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From Graham’s Magazine for Oct.

THE RETURN OF YOUTH.
My friend, thou sorrowest for the golden
prime,
For thy fair youtbfal years too swift of
flight;
Thoa muios!, with wet eyes, upon the time
Of cheerfal hopes that filled the world
with light:
Yeoars when thy heart was bold, thy hand was

strong,
Aund prompt thy tongue the generons word
to speask,
And willing faith was thice, and scorn of
wroog

Sommoned the sudden crimson at thy cheek.

Thou lookest forward on.the coming days,
Shuddering to foel their shadow e’er thee
creep:
A path, thick set with changes and decays,
Slopes downward to the place in common

sleep.
And they who walked with thee in life’s first
stage,
Leave one by one thy side, and waiting
near,

Thou see’st the sad companion af thy age—
Dall of rest, and weariness and fear.

Yet grieve thog not, nor think thy youth is

gone,
Nor deem that glorious season e’er cosld
die,
Thy pleasant yogth’s a little while with.
drawn,

Waits on the horizon of a brighier sky;
Whaits, like the morn, but folds her wings
und hides,
Till the slow stars bring bsck her dawning
hour;
Weits, like the vanished epring. that slum-
bering bides
Her owa sweet lime to waken bird and
flower.
Yhere shall be welcome thae, when thon
shalt stand
On his brigkt morning hilla, with smiles
more sweet
Than when et first he took thee by the hand,
Through the fair earth to lead thy tender
feet.

fls sball bring back, but brighter, broader

still,
Life’s early glory to thine eyes again;
8hall clothe thy epirit with new sirength, and
i
Thy leaping heart with warmer love than
then. -

[19s thon not glimpses, in the twilight there,
Of mountaing where immortal morn pre-
vails?
Comes there not, throngh the silence, to thine
ear
A gentle marmur of the morning gales,
That ewesp the ambrosial groves of that bright
shore,
Aud thence the fragranca of 1ts blossoms
bear,
And voices of the loved one’s gone belore,
More mausical in that celeatial air?
WAL C. BRYANT.

From the Dublin University Magazine
for September.

THE TWO PASSPOR'PS.
BEING A PASSAGE IN THE LIFE OF KARL
FISENKRAFT, ARTISAN, OF ESSLINSEN,
IN SUABIA.
¢l am a Wirtemberger by birth, though
the grester part of my life bhas been
spent out of my uative land, and espe-
cially at Hamburg, where | served my
apprenticeship under my father’s bro-
ther, who was hkewise my godfather,
and gave me his own name, Carolus
Eisenkrafft, at the font: a kindly Sua-
bjan he was, and one, though I say it,
that in his. owr craft, had his match to
seck in Hamburg or out of it. I con-
tinued to work with him about a year
after my time was out; ard then, being
twenty one years of age, and wishing
fo see other countries, and being, indeed,
by the rules of our trade obliged to
travel for a certain time, and learn the
modes of work practised in different
oities and lands, before [ could be re-

‘ceived us a brother of the crafl, and set

up in business fur myself, | set out (rom
Hamburg, and travelled across K .st
Friesland to the lower.Rhine lands, and
s0 took the course of the river upwards
into Switzerland.

+ [ did not stay Jong there. Switzer-
fand wses then, as now, a country in
which hittle good was to be learned, and
much evile However, I left it with the
same true German heart which [ had
brought iato it, hating the French with
an honest Suabign batred, from Bona-
parte down to the drum boy. Now this
was in the year 1806, which as yeu know,
was no yeat of peace for Europa. least
of ali for our dear German fatherland;
and in tha journey which' | had before
me, perils of many kinds, and from many
very diffzrent quarters, might bz anti.

zerland, for the year was advanced; and
I was resolved that the beginning of the
winter should see me agais in Ham-
burg. :
combines industry with skiil, there s
but one Hamburg, just as I am told there
1s but one Paris for folks that have
money, and seek a way to spend it,
which, I thaok my good destiny, is not
my case,

‘In my journey southwards I had
avoided Wirtemberg, keeping strictly to
the course of the Rhine, vhough I con-
fess that, though I passed the mouth o
the Neckar, my beart strayed up its
waters to my Suabian home, and 1 look-
ed with loving eyes on the soil it had
carried down [rom the green valley of
my childhood. Now, however, on my
way to the north agaie, I said, ¢ I will
seen see familiar fie!ds and familiar faces
once more; I will take a last leave of
the hills and valleys in which my earliest
vears passed so happily, and of the dear
ones that still dwell there.> A lastleave
-~for you will observe that in' Wirtem-
berg at this time I was lable to be shot
as a deserter—not that I had ever taken
military service, but just this was my
crime: I was, as | have told you, one-
and-twenty; and at that period, in Wer-
temberg, all hzalthy males, at this age,
were drawn for solciers. Such was the
conscription law, which it was death to
evade. Toenter Wirtemberg, as n Wira
temberger, was to subject myself to it!
and my first step—did I wish to avoid a
disgracelul death—must have beea to
present myseif to take my chance of
being drawn; whereunto, [pow take
shame to wmyself in saying, my inchna-
tions in no ways leaned. What then
was to be done? If I visited my native
place, it must be in the character of a
stranger; and this was the course on
which I resolved. In short, I conceived
the blamable determination of providing
myselfl with a false passport in Switzer-
land, that so I might with safety take
my fatherland in my route to the nors
thern states

* By means of an acquainlance | had
made in Switzerland,l easily accomplish-
ed the first part of my project, and thus
had in my possession two yassports, in
both of which indeed my true name was
given; but while my original and genu-
ine passport, which 1 had brought from
Hamburg, described me as a Wirtem-
berger. by birth, the new one assigned
Hamborg itself as the place of my nati«
vity. -1 thought, for a travelling birth
place, there was none more eligible thap
[ that in which I Ead served my time,and
1A which my uncle;. whom [ meant to
use as a fother for the time, was well
' known (o have bis domicile. | now
therefore travelled safely as a Hambup-
ger through my native country, and from
its northern frontier, with a sorrowing
heart, -looked & last adieu over its be-
loved and beautiful fields.

¢ I arrived the same night at Neus-
tadt on tbe Aisch, in the Bavarian ter-
ritory, and repaired fo an inn suited to
my circumstances. The landlord, when
I entered his house, demagded my pass-
port, and received it forthwith, promising
that I should have 1t back betimesin the
morning. You will remember.it was the
false pas:port, which | had used since
leaving Switzerland, my old and true
passport lying with other papersin my
pocket book. 'T'he morning came; ! rose,
breakfasted, and forgetting that my pass.
port waa still 1w the landlord’s hands, [
set off without 1*. I am not habitually a
‘forgetfu} man, and to forget one’s pass-
port on a journey 1s I suspeet, a piece of
forgetiulress of which the most thought-
less have seldom beex guilty: but so it

off; ner did tbe circumstance recur to
my thoughts until I stood, the evening of
that same day, before the gates of Kr«
langen, where, of course ¢ your passport’
were the first words nidressed to me by
saldierson guard. ¢ Po'ztausent,’ said
.1 to mysell, ¢ thon hast lell thy passport
at Neustadt on the Aisch.’

* I had now nothing for it but either
to say [ had forgot my passport, (which
nobady would bhelieve) and so be sent
back in the custody of soldiers as a sus«
picious character, or else to produce my
nrst and genuine passport. ¢ They wili
never believe thy story,’ said I agair to
myself; * for, to speak it without flat-
tery, thon dost not look altogether hike
the simpleton that would forget his passs
port; besides, who ever heard that a
lagdlord asked for a traveller’s passport?
T'by story hangeth not well together,
and they will hang thee to make it good.’
In short, having no other course that
bore an aspectin any way promising, |
presented, not without heavy misgivings,
the original Hamburg passport. This

document, as 1 need not tell you, was in

cipated: neveriheless, my mind was made ! jts present state but an unsatisfsctory

up not to lose any more time in Swits

After all, for the workman that {

i had an

was, without my passport I actually set ?

voucher for the worthingss af its bearer
to pass unobstructed, it having received
no vise, nor bearing any trace of baving
been submitted to auy official inspection
from Switzerland to the place where I
then was; a mysterious circumstance, for
which of course I was called on to ¢
count. However, not to make my story
too tedious, saffice it to say, that, alter
finding myself for some sime in an un-

pleasant position, 1 got the wmatter ar-.

rawged, and was again free¢ to pursue
my way.

« While I was at Erlasgen. there
began to fatl in troops forming part of
the vanguard of the French army, and
at Beyreuth, whieh was the next point
of my 'route, I found a still more con-
siderable bedy. 'T'he troops, having
proceeded thus far by forced marches,
here made a halt, while I, on the other
hand now made redeubled efforts to get
on, it being easy to see that these parts
would ere long become the theatre of
active hostilities.

¢« It was about midday or towards one
o’clock, when, by the slackening of their
pace and the increased brisknass of
mne, I Jost sight of these undesired
companions of the way;—and that same
afternoon, 1 fell in with the first outpost
of tbe Prussians,
asked irom whence I came; and en my
answering ¢ from Beyreuth,” they said

one to another—* Wry, the kerl is come |
Il

direct from the French outposts.’
lay my life he’s a spy,’ suid ono. ¢ We
shall see that,” observed the officer com-
manding, and forthwith gave orders to
carry me to Iof, where the Prussians
encampiment,
taking (rom we my tablets, and every-
thing 1n a written form, and sending

these in the custody of one of my guards:

to head quorters. Arrived at Hof, I
was compelled to strip to my shirt,
my clothes underwent a vigorous search;
and the very soles of my: boots were
ripped to see if anything of a suspicious
nature lay kid therein. It was the first
time | had been in the arbitary claiches
of soldiers, and the novelty was any-
thing but pleasing; however [ did not
lose courage, relying upon my conscious
innocence, 'and not doubting that the
matter would, on imvestigation, soon
appear in its true light.

After a short examination, which took
place in the gnaid room, I was consigned
to m prison within the precincts ol the
main guard. Here I found that I was
not the only person in trouble; the prison
already contained two unhappy wretches
—the ona a jew of the neighborhood;
the other a tailor of Bamberg; whe had
been retaken the day before. 'I'hese
were really spies, and had already made
confession to that effect.

© All -this gave me little anxiety, I
still confided 1n my innocence, and did
my Lest to make the same appear, even
to my wretched companions, . They ex-
pressed great compassion for me, chiefly
on the score of my youth, and that I

should be, as they expressed it, cut off

in the very outset of a promising career.
1 did not like the tone of their condo-
lence, it was evident they took me for
one of their honorable guild.

* | assure you, meine Herren ex-
claimed 1—unwilling to appear a mis~
creant, even in the eyes of such m s—
creants—* [ assure you upon my honor
that I am no spy.’

< Ah! said tho tailer: *that’s just
what | said to the officers yesterday. ‘1
assure you, my officers,” were my very
words; * honoroble captains. 1 assure
you upon my honor that I am no spy.
Judge of me noble gentlemen, by your-
selves; pui it le your own honorable
breasts whether a man of honor be
capable——' and so on. TbaUs the
way | talked to them, but it helped
nothing, for even when | offered to give
thems important intelligence of the posi-
tion and strength of the French aimy.

« I offered to give my oath,” broke in
the Jew, ‘that I was no spy; and they
did but laugh, and cast in my teeth a
ribald rbyme which they are taught from
therr cradles—

Come the fox to his lair?
Hath the Jew leave to sweai?
Both have planted you there.

¢ All the curses

« But ‘you have both confessed vour-
seives spies,’ said I, cuatting the old sor—
cerer short in his Jewish curses, which [
bad no mind to hear

¢ [ beheve youn,’ said the tailor; ¢and
so will you confess yourself before this
time to-morrow.’

* Never,’ cried I; ¢ [ am an  honest
man, and the son of an honest man, and
will neverstain my own name and my
father’s, witha villany which the world’s
weaith should not tempt. me to defile my
hunds with.?

* Goodness Uless you,” replied the
tailor;—what’s the use of talking that

{infinitely touching,

I wus stopped and |

first, however, !

F Death 13 death—and 1

way tous. | too bave been to school,
and know how to put werds together,
yea, and can make many fine speeches
cut of Herr von Kotzebue’s plays. For
example, I remember a heautiful senti-
ment beginning thus: ¢ The man whe
> bah, I forget the rest; but it is
1 promise you, and
makes the heart swell with the finest
emotions.—But what’s that te .the pur
pose? Hearken 1o me; you are young,
and a raw hand, and have run, like a raw
band, into a trap; now if you can talk
yoursell out of the trap, I'll say talk is o
very fine thing,—but P’li tell you what
it1s, if you can talk a hole in that wall,
and a clear passage for, yoursell out of
the Prussian lines, you are safe,—but,
not to discourage yeu, | confess I have
my doukts,—I'm afraid yeu won't find
the method quite 50 sure &s might be
wished. However, you csn try—and I
promisd you, if talk don’t do that for
you, it will do nothing else.’

* Well,' said I, ¢ they can shgot me if
they will,—I can but assert my inno-
conce o the last. If the officers are de
termined to pul an innocent man to
death, to take away lile on a groundless
suspicion, no doubt they have it in their
power ‘0 do so. Let them do it then, |
am not afraid to die.’

¢ They are very punctilious, my dear,”
remarked the Jew; * vety. They woa't
shoot you without a confession,—they
never do.—They wouldn’t put a man to

! death on suspicion, they are extremely

particular on these points, you'll have
to confess, they make @ point of it.?

* Confess! cried 1, ‘ confess mysell a
spy! lalsely accuse myself ol a wicked*
ness [ detest! Never?

¢ The provost marshal,” cbserved the
Jew, ¢ has preat powers of persuasion.’

I confess I winced a little at thigy—
hinging kad not entered into my calcu-
lations. —After a pause, however, I re-
phed—

¢ Well, they may bang me, of the two
I would rather be shot, but 1 would not
purchase the choice at the expense o
my honest fame, neither shall even the
fear of the gallows induce me to belie
myself. Do whut they will with me they
shail not bave the satisl:ction of hearing
me call mysell a spy’—I will not die
with a lie in my mouth.’

¢ The gracisus pity the boy!' said the
tailor,——¢ hear lum talk of the gallows!—
sez little 1o
chose Letween the rope and the hallets
but what do you say to being flogged to
death? Assert your inpocence by all
means, and die under the Jash, or ¢ beli®
yourself;’and be shot, 'I'bat’s the choice
you’ll have, this evening or early to-mor
row. DBear the flogming, of course a%
long ns you can; lile is worth bearing
something fors but I prophesy you will
not bear it long,—besides they wont give
over until they get a cenfession out of
you. +Life’s sweet,’ said [ to mysell,
when they tie me up this morning ¢
will save my life, though I be aunable to
pat a ~oat to my back for a twelvemonth:’
but I couldn’t hold out—I couldn’t hold
our: nor where it to any purpose, for [
should be a dead man ere now if I had
not eried guilty !

¢ You will not die,” added the Jew,
with the sneer of a demon: * you will
not die with a lie in your mouth. Wiil

L you die with piteous moanings and cries

for mercy in your mouth, which you
might as well uaddress to the scourge
that plays on your bhack, or to the
buman toel that pliesit, as tothe calm
tyrants that sit and see it piled? Wil
vou die with the thirst of the barning
Tophet in your mouth? with the drought
of the sandy wilderness in your juws?
Wiil you die when, from the regolved
and silent man, you have becom® the
shrieking woman, the sick child that
plaios feebly, ard can only murmur * a
littie water, a little water,” which they
will.not give, because they know that m
blessed drop of it were death, and there-
by were much good floggine thrown
away? Men die not so speedily under
the lash,’ proceeded he. addressing the
tailor; ¢and thou wouldn’st be alive til
now, though thoun hadst not cried gailty!”
Ah! ah! had | a thousard souls | would
give them all—all—all! that my tormen-
tors should suffer for ever and ever—for
ever and ever—for ever and even—what
I suffered this day at their will, before
1 bent my will thereto, and gratified
them 'with my confession.’

¢ From five o’clock that evening till
the foilowing morning, 1 was conducted,
at least half a dozen times, belore n
court composed of officers. My con-
ductor was the provost marshal, at each
elbow walked a dragopn, their drawn
swords beld edgeways across my breast
and back.

¢ An examination wore rigorous, or one
more difficult—more impossible for a man to
withstand, who bad enything to conceal,



