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The Storyteller

THE AFTERMATH OF WAR.

Antoine  Verdenhi, the

cobbler of Angeldorf, sat
smoking his long pipe ai his cotlage door. 1L was a
pleasant cveming in July and the streels of the litle
town were {ull of people cager Lo get a breath of cool
air after the intolerable heat of the day. Some as they
passed saluted Verdeau ; but, as he either ighored thoir
greetings or simply nodded hia head with gloomy indif-
ference, no one felt encouraged to stop and talk wilh
him. Between himself gand ail the rest of Angeldor! thers
had long bheen a barriér of reserve ; for what had he to
do with the foolich, chattering township, its petty 1n-
terests, its miserably short memory ? His only concern
in the few years of life that remained to him was Lo
think, to brood, to remember.

Thirty years ago, and it secemed but yesterday!
Thirty years ; so long ? He {clt he was getting old, and
the fear froze at his heaat lest the Sﬁﬂdows should
gather round him ere his oreat dream was realised.

Yes, it was thirty years since the bombardment of
Angeldorf, Verdeau, then in ihe prime of life. had been
spared the harbarous spectacle, He was away at the
time, far {rom wife and child, fighting ifor his beloved
France with the army of the Lowe. He aeceived Ll
awful tidings, which had turned the whole current of
his life. wom the lips of a comrade during the dark
hours of bivouac ; how his little Alphonse, then his only
child, had been hilled outvight by a German shell ; andd
how anotlher missile had struck pnd shattered the wall
of tho new house which he had built with the hard-
earned savings of hie daily toil.

As he thought of it all again—whenh was he not
thinking of 1t ?—he became greatly agitated, and lis
eyer grew dini. It would drmive him mad in time, this
gilent brooding. He must fly from hrs thoughts, 1f that
ware possible. Nising suddenly from his ehair, he put
his pipe aside and bobbled down the garden path nto
the street. 1Te tottered as® he walked , he was getting
more feeble every year.

Adjorning the cottage garden was a strip of land
which he had bought for building purposes nmany, many
years ago. It lay neglected and full of rubbish, for ihe
misfortunes which had osertaben old Verdeau had para-
lysed most of his encrgies, dnverting those that remained
mto one channel, concentrating them upon one great
jdeal-—-that of La Revanche !

At the extremce end of this  fallow land stood the
house which he had built. intending 1t for Alphonse when
he grew to be a man—the house which the Geormans had
made n targel for their cruel shells. The old man paused,
contemplating the structure in sifence. Tt was much
larger thau the colttage where he hived, having all the
pretensions of a villa  Dut signs of delapidation  were
averywhere . the windows were hroken, the inside walls
were damp and mildewed and the moitar 1n places was
crumbling away. The house was, as 1t had always heen,
untenanted, and the rasged aperture at the top of the
outer wall, where the shell had pierced, went unrepaired
So it would remain as leng as Antome Verdean had his
wav. As he gared at the nnsightiv breach o look  of
bitterness came into his eyes | not the bhitterness which
a man feels for g paticular etemy, hut the large hatired
which one whose spitit is unbroken hv deleat might feel
for a whole eonguering race.

The gap should never be filled up He had sworn
it. Never, until I.e Revanche had come Till  then i
ghould reman, teo remind Alsace of hor shame, France of
hoer duly : a sign and a token, concrele, tangible, insis-
tent !

Some fools in Angeldori had manv times advised him
to repair the wall and put the house m order. Ah. they
did not understand——those cravens ' 1t would hring n
rent—somethmg for Viclorine's dowry, they said.  DBut
he had always spurned their miserly advice—the German
slaves !

silenllv hrooding, he retraced his steps through the
growing dusk The Jight from a lamp inside glimmered
through the diamond-shaped panes of the coltage win-
dow : and on entering olil Verdeau found the table laid
for the eveming meal! A voung woman, of twenty-five
vears or thercabouts, set 1lhe old man’s chair near the
table. Plump and  swell-formed, with  fair hair and
grayish blue eves, and an even, pleasant expression of
face, she mught have passed for a German maiden.  So
appearances ¢an deceive ; there was not a drop of Teu-
tonie bloed in her veins  She was Antoine
daushter

The old man rank into the chair listlessly and sipped
his glass of cheap wine, while the atrl repeated rapidly
the more important items from her budeoet of town gos-
sip. A thin smile playved round Ler father’s lLips as she
rattled on.

Qo that is what thev sav ?’ he remmaiked * You
pather gosaip as the hees ralher honev., Victorine In-
deed, you hear =0 mvchy, perhaps vou can tell me if the
new station master is dppaointed vet ?°'

‘ The station masier ? ' she echoed, 1 5 tone of sur-
prise.  Whv, he came neaurlv {wo months ago.” .
‘T hadn't heard. saqid Verdeau. wearilv. ‘' Theo s
little to interest me in Angeldori now  But who is Lhe
man ? An Alsatian, I hope’ . .

From the eagerness of his look Victorine knew that
ghe was on dangerous ground

Verdeau's

el

"I ihink not, father,” she said. ' In fact '—his search-
ing glance compelled the truth—' I—1 know ‘tis not so.
The new station master is Herr Bauer.’

., A ficrce expression leaped from the cobbler’s lips.

A German ! e cried, with supreme contempt, ‘I
thought as much.’

Lut not a Prussian, father,” Victorine
“ Herr DBauer iz out of Bavarma.’

_ 'lhe old patriot looked at her with contemptuous
pity. "I a lion had attacked you, girl,” he retorted,
' w oulc} you ask what breed it was ? Prussian or Bava-
Liai, 'Wa all the same. And how does the township®
La_ll-_.c this lalest insult to Irance ? With its wonted ser-
vility, 1 warrant, smiling hack its thanks for cvery lash,
of (the German taskmaster !’

" Herr Bauer seems to be popular in Angeldorf,” the
girl ventured timidly.

Her father shrugged his shoulders.
hua 2’ he ashed,

“1le¢ has been at the Derniers once or twice,” she
replied. * ¥es, 1 have met him there.’

She rose quickly from her chair.

“And of course you lik him, with the rest ?' he
returned, sarcastiically. ‘It would not be Victorine if
she were not in the fashion !’

T)lm girl reddened. ‘' He seems to be an agreeabls
man,’ she said ; ' but even if he were otherwise, I don't
se¢ how 1t can concern me, father,’ she added naively.

' I’ierro Michel should have had the job,’ testily cried,
the old man. * He i an Alsatian born and bred: but
there was no one in the place to speak a word for him.
Angeldorf fears the oppressor too much for that. It has
come 1o believe that La Revanche is an idle cry—that
she will never come. But she will come,” he cried, with
wild ntensity, Iifting his eyes and talking to tho ceiling
ratherr than to Victorine ; ° she shall come.’

‘%0 you have always said, father,” was the
response ; ¢ but how long the time seems ! ’

‘Unly fo those who have lost hope and courage,’ he
replied, solemnly. ‘Thanks to the good God, 1 have
hoth still, Victorine. Though I am sometimes impatient,
1 feel 1n my heart that the hour is not yet ripe. But
that hour will come, child, and with it the man—the new
Napoleon, the saviour of France, the liberator of Al-
sace.  Oh, 1! my boy had only lived, this glorious
mission might have been his !’

Little Alphonsge, whose death had first kindled and
afterward kept alive the idea of La Revanche in the old
patiiot’s hosom, had become the very genius of the great
event, 50 ilong delayed, which would stanch the wounds
of Trance and recover her lost provinces. It was the
cohhler’s fond hope that this bright bhoy, inheriting his
father's weal, would have acquired the culture to shape
1Is promptings. Te Taris he would have cone in the
flower of his manhood, no peevish railer at destiny, but
tho vietor over imeredible  obstacles. With convincing
taree he would have rendered articulate the vague as-
piratinons of the people for resenge , and perhaps—such
was the Iond parent’s conceit—wokld even have headed
the attack aguainst tle hereditary foe,

The death of her brother, whom Vietorine had never
known, was the sole means by which she could obtain
any conception of the central 1dea which dominated her
father's nund, in all other respects La Revanche was
unintellipible to her., Born a full five yvears aiter the
war, she unconscrously accepted German ascendancy  as
part of the established order of things ; a French Alsace
was historically too remote to he passionately apprehen-
ded  “Why not let the matter vest 2’ she thought. Like
hep mother, who had died m giving her birth, she shrank
ftom the 1dea of war between the nations. OfF an emin-
ently prartieal bent, she considered her father’s prefer-
ence tor cobbling shoeg in penury instead of repairing
the house which the shell had shattered a sad pices of
nfatuation To sum up the malter, there was little
suggrstive of La Revanche about Victorine except her
name, which contained, as it were, the promise of the
fullilment of hor [ather's hones,

Taimersed, as bhe so often  was, in dreamy specula-
iLiwons, Antoine Verdeau was nevertheless keen enough to
perceive that his danghter was no enthusiast, She had
imbibed instead the lethargv of the township, and as a
conseqience he sgeldom spoke of his ideas to her. But
that last blow to French pride—the appeintment of a
erman station master in a town so near the frontier
as Angeldor f—afleeted him so acutely that he was obliged
to talk

‘I saw Pierie Michel pass to-day,” he said a few
dars later  * He should have had the post.’

" Thit 18 he a more capahle man than Herr Dauer?”
Victorine  asked, =omewhat needlessly, for she knew
Piorte Lo be n hopeless ne’er-do-well,

‘He 19 an Alsatian,” was the curt response.

The reason  was much too sentimental to appeal to
Victorine, amdd she found herseif, before she was  well
anware ol 11, hlundering into an advecacy of the Davar-
an’s clams

“Teople sav, father, that TTerr Bauer is well up to
his work.” she obeervod, with some warmth. ‘' He has
been serpoant in ihe Iisenbohn regiment, and has a
good record ’ s

*Whete did vou hear all this, girl ?° Verdeau asked
impatiently ¢ Ah, T see—vou have met, himn again ?’

Victorine asoided her father’s garze. ‘ Yes—last night
—atl the Derniers,’ <he replief, in o low voice. X

“Why does he po  there  so miuch ? 7 he inquired,

exclaimed.

* You have seen

girl’s

fiercely ' * And wmhat does old Dernier mean by encoura-
gimg  him® As a lover for the fair Julie, per~
haps Ia ! ha ! 'Tis olorious,' he shouted. * The

Deutschers have made their conguest complete. Wo give
them our sons for their army, our daughters for thefr
wives, They have congucred us body and soul !’
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