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WE ARE GROWING OLD.

"BY FRANCES BROWNH,
"We are grewing old—how the thought will rise,
‘When a glance is backward cast
Oun some long-remembered spot that lies
In the silence of the past;
It raay be the shrine of our early vows,
Or the tomb of early tears ;
But it seems like a far off isle to us,
lu the stormy sea of years.

- Ae

Oh, wide and wild are the waves that pant
Our steps from its greenness now,

And we miss the joy of many a heart,
And the light of many a brow ;

For deep o’er many a stately bark
lave the whelming billows rolled,

That steered with us from that early mark—
Oh friends, we ate growing old!

O!d in the dimness and the dust
Ot our daily toils and cares,—

Old in the wrecks of love and trust
Which our burdened memory bears.
‘Each form may wear to the passing gaze
The bloom of life’s freshness yet,
_And beams may brighten our latter days

Which the morning never met.

But, oh, the changes we have seen
In the far and winding way !

The graves in our path that have grown green,
And the locks taat have grown gray.

The winters still on our own may spare
The sable or the gold; ,

But we saw their snows upon brighter hair,
And, friends, we are growing old !

We have gained the world’s cold wisdom now,
\We have learned to pause and fear ;

But where are the living founts whese flow
Was a joy of heart to hear? :

We have won the wealth of many a clime,
And the lore of many a page ;

But where is thz hope that saw in time
But its boundless herijtage ?

Will it come again when the violet wakes,
And the woods their youth renew ?

We have stood in the lightof sunny brakes,
Where the bloom was deep and blue ;

And our souls might joy in the spring time then
But the joy was lamt ana coiq;

For it ne’er could give us youth agamn
Of hearts that are growing old.
m

Seleet Stury,
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RECINALD SHIRLEY.

AN ATTORNEY'S STORY.

[CoxcrLupep.]

After Winnifred’s testimony, came the last and
most important, the evidence of a game-keeper,
whe testified to passing Sir Piers and Mr. Shirley
in the home park abont sundown. The angry
tones of both their voices caused him to pass them
slow!ygnd linger on his way ; for knowing the ill-
blood that-always existed betweeir-the families,
and these members in particular, he was fearful
that gome mischief might easue, especially as Mr,
Bhirley had his gun, and Sir Piers his usual stick.
] could not be mistaken,” he said inanswer to a

question from the judge, ‘“for they stood on a plain |

bit of the Park, a good way ofi from the treesand
there was nothing to shade them. The path 1
was o, weut close up to where they were and as
| touched my hat, first to my master, and then to
Mi. Shirley, 1 looked hard at them both and netic-
ed that Mr. Shirley had on his shooting dress. |
have known the prisoner all his life. | vsed to be
underkeeper to his father.”

This closed the case for the prosacution ; and
ilien the prisoner—in those days prisoners were
not allowed counsel—commenced his defence. It
was short, but manly and candid.  With a burst
of eloquent iudignation, he repudiated the charge
brought against him, solemnly declaiing that from
the hour of parting from &u Piers in his own
loase, to the present, he had never scen him.—
That tho last interview was stormy and painfulhe
frankly acknowledged ; since, not content with
vefusing his proposal to re-purchase lis paternal
land &t any price, in the wost insulting terms, Sir
Piers sulfered bimself, in the heat of his passion,
te make certain asserlions relative to a deceased
member of the Suirley family, which exasperated
liis visitor almost to maaness. it was to oblain a
vontradiction to these assertions that he had sought
his oid nurse, tho depository of family secrets at
vie unusual bour he had done. And it was then
en his way to hier, while plunging en recklessly
rrough the wood neutest the house, so absorbed
 anxiety, wrath and i.dignation;as (9 be uncon-
«rdons where he was going, that he mot! with this
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had deluged him in his own
bloed. .

The parting words of which 0 mueh hog been
wWade wore spoken in unIW2r 190 Sir Piers’s reiter-

uted end tounlied refussi1o sell to Shirley, and

- Were ltPted in the ragze of the moment, without

any deeper meaning than to assure the baronet of
nls visitor's unalterable determinatien to succeed
in his aim.

How the gun which he had left with both bar-
rels loaded in a keeper's hut in the Home Park,
cam2 where it was found, Le could not tell—and
that the man who-had sworn to having seen him
in the Park with Sir Piers, was mistaken in his
identity, be solemnly asserted, repeating once
more in the most positive and impressive langu-
age, his asseveration of never secing the deceased
after the time he left the house.

All this was said temperately, but firmly and
frankly—more as if it was a duty to himself, than
with any expectation of its being either effectual
for an acquittal, or generally believed by the
court.

After the conclusion of the defence, a juryman
begged that the keeper who had deposed 10 hav-
ing seen the prisoner and deceasedtogether,should
be recalled, and asked again if he were perfectly
convinced of the identity of the former.

“Perfectly,” he said, with a sorrowlul voice,
which left do doubt upon the minds of any who
heard him of the truth of his statement; “if they
were the last words I had to speak on earth, and
God was here to judge me, 1 could safely swear
that Mr. Shirley was the man Isaw with my
master that night.”

After such evidence as thig, the conviction of
the piisoner was certain ; and in a few minutes he
leftthe bar, condemned to die for the murder of
Sir Piets Linwood.

It was Friday night when the long trial closed ;
and when it was over, | and every one else left
the court. . The prisoner was to be hanged on
Monday.

Asmight be expected, little else beside the trial
of Reginald Shirley was talked of in the town;
atassize ball it was the only subject of conversa-
tion,and, with a few exceptions everybody ap-
planded the wardiat, the ron.
demned man asa co.d-blooded,infamous assassin

who thoroughly merited the fate which had over-
taken him. 2

Not a few ridiculed the idea of his having the
means fo re-purchase Shiriey Court ; and in their
oveflowing displeasure, [ do believe they were
rather disappointed that theft had not been added
to the crime, and that they could not call him
robber, as well as murderer.

ond laakoed nnon

His conduet, teo, during his time of confine-
ment in Jail, previous to the trial,had given people
great offence—it had been so proud, stern, and
reserved ; and now that he was condemned, his

manner rematued the same. .

Well, Saturday and part of Sunday passed—
and on Sanday afternoon I went to spend two or
three days with my brother, the rector of a sea-
coast village ubout five and twenty miles from the
assize town.

It was a stormy evening, and towards midnight
the wind blew a hurricane dead upon the shore.
My brotherand 1 had not met for many months,
and were sitting vp talking over family aflairs,
when the sound of guns out at sea, caused us to
rush from the bonse, and hurry to the beach. It
was an awlul night—and through the dim haze
we could »ee a great ship beating with the waves,
evideutly dismasted ard in distress. To send her
help was impossible ; no boat could have lived
in such a sea; and although we offered large

sums of money to volunteers, and the brave men

around us were asanxiousto render assistance as
ourselves, none dared rush upon the cenain death
which must have befallen any one who ventured
out. Still, althongh too well convineed of this,
it was maddening to hear the solemn appeal of
the zuns, and know that those who fired them
were praying in agony for our help ; to kuow that
within so short a distance hinndreds of human be-
ings were perishing, and that there we stood,
strong, powerful, willing men, with ample meana
at hand to succor, and yet unable 10 exert a sin-
gie muscle. It was horrible ; but at length a great
cry was raised that the vessel had gone down,
and in a few minutes tossed on the boiling waves,
we dimly saw small objects,which we knew to be
human bodies coming towards us.

One, thrown by the sea high upon the shore be-
side us, was seized upon by my brother and my-
self, and carried to his house. Those we had
left there, expeeting such guests, had got all ready
to receive them ; and we found a huge fire and
kot blankets, with all needtul 2ids 10 recovery,
prepaicd for immediate use,
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l, Quigkty, then,we laid the ibpafenﬁy dead body | r—

1 beflore the fire, and naver shall 1 forget the sen-
sation of astenishment; almost of terror,with which
my eyes {ell npon the lifeless face. It was Re-
ginald Shirley, the condemned murderer, whom
all._the world then believed to be lying in—
shire jail, waiting for execution next morning.

In a foew words I communicated the fact to my
brother, who although infinitely shocked, vet did
uot relax the exertions to restore life ; and after a
little time, fergetting the maii's guiltin his present
extremity, and unwilling that he shonld die thus

brother's efforts, which sooner than might have

ious to assist the villagers in recevering any other
bodies that might be thrown on shore,l wen! back
again to the beach.

I had been there about two lrours, when a serv-
ant from the rectory, almost exhausted with run-
ning, came up to me and bade me hurry back
there instantly, “and Mr. Wardeén, t00,” ke said
breathlessly, “must go as well.  'Where is he ?—
Where shall I find him ?” ‘

“Here,” I said, as the genllemﬁn named, one
of the mest aclive magistiates of the district
came up; ‘here he is. But what is the matter ¥

‘I don’t know, but master’s in a terrible way; so
go, sir—go directly !

Thus urged, and remembering in whose com-
pany I had left my brother, I ran on gunickly, ae-
companied by Mr. Warden, who, undoubtedly
wondered, knowing nothing, whether Ihad taken
leave of my senses

As we reached the house, a post-chaise dash-
ed past us, and standing at the rectory door,watch-
ing eagerly for our coming, was my brother.

“Thank God you are here!’ he said, seizing Mr.
Warden’s arm. ‘Come with me—do not lose a

moment !’
And turning back into the house, he led us

quickly to the room where I had left him with
Reginald Shirley.

What I expected to see I de not know ; but what
I did see wae Mr. Shirley, lying upon the very
spot which I helped to place him, and the village
surgeon kneeling by Mis side.

His eyes were open, and he wax evidently sen-

his countenauce was the fear{ul gray shade whigh
never lingers long upen the face of the Jiving,and
which warned us that death was at hand. Upeon
our entrance an expression of intense 1elief and
satisfaction crossed his features, and in a faint
voice he said—

‘I am glad you are come ; but make haste,I am
going fast. Raise me up.’

‘Yes, but take this draught first, said the sur-
geon—you require it.  Now, Mr. Heydon, you
may proceed.

‘Very well. Then, Mr. Warden, the object of
my sending for you thus unceremoniously is that
you might receive the confession, and take the
deposition of this person. He is perfectly aware
of his state, Mr. Grant ¥ he continued,addressing
the surgeon.

‘Perfectly, 1 dare hold out no hope.’

‘No, I feel that T am dying ; therefora lose no
time. I havea terrible tale 1o tell, apd would not
go before it was finished

‘I am ready.’

‘Then listen, My name is Piers Shirley, son of
the late Sir Piers Linwood, and Isabel Shirley,—
Ah'! sir, yon may start,” said the man, observing
the movement of astonishment which I could not
repress. ‘Mine is a fearful story,but concealment
wonld be useless, and you shall hear all the truth
now. My mother died at my birth, and by a fa-
vorite servant whom she trusted, I was conveyed
immediately to Sir Piers, who, as had been pre-
viously arranged,sent me under the care of a faith-
ful person to France, where | was brought up,
until the age of fifteen, when | came 1o England,
and was placed at school in Loudon. There I
remained three years, and then, still believing
mysell an orphan, and that Sir Piers Linwood,
whom I never raw, was gimply my guardian, I
was articled to a lawyer. Neuther the profession
nor the restraint, however, suited me. I formed
idle aud bad connections, got into debt, and at
last atthe age of twenty-one, owed 80 much that
my creditors shortly afterwards arrested and threw
me into prison.

Sir Piers was sent for by my master, and com-
g up to town, paid the money and set me free.
Upon this occasion, I saw him for the first time ;
and from his manner, and the singular language
he used, suspected the truth, and that instead of
being only his ward, 7 was his son. The suspi-
cion enraged me, and in violeut and most unbe-
coming terms, I demanded from him whether my
fears were justified.

Ia equally passieuste words, upbraidiag me for

unprepared, I too joined earnestly in my good

been expected, were successful ; and then, anx-

S ————

my extravaganee, idleness.snd cxcasses, Sir Pieds
acknowledged the relation=hip: but eonélnded by
threatening ty cast e off at once 'and foraver,
unless 7 relinquished my evil courses and sppliéd
myselt more steadily'to thy profession.

This T'refvsed to do, and, afier a shamefn) ncone
we parted : Sir Piers forbidding me ever agan ta
apply to him for assistance; or even attémpt 10 sce
bim—und 1, rekolute and' boastful, taunting him
with his sins towards me, and exulting in oy
freedom.

A fearful time of riot followed this rupture; { om
bad I grew to woise, until at thirty yoars of age—
and I'am little more—} had not one reputable
friend, a profession, or a shilling left  Weli, abont
twelve months since I fell in love with a girl, whe
i ever angels vigit this miserable world, was one
to me ! and she promised to manry me, reprobate
as I was, if T would do as my father hiad urged me
ten years before—break off my guilty waye, and
going abroad strive to establish a new character
and honorable name.

Gladly I pledged myself 1o obey her wishes, for
in her society I learned to be ashamed of the life
I had led, and longed to retrace it ; but to go a-
broad reputably, 1equired monéy, and 1 had none;
therefore after long deliberating with myself, 7
resolved to apply te Sir Piers—with whom /7 had
had no communication since the interview which
had ended so disastronsly—to tell him my hopes
and projects, and to implore his uid to accomplish
them. i

Whether my letter was less humble and con-
trite than it should have been, I do not knew—
perhaps it was, for Tam an ill hand at suing for fa-
vors—but Sir Piers answered it in so cold and in-
sulting a strain, that I cast his epistle into the fire
which burned beside me, and set to work to try
to raise means to marry Jessie, and to go to Cun-
ada. But, as I'might have foreseen, every effort
failed ; and then Jessie entreated me to give her
up, and go abroad alone. This, of course,/ would
not do; and in despair, I wrote again to my fath-
et, humbling myself to the very dust for my sweet
Jessie's suke; informing him that T would be at
a certain spot in Shirley Park at six o’clock oa
the following evening, where I entreated him by
the memory of my mother, 10 see me.

‘Twent; but learning that the laws against
poaching and trespass weve sulCly cufurced wp

on the Shirley estates, and fearing that. my dress
might attract attention I was seen by the keepers,
I changed my clothes in a deer hovel in the park,
for a suit of keepers garments which ¥ found
there ; and shounldering a gun which waa there
also, I went outsatisfied if Iwas observed I should
be mistaken for a keeper, and suffered to pass un-
challenged.

When I reached the appointed place no ene
was there, but at length ¥ descried Sir Piers com-
ing towards me through the wood. I went to
meet him, and certainly none but a man that was
mad himself, or wished 1o make me so, wonld
‘have said whathe did, or treated me so severely.

For a while I bore all patiently, but at last hu-
man natuie would endure no more, and [ replied.
I forgot all duty, all prudence; and in my 1age,
gave back far every shameful word and taumt,
another as bitter and evil,

At length he raised his stick to strike me—and.
in a moment, never heeding what 1did, or what it
was | lifted, T interposed the gun 1 held, to ward
off the impending blow, which fell upon the trig-
ger, struck it back andin an iustant, to my un-
speakable horror, I saw my father dead at my feet.
To fly was the impulse of the moment, and after
ascertaining that life wasindeed extinct and that
nothing could be done, I cast down tlie fatal wea;
pon, turned back to the hovel where I had left my
own clothes, changed those I wore for them, and,
crossing the country in all haste, reaclied—-- where
[ got on a Loudon coach, -

Immediately upon arriving in town ] wrote a -
farewell letter to Jessie ; blood-stained as 1 was J
could not endure to meet her; and thetefore aim;
ply telling her that circamstances had oecurred
which mnst part us forever, I bade her forget me
ard be happy.

What would happen at Shirley when the body
was discovered I dared not think ; but what dud
happen never entered my thoughts. I never
dreamed that any one would suffer for my silenece,
and therefore maintained it. What 1 should have
done had I known the truth, I dare not say, for life
isdearto all; and as I could not prove that my-
father brought on his own death, and I shosj}d have
feared to die for it, I mightnot, perhaps have come, .
forward and exonerated Mr. Shirley as I ought.—
However, [ was spared the trial of prineiple, for
the day after 1 reached London, I was seized wiih
Ayphus fever, and - for weeks 1 lay insensible ‘e
10 everything, between life ane death. ,

When I zecovered | resolved 1o go abroad ; and




