your peor old mother, 
and wishes he could oblige you; but that pass 
he cannot grant you, as the regiment has 
received orders to leave Strasburg to-mor- 

row.’ 
¢ Ah! the regiment leaves Strasburg to-mor- 

row!’ said Pierres raising his eyes from the 
ground. ¢ And whither does it proceed, cap- 
tain, if yon please?’ 

« To Austria, my boy,’ replied the officer, 
gaily. ¢ Wa are going to dance with the fair 
Vienese, and to give their husbands and broth- 

ers a drubbing : that wili be a treat for thee; 
Thou will let Mensieur Allemand 

have the bayonet to the cry of ¢ Vive I’Empe- 
renr! my boy.’ 

Pierre Pitois did not reply to this sally of 
his chief, he looked sadly to the ground, and 

seemed absorbed in deep thought. 

¢« What dost to say to that my boy?’ eried 

tho captain, grasping the hand ofhis subordi- 

nate, and shaking it heartily. What ails thee 
to-day, man ? art thou deaf? Here have I an- 
nounced to thee, eight days beforehand, the 
pleasure of a brush with the Austrians, and 

expected it to open and swallow you up, and 
do not so much as say, thank you for your good 
news.” 
“1did hear yon, captain,’ said Pierre, in 

a low voice, * and I am much obliged to 
you for the news; I listen to them with plea- 
sure.” 

* Then, cheer up, my lad; I am glad the 
information pleases you,” replied the captain, 
who evidently strove to restore the equanimi- 
ty of the depressed Avale-tout-cru. 

‘Yes, the news are excellent, captain; but 
could you not procure me that pass?’ 

¢ Tuts, Pierre thou art surely mad,’ said the 
captain in displeasure—* still harping on that 
leave of abseace, and we just on the point of 
beginning the campaign.’ 

¢ That does not matter, captain,’ replied the 
soldier, firmly but respestfully. ¢ [ know 
that we are just about io begin active service; 
but were we upon the very eve of battle I 
should still demand this pass.’ 

¢ Then you may save yourself that trouble 
again, my brave fellow,’ replied the officer. 

¢ The demand is not unreasonable,’ replied 
the sergeant; * it is just: and yet you tell me I 
must not urge it again. Ah! well then, I 
will obey you; I will not repeat the re- 
quest ?* 

¢ Well done, Pitois!—that is like thyself 
again,” said the captain, ashe turned away, 
humming a httle air. 
On the morrow the twelfth regiment of the 

line crossed German frontier, and on the day 
following that, Pierre Potois, called Avales 
tout-cru, had deserted. 

Three months had elapsed, when the same 
regiment, after having won glory to their 
hearts’ content on the field of Wagram, and 
bloody wounds te spice it with, once more 
entered Strasburg in triumph; and at the same 
time Pierre Pitois the deserter wus led back to 
his corps, like a walefactor, by a posse of the 
geadermerie. It was not long before a council 
of war was convened, before which tribunel 
Pierre wao accused of the hznious crime of 
deserting his standard when almost face to 
face with the foe. Tribunals before which 
men stand upon the charges which subject 
them to capital punishment are always solemn 
enough convocations, and this one before 
which Pitois was arraigned, albeit it was a 
mihitary one, partook somewhat of that seri- 
ousness which always attaches to men who ina 
corporate capacity assume to ‘themselves the 
power of life and death. Pierre stood up be- 
fore his judges uncovered with his eyes turned 
down, but his face be raying not the least in- 
dication of fear, and he listened to the follow. 
ing aceusation which was preferred against 
him by an officer who acted as clerk to the 
court. * Pierre Pitois—you, one of the brav- 
est soldiers in the service of your couwniry-— 
you upon whose breast gleams the star of the 
legion of honour—you who never rendered 
yourself before amenable to punishment, nor 
received a single reproach from your superior 
afficers—you who had no authority to leave 
your regiment, did so most inexplicably and 
to the regret of ‘every one who knows you, 
upon the very hour when you “were required to 
tace your country’s foes. The council is satis- 
fied that some powerful tnotive induced you 
to take this most unprecedented step, and not 

desiring vour punishment, but being anxious 
to have it in their power to recommend you 
to clemency of the emperor, if such is possi- | 
ble, they demand to know the reason of this 
incomprehensible desertion.’ 

Pierre listened to the charge without visi- 
ble emotion, and then when it was finished, 
he replied in a firm voice : * I had no reason 
for deserting; I had no motive inducing me to 
this step, and yet [ do not regret it. If what 
I have done were yet undone, I should not 
hesitate te do it again. 1 have deserved death, 
messieurs, and I have no desire to live. Con- 
demn me.’ 
Every one who witnessed this trial believed, 

indeed, that Pierre had absented himself from 

his regiment, because they knew that he had 
done so, but that he intended to desert po one 
would credit, while some were heard to de- 

clare that poor Pierre had lost his senses, and 
that, instead of drawing up a plantoon to shoct 
Avale-iout cra, they should send him to the 
hospital. This recommendation, which was 
at least crediiable on the feelings of its propo- 
sers did not meet with the approbation ef the 
judges however. There was not an individual 
member of that council, it is true, who did 
not consider Pierre’s desertion as one of 
the most extraordinary and inexplicable of 
human actions. None of them would for 2 
moment refuse to admit that it was a most 
extraordinary affuir, but then the calm and 
collected manner of the accused, undhis deter- 
mined persistency not to say one word of ex- 
calpation of his offence, left the council no al- 
ternative. He determinedly refused to utter 
a syllable that might in any way exonerate him- 
self from the charge of causeless desertionn,and 
persisted in boldly proclaiming that he did not 
regret the step he had taken; so that to allow 

him to escape with such a bravado upon his 
lips would be to give encourage : ent to inde~ 

pendence of thonght, and a subversion of all 
subordination, and the council therefore pro- 

nounced upon the prisoner sentence of death. 

From the moment of this arrest, Pierre, who 
had scarcely raissd his eyes, manifesied bo 
dasire to live. Many of his officers professed | 
a lively interest in his fate, and would have 
willinaly exerted themselves to procure 2 
revocation of his doom; but he smiled when 

they spoke to him on the subject, and steadi- 
ly refused to profit by their well meant offers. 
The more that people reflected upon the affair 

Dou Mais de ck TEARS CA Wo i however, the more mysterious and wonderful 
did it appear; so that instead of being imme- 
ciately led te the place of exeeution, as is 
the use and wont when soldiers are capitally 
convicted during service abroad, Pierre was 

- reconducted to the military prison, and wasin- 
formed that in consideration of his former char- 
acter, he was to have three days of grace, 

in order that he might have a last chance of 
explaining all, and = appealing for pardon, 
When this was announced to him, the prisoner 
calmly folded his arms across his broad manly 
breast but said not a word. 

It was midnight immediately preceding the 
day appointed for the execution of Pitois, 
when the door of his prison-cell receded 
sofily on its hinges, and a subaltern officer of 
the young guard softly approached the camp- 
bed upon which the prisoner slumbered. He 
seemed wrapped in a calm and deep sleep, 
for as the officer stood and gazed upon his 
brown sunbarned face he could discover no 
indication of grief. At last ke laid his hand 
upon Pierre and awoke him, Pierre quietly 
opened his eyes, then raising himself upon his 
elbow, and looking round his cell,, as if to 
assure himself of where he was, he exclaimed. 
+ Ah ! has the hour arrived at last? Well, 1 
am reacy. 

¢ No, Pierre,’ replied his visiter, in a low 
friendly tone, ¢ the hour has not yet come, 
although, alas ! it soon will be here.’ 

+ And what do you want with me, thén?’ 
said Pierre, looking wonderingly up in the face 
of the young guardsman, 

« Pierre, do yon kaow me,’ said the subal- 
tern, laying his hand gently upon the arm of 
the prisoner, and looking kindly in his face, 
« but 1 know you. [saw you at Austerliiz, 
where the combat raged fiercest and longest, 
comport yourself like a hero, and from (hat 
day I have conceived an ardent esteem for 
you. I arrived yesterday in Stratsburg, when 
I was apprised of your trial and condemna- 
ton, and as I am intimate with the jailer of 
this prison, I sought and obtained permission 
to come and speak with you. Pierre, there 
are few men upon the point of death who do 
not regret that they have not a friend to 
whom they can unbosom themselves in whom 
they caw confidle—to whom they can depute 
the last holy offices of affection and remem. 
brance. Comrade, if yon please,” said the 

subaltern, in low thrilling tones, “I will be 

that friend to thee.’ 
« Have merey on me comrade,’ said Pierre, 

in a choking voice, as he turned his eyes to 
the ground, and sadly leaned his head upon 
his hand. 

« Is there nothing of this kind that I can de 
for thee 2’ continued the soldier, in the same 
low voice, 

¢« Nothing,” was Pierre’s reply. 
* What not a lock of thy dark hair for 

some sweet village maiden, who will movrn 

thee even when the sun dances over the green 
filelds of Morvan, and the song of the grape- 
gatherers is rising from the vine groves ? Hast 
thou no fufrwell for thy sweet heart —no kind 
word for thy sister ?’ 

«1 never had either friend,’ replied the pris- 
oner coldly. 

¢ To thy father, then, who will love to hear 
of thee, even though he may never see thee ? 
This star, which thou cidst win upon the gory 
field, wilt thou not send it to the old man, 
that he may at least remember that his son 
was once worthy of him and France ?»* 

¢ My father is gone; about two months ago 

he pillowed his hoary head upon my breast, 
and sighed out his last breath mn my arms,’ 
said Pierre, softly. 

¢ Thy mother then ?* continued his friend. 
¢ My mother!” cried the young man, sud- 

denly turning his eyes upon the officer, and 
looking in his face with an expression of the 
most indescribable sorrow, while his voice be- 
came even musical in its intonation—* For my 
mother! Ah, comrade, do not breath that 
name to me if yon have pity for me. 1 never 
hear the sound of that holy word, mother, but 
it stirs my heart with all the soft and tender 
emotions of a little child. Ah, then, 1 think I 
hear my mother speaking 10 me in the low 
fond tones of endearment which she used to 
breath into my ear in childhood, and then I 
think I speak to her as T was wont to do, 
when a boy, in our dear old home.” 

¢ Ah, well! my brave comrade,’ said his vi~ 
sitor with emotion 

« Oh! 1 could weep libations of tears when 
I think of her!” continued Pierre, ¢ but tears 
do not become tha cheek of a man. Were I 
to weep when only seperated from death by a 
few hours,’ said Pierre, with a look of pride, 
“it would be said that the heart of Pierre 
ps had failed him and that he was afraid to 

ie.” 

* You are too severe my friend,” said the 
subaltern, gently taking the prisoner’s hand. 
¢ Ido believe that [ have as few of the weak- 
nesses of mankind about me as many, and I 

am certain that no one who knows me would 
call me soft hearted ; and yet I could shed 
tears, and feel no shame in doiag <o, when 
speaking of my mother.’ 

¢ Indeed!” cried Pierre, suddenly srasping 
. A Re - 

the hand of the soldier, and looking in his 

face with an expression of pleased’ wonder 
beaming in his own. * You are a man and a 
soldier, and yet you would not blush to shed 
tears.’ ’ 

¢ When thinking of my mother’—no, sure- 
Iy not. She who bore me iv her arms. and 
nursed me on her soft and downy laps 
who is 50 good and so noble —wiy loves 
so fondly and whom I so dearly love ? Ah, no 

she 
me | 

B-— 

comrade! Tears shed in remembrance of &f Tol 
mother's love are holy drops that well b i ig 
the cheeks of even bearded men; and 1 k ad 
that T could wear them en. mine like he hii, 
jewels, and feel no shame.’ n old 

« Your mother, whom you love, and bre 
loves you! cried Pierre, who seemed but bv 
have caught these words; Ah, then, do we 
indeed discover in you one in whom my $0 het 
can confide. You have been sent, like held 
good angel, to share the griefs I bear. Yo 20mg 
will not laugh at me—ah, I know that love] 
will not. Bend your ear to me, then my €0 in tf 
rade, and listen to the whisperiags ol Dame 
heart. Ah, how truly you spoke within ff oug 
hour, when you said, that to the dying Itge, 
it was a glorious consolation to havea b an 
into which he could pour the emotions seem 
filled his own. Will you listen to me HAE pree 
as a friend—as a brother ? You will not | 
at me °’ 

¢ I shall listen to you Pierre, as if I we®% to pj 
listening to a dying man, who should €™% logg 
claim ovr sorrow and excite our sympathies graye 
said the subaltern, taking the hand of the¢#" ous jj 
demned, and seating himself beside him on Tnow 
edge of the camp-bed. 8 colle 

¢ You must know, then,’ said Pierre, speats dp 
ing freely, but at the same time with a mela have 
choly expression—* you must know that ther Tema 
was only one person in all this world whombs 2Sure 
can be said to have truly loved, and that Wi Sal 
my mother; but her I did love with ali the 58 Tha 
tensity and ardour that was in my life 
nature. When I was but a child, I wo 
gaze into her soft kind eyes and read M® heart 
thoughts that beamed in them as intelhigi?t that 
as she could perceive my undisguised foelio® Toe 
in mine. I could divine her thoughts from 
looks as weil as from her words, and 
could she read the feeling that stirred me. 
ever mother reigned in the bosom of a son, #1 
mother did in mine, and if ever a ron wad 
throned in a parents heart, I was in hers. 
never had a sweetheart—I never knew love i 
another woman in my life; my mother Wi “Qj 
all the world to me. At last however | P58 preg 
sed through the period ofmy boyhood, 3% Avy), 
reached the years of man, and then 1 knew #8 to kj, 
awakening indeed from my life eof affech®™S ang jg 
and toil that knew no care. 1 was drawn 88 eso 
a conscript, and called upon to follow the e8§°F  erets | 
of France in flight of glory; but what a S€8 act» 
rifice did not this impose upon me ?—it 10 The 
me from my mother, 1 became gloomy they P 

pondent—thrown into despair—and at lagt 6 Og 
clared that I would not be taken from my mM beeg ] 
ther with life in my bosom. But she, no% the |, 
and magnanimous woman that she was, tering 

changed my grief to firm resolve. * Pier deg, 
‘said she in a decided tone, ¥ perceive I br 
we must part. I knelt before her, ns I Ueg 
often knelt when a child, to receiva her bi¢* ry of 
sing, and 1 murmured, ¢ Mother, I wil hod, 
then.” —¢ Pierre,” said .she looking kindly * ee 
me, ¢ you have been a good and dutiful sof * va" 
me,and I thank God that gave thee to mes 8 4 "6: 
the duties of a son are not only ones that long 

long to a man, He is a citizen as well®8 j; Phe, 
a son, and owes allegiance to his country i Na th 

well ag to his parent. When our country 64% fr 
her voice must be obeyed. Trance asks #58 ithe 
at this moment to be a soldier, and rem®s With 3 

ber that thy life is not thy own but thy ighy ~ 
try’s. When her interests are weighed 0% pi 
balance with oar own selfish feelings: 3 Solgiar 
must not hesitate which to prefer. If © nigh 
wills that though shall fall upon some b Sive ~ 
plain, and there breath out thy last breath ®8  cap)y 
fore I am called away, ah! I shall drain’ Mpa, 
heart of tears to thy memory—bus still 55 Cony, 

thee go; and if thou lovest me my $0858 thy Wo 
thy duty.—Oh! these words of that deaf thee 
man, I have treasured them in my DOE Clete 
since she spoke them to me. «Do thy dF  Frang, 
she exclaimed; “it is the duty of a soldier 8 ther als 
obey every one above him, and aw thy or 
to obey: he mast be ever ready 10 Wells 
vance through the heart. of ds { Heo 
without question and without hesits Taptyyy, 
I have ever dene so; and those who Jong | 
seen me revelling m the fight have cried, * 24 olds, 
hold a hero!” but they would have SF ld gu 
more correctly if they had eried, ¢ Behold & ~ alt} 
who truly loves his mother!” —One day 1% di 180 
ceived a letter apprising me that she was 28 vi : 
My heart yearned too see the dear old WOE blogg 

and I demanded a pass, which was refus® haa 
I recollected her last words, «If thou 10" Uy y 
me do thy duty,” and I resigned mysel(t0 wl; fo 
our sepuration as I best could, but in sep hn 
time afterwards 1 heard that she was ? ‘oy 
Ah! then my bram reeled, all sense of #3 
dination forsook me, and I felt that I™% 
return to my native village at every Dig 
Thou canst not tell me whence arose S¢ Ar 
strong, impetunas, nnconquerable desire ig ly, ys 

visit the spot where my mother slamb Wepa | 
i death, but [shall tell you; and, seeing treo 
you have a mother whom you veneratés the — 

who doats upon you, you will comprehe of gy h 
force of that feeling, and from what i Wey » 
We peasants of Morvan are a simple Chickag 
we can boast of but little of the kno hill gig 
possessed by those who have been V thy wi 

cities; but we have our belie(s —supers SCeanjo, 
they are called by wise folks, who la%8 Re pap 
them; and ene of the strongest of th an yay 
that whoever calls the earliest flowé® Poy] 
springs upon a grave shall never sonst) Rick) 

member the beloved being who sleeps the #pay 

its sod, and that the spirit of the departed hv. he 

ever hover round the path of him posse 1 Bi af 

this sweet floral treasora That flower big, dingy, 

spring—that flower I culled,” cried 4 wo ang 

looking up with a smile of delight; thers go by log 
denly resuming his calm demeunour, by © far 

«1 am wandering, however, my 07 o : Ses 
forgive me. ng After six days of long and f 
travel,” he continued, ¢ | hung at last 0°50


