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since, by the youth of Eton College, England. | 

YOUTH AND AGI. 
Vrom the “ Etonian,” a periodical commenced some twenty years 

I often think each tottering form 
That limps along in life's decline, 

Once bore a heart as young, as warm, 

As full of idol thoughts as mine; 

And each has had its dream of joy, 
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His own unequall’d, pure romance ; 
Commencing when the blushing boy 

First thrii’d at lovely woman's glance. 

And each—could tell his tale of youth, 
Would think its scenes of love evince i 

More passion, more unearthly trath, 
Than any tale before or since. 

Yes! they could tell of tender lays, 

At midnight penned in classic shades, 

Of days more bright than modern days— 

And maids more fair than modern maids. 

Of whispers in a willing ear, 

Of kisses on a blushing cheek, 
Each kiss, each whisper, far too dear, - 

For modern lips to give or speak ; 

Of passions too untimely crossed 

Or passions slighted or betrayed— 

Of kindred spirits early last, 

And buds that blossom but to fade. 

Of beaming eves and tresses gay, 

Elastic form and noble brow, 

And forms that all have passed away, 
And left them what we see them now. 
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| And is it thus—is human love, 

So very light and frail a thing? | 

And ust vegth’s brightest visions move 
: { ¥orever on T'ime’s restless wing? 

Must all the eyes that stlll are bright, i 
And all the lips that talk of bliss, 

And all the forms go fuir to sight, 

Hereattar only come to this; 

Then what are earth's best visions worth, 

If we at length must Jose them thus ? 
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if all we value most on earth | 

Ere long must fade away (rom us ? 

TARY OF FIL TEA. 
oy 

their coming was pleasure. 
One was an aged man, whose dress at ence indicated | tion: “ Mon pauvre Frane 1s.” 

poverty and neghgence. {lis white neglected hair waved | 
in the breeze round his care-worn face. He wae covered | 
with dust, ng were hig companions; and anv casual ob- | 
server would have judged that they had performed along | his own family, and the guests so nnexpectedly introdu- 
pedestrian journey, yet still the asaal indications ef fatigue | 
were not visible in any of the three, ‘The old man plod- 
ded on absorbed in thaught, and careless how mneh fur- 
ther he advanced. or to what annoyances he was subjected. 
A sort of dogeed indifference was expreseed in his eoun- 

t:nance, ng if he held tite and suffering to be identical ; 
and that for the short time ha could retain the former, it 
mattered hitle how much he ight know of the latter, 

The female who hung on hik arm, and had nearly coun. 
ted as many years as himself, had evidently eaffered trom 
the effort she had made, but «till was not disposed to rest, 
She frequently turned round with an ar of wild anima- 
tion, which, to a superficial obuerver, might seem to hetray 
apprehension of pursuit. A more careful serntiny would 
have satisfied the bystander that her enquiring looks were 
not to satisfy herself thay she was in no immediate dan- 
ger, but rather to seek for something she had lost. though 
she might have no hope of recovering that, whatever it 
might be, which aceupied her thoughts. It was, in fit, 
a movement of nervous exciement which cansed every 
now and then a throbbing start. Her eyes were glassy, 
hut no tears fell from them. ‘The ordinary sluices of sor- 
row seemed to have heen exhausted, ot ever and avon 

the exclamation « Mon fils—wmon garcon —Ak ! mon pauvre 
Francois,” burst from her white and quivering lips, 
A young man of good exterior accompanied them. His 

face was sun-burnt, and but for the deen dejection which 
sat upon it, would have been pronounced to be handsome. 
Melancholy had on him done the work of time, and fur- 
rows unnatural to five-and-twenmy, indented his counte- 
nance, and imparted to it a gloomy determination which 
simest shocked the beholder, He advanced with a firm 
but solemn step, aliernately regarding his companions 
with anxious care and tenderness. He sometinion npplied 

{ been directed to some house or inn here. That was the 

Call the world, Well, we minst go where we can.” 

iz something #0 interesting in words which convey a pro- 

{and on his ear they were not lost, 

residence, and the farmer, the more he thought of it, felt 
ess reluctant te meei his wishes, Such beg the case, 
| the negociation went on successfully, and soon came to a 

many in the month of Jure, 1610, the attention of se- | prosperous issue. The old folks were now in‘ermed by coral of the inhabitants of the guiet village of Eltham was | their companion, of what had been decided npon. The 
fxed in rather a marked manner on three strangers, who Hather made no reply, but seemed to assent with perfect 
were observed wandering up and down the place as it indifference 5 the mother waa slow to comprehend the 
disposed to tarry there, yet making enquiry for no one.— | arrangement announced, and the sen perceiving this, was 
That they had business did not appear; bot it was impos- | obliged 10 tell the story a second time, 
siofe to look upon them and suppose that the object of reply. She looked steadinstly at him, shook her head, 

himself to soothe the “male 
her to subdue, 
ol her grief. 
They appeared to have come from the coast, and had 

nearly passed through the village when they reached the 
lane which leads to the ancient palace. It was not then 
the ruinous barn it has since become.and when the travel- 
lers saw its noble proportions and its magnificent grounds, 
they shrunk from the spectacle of uniooked-for grandeur, 
ag if it revived most painful recollections. ‘The female 

s and repeatedly admonirhed 
or at al events to moderate the expression 

started, and threw her eves around with more wildness! 
than before ; her venerable companion made n sudden 
hale; and the young man, eager to retrace his steps, re- 
marked to them that they had mistaken their road. 
“What might yon be looking for 7” engnired a farmer 

who had heen observing the strangers for sows time.— 
“What place do yon want 10 go to »” 
“We do not know one of the inhabitants,” replied the 

young man in a foreign accent. “ We are strangers,” 
“1 know that meunseer, but 1 thensht yon might have 

reason | asked, | hope no offence.” 
The young man eourteonsly intimated that he consid- 

ered the enquiry had been kindly made. ‘The old folks 
looked on, apparently at a loss to comprehend what was 
assing., 
The farmer was walking away, when it seemed to strike 

the foreigner, that he might obtain from him information 
that would be ef value to lis companions, 
“Stay sir, you are very kind,” he said, “and perhaps 

vou will tell me, enn 1 find for two or three days, a hotel. 
or part of a dwelling ds 

“Yo yon mean at an inn 2” 
“An inn—inn” he repeated.as if he hardly understood | 

the word, then suddenly recolleeting himself, and compre- 
hending what was meant, he alded —¢ tis not that eract- 
ment, exactly. My parents nre not well, and do net like 
the noise—the noise of a public establishment. Can they 
have no clioiee 2” 

“ Why the truth is, here in Eltham we are rather shy 
of fereiuners, some queer people come this way at times ” | 
“Ne doubt)” said the Frenchman, “ Such is the ease in 

“ Could not yon, father, spare a room or two for a few 
days?” enquired Mary Brown, his daughter. whe had 
come ip in time to hear the latter part of their eonversa- 
tion. Mary wie a fine rosy-faced girl, and a strong expres- 
sion of sympathy eat on her good-patured countenance, 
while she looked at the pale, worn, dejected old man.and 
the nervous, disordered companion ot his jonrneyings, 
“Why as te that, I don’t de anything of the kind in a 

common way,” he replied, 
“ But these are wanderers who have loct their way.” 
“ Perhaps the best thing we can do, is to put them in 

their right road.” «First resting them,” said Mary. 
“We are not without the means of paying any reason. | 

able charges” said the foreigner, «if the accommodation | 
we want enn he ehained,” 
Though farmer Brown was not particniarly sordud. there 

mize te pay, that they raake their wav to the understand- 
ing of the most obtuse, to the heart of the most eallons, 

“ Why there are two rooms to be sure, such as they be, 
for leaping, 1 that will do, ard for meals they may sit 
down with ux if they like it.” 3 ; 
The Frenehman wus gratified at hearing that hig pa- 

rents would be allowed to repose themselvea in a private 
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He paused for a 

and softly breathed with a deep sigh her former exclama- 

They were conducted hy the farmer and his danghter | 
to their dwelling, lt was a humble, thatched residence, 
but sufficiently capacious to accommodate camiortahly 

ced. The new comers were not particular ahout their 
fare, and shewed themselves, in no respect, other than 
satisfied, But to the farmer there was something in the 
aspect or deportment of each of the new inmates, which | 
he could not nndersinnd, On the first night too, he was 
for a time under an apprehension that a fire had broken | 
out in the chamber, where the father and mother went io | 
sicep. He heard a loud sereasn from the female, and then 
the voices of her husband and son were raised to soothe 
and silence her, but without suceees, till she had more 
than once ejaculated ns before, © Mon pavvre Francois” 

‘The strangers were punctual in their payments, and 
respectful in their carringe. When eight days were paat, 
they did not propo-e to withdvaw., To the farmer this 
was rather a gratifving circumstance, but still it was al- 
loyed by doubts whieh avese in his mind, as to the quality 
of his lodgers. Nor did these abate when they had length - 
ened their stay by a fortnight. The men were sad and 
silent, wave when they were engaged in calming the trans- 
ports of their fellow mourner, whe, restless, and wretched, 
whether sitting or standing, reclining on her hed, or walk- 
me in the gmden or the villuge, contmued for xl answer 
to whatever was addressed to lier, to breathe most pite. 
ously the pensive exclamation: * Mon panvre Francois.” 
Her companions would lead her 10 the neighbanring 

neadows, and try to direct her atiennan to the gay foliage, 
and verdant crops now waving wreund them, but to he: 
the beauties of nature had lost all their charms. The bright 
sun, the cloudless sky, the clear stream, could not for a 
moment cheer the pallid sufferer. A moss.rase was pre 
sented to her hy Mary. Fhe looked at it as if to her eye. 
it wore the appearance of an object once know: —anes 
loved, but of which she no longer comprehended the va- 
lue, Mechunically she inhaled its fragrance, but could 
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net appreciate it, and it was heedlessly resigned with the 
exclamation 3 “ Mon pauve Francois.’ 

But sometimes. fron heavy musing lstleseness, she 
would start on a sudden in all the wildiess of ungover:- 
able emotions, ber eves would slire with the fury of a 
tigress, and feartul maledictions wo'd iall frem her tong 

Charles Gamaches, a French Cura, had abont two vears 
before, taken a1) his abode at farmer Brown’s for a whole 
summer. Mary, then a fine child, had attracted his ne- 
tiee, and he had taught her something of the French lan- 
gage. She could understand many of the words which felt 
froin Madame Rossiter, for that was the name by whieh 
they knew their mysterious inmate, ane these were awl} 
in the extreme. She evidemly, from ul! Mary conld enl- 
iect, had her mind oceupied with the torments of another 
world, and furies, fiends, fire and brimstone, were most 
famitiar vo her imagination, in these waking dreams,coup- 
led with franvic adjurations, and vehement denunciations 
of those sha seemed to behold. But all her rage uniformly 
subsided into despondency, and she evermore finished 
with: “Man pawvre Franeois.” 

In most country villages, the gossiping residents, how- 
ever full sheir hands may be with their ewn affairs, attend 
very cloreiy 10 those of other people who may chance 16 
come among them. So it was with the neighbours ot 
tarmer Brown. Who was M. Rossiter the elder? whe 
was M. Rossiter the vounger? und who was Madame 
Rossiter ? Where did thay come from, and what induced: 
them to remain in Eltham ? They had no relations thers 
—they expected none, and they had no business engage- 
ments to detain them. It was further remarked that ne- 
hoey visited them, no one corresponded with them, and 
they sought the asquaintance of no one. Hence it was 
wirtepered that concealment—concealment alone must be 
their objeet. 
This was in fact admitted by the yennger Rossiter. ie 

would occasionally retain hia seat at the farmer's ables 
when the friends of the latter dropped in, und once when 
some of these spoke of the gnisties of London and won. 
dered that he, a foreigner, did net journey thither to par- 
ticipate in them, he answered with a sigh that for him: 
such scenes conld yield no enjoyment. He desired not 
to be exposed io the public gaze, and young as he was, 
had no wish but to be buried alive in some such seques- 
tered retreat as that, 

“ Perhaps,” said Mary, “ere long you will grow weary 
of the sameness” 
“1 think rot,” anid he, “na 1 feel no wish for variety. 

To rest in peace here ti'l I am called to pnother smte of 
heme, m all T could pray for.” 

“ That,” Master Wilkins, a person re¢ ntly from Lon- 
Cdong remarked, is marvellons to me. What is lite with- 
out animated pleasure ? That youth should prefer dul 
«eclusion to joyous meetings of merry faces, amazes. — 
Where age is soured by disappointment, this may be ex- 
pected, but etherwise methinks none eonld so choose but 
under cirenmstances wholly ent of the common way ?” 
“What circumstanees,” asked the Frenchman, “ would 

yon judge likey to make such a choice rational 2” 
“Why | should say a 2evise of danger trom going asbeut 

in public. Guy Fawkes now, or Dighy, conld they have 
made their way here, might have heen well disposed 1s 
sojourn in Eltham for many a long day.” 
Thongh the young Rossiter had a good knowledge of 

English, and rapidly improved in speaking as well as un- 
derstanding it in conversation, the names just mentioned’ 
were so prenounced that he did not recollect to have 
ever heard them before, and he asked, who the parties 
were, and what their condition who were supposed to he 
capable of enduring Eltham! : 

“Marry,” replied Wilking, “and is it so soon that onr 
great Powder Plot is torgotten? What! have yon net 
heard how Guy and his triends wanted to blow up King 
and Parlinment with gnnpowder? You should have been 
in London then iny master, that was the time for sights.” 
“What sights?” enquired Rossiter, “ could grow out of 

what vou name 2” 
“ What sights 2 Why the grand deings in the Palace- 

Yard. O that was rare work, The raeking.” 
“The racking!” exclaimed Rossiter. “1 understand 

you not, you spoke of grand sights.” 
“ Aye wo they were deemed, to see 0 many properly- 

made men, and m goadly attire, go to their arrmgnment,, 
some ol them taking their 1obaceo as though hanging 
were to them little else than pastime ” 
“Or ua if they looked tor acquittal and enlaircement #” 
“Aud if they did look for enlargement, they looked im 

vain. Some were taken to Pauls and had their deserts 
on the Thursday, as those reserved for Paluce-Yard, sure- 
ly got their’ on the day following, Friday being no bad 
day for finishing a work, whatever it may be accounted 
for the beginning of ene. The preparation and pageantry 
for the trial, aml just punishment of these horrible con- 
spirntors, furnished many memorable spectacles and grand 
sichts. And were they net grand sights? ‘I'he racking 
to he sure was net as of right it ought to have been, open 
to the public but were the hangings, and the embowel- 
hngs nothing 277 Rossiter shuddered. 
“Then the quartering 1” 
“The quartering I” exclaimed the foreigner with a start, 

ut the snme time fixing a stedfast and severely scrutini- 
zing eye on the apenker, 

“ Aye Monnseer,” Wilkins proceeded, the quartering. 
You look surprised. I suppose you don’t know what that 
in. Well. as you are a stranger [ will describe it. You 
see they bring four horses—" 

*Tunderstatd, Youn need tell no more 1 remember 
all,” “T'hey bring four horses, 1 was saying. Iwas pres- 
ent myself, and stood on a small steel, which by the way, 
cost ine two-penee, in St. Margarets Church-yard, close 
10 Westminster Abbey, Truly it is a grand sight, when a 
rnseal Papist has ied to kill an English king to please 
the Pope.” Rossiter rose from his seat. 
“I'hey put the horses, one to each limb, and then you 

would have !iked to see 1.” 
“No more,” exclaimed the Frenchman, and he stag- 

rered across the vam, breathless aud trembling in every 
joint, [To be continued. 


