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THe Cavicton Sentinel, 

Literary Selections. 

THE Ww nN SISTERS. 
A TRUE STORY. 

BY W. W. COLLINS, AUTHOR OF “ ANTONINA.” 

Concluded from last week. 

We have said that Mr. Langley was a man 

of the world. He was strongly attached to his 

children ; but he had a little of the selfishness 
and much of the reverence for wealth of a man 

of the world. As he now endeavored to deter- 

mine mentally on his proper course of action— 

to disentangle the whole case from all its mys- 

terious intricacies—to view it, extraordinary as 

it was, in its proper bearings, his thoughts be- 

gan gradually to assume what is called “a 

hractical turn.” He reflected that he had ano- 

ther dauchter besides the twin-sisters to provide 

for ; and that he had two sons to settle in life. 

He was not rich enough to portion three daugh- 

ters : and he had not interest enough to start 

his sons favorably in a career of eminence.— 

Awe Streatfield, on the contrary, was a man of 
oreat wealth, and of great “connections” among 
people in power. Was such a son-in-law to be 

icjected, after all that had happened, without 
at least consulting his wife and daughters first? 

He thought not. Had not Mr. Streatfield, in 

truth, been the victim of a remarkable fatality, 

of an incredible accident, and were no allow- 

ances, under such circumstances, to be made 
for him? He began to think there were. Re- 

flecting thus, he determined at length to pro- 
ceed with moderation and caution at all haz. 

ards; and regained composure enough to con- 

tinue the conversation in a cold, but still in a 

polite tone. 

“1 will commit myself, sir, to no agreement 

or promise whatever,” 

consider this interview in any respect as a con- 

clusive one, either on your side or mine; bud if 

I think, on consideration, that it is desirable 

that our conversation should be repeated to my 

wife and daughters, I will make them acqnaint- 
ed with it, and will let you know the result.— 

In the meantime, I think you will agree witl 

me, that it is most {it that the next coommunica- 

tion between us should take place by letter 
alone. 

Mr. Streatfield was not slow in taking the 
hint conveyed by Mr. Langley’s last words.— 

After what had occurred, and until something 

was definitely settled, he felt that the suffering 

and suspense which he was already enduring 

would be increased tenfold if he remained 

longer in the same house with the twin-sisters 

—the betrothed of one, the lover of the other! 

Murmuring a few inaudible words of acquies- 

cence in the arrangement which had just been 

proposed to him, he left the room. The same 

evening he quitted Langley Hall. 

The next morning the rercainder of the guests 

di gr 3 their curiosity to know all the partic- 

ulars of what had happened remaining ungrati- 

fied. Ty ney were simply informed tl at an ex- 

tnaordinary and unexpected obstacle had arisen 

; that no blame attached 

to anv one In the matter: 3 

10 delay the we dding 

aud that as soon as 

very thing had been finally determined, every 

thing would be explained. Until then, it was 

not considered necessary to enter into any par- 
D ) 

ticulars. By the middie of the day every 

visitor had left the house; and a strange and 

melancholy specdad cle it presented when they 

cre all goue. Rooms were now empty and 
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with animated groups, and lad ecnoea witn Ee ¥™) 

merry laveliter. The social desolation of the 

scene was miseraoly complete 111 al) 11S asp Cis. a ] 

ately after the departure of his guests, 

he began, “nor will IT |! 

i" 

released from his attendance, and that she might 
' be left alone with me and with her sister Clara. 

When every oné else had quitted the room, she 
continued to sit in the easy chair where we had 
placed her, covering her face with her hands. 
She entreated us not to speak to ber for a short 
time, and, except that she shuddered occasion- 
ally, sat quite still and silent, When she at 
last looked up, we were shocked to see the 
deadly paleness of her face, and the strange 

alteration that had come ever her expression; but 

she spoke to us coherently, so solemnly even, 
that we were amazed ; and knew not what to 
think or what to do; it hardly seemed to be our 
Jane who was now speaking to us.” 

“ What did she way?” asked Mr. Langley, 
eagerly. 

“ She said that the first feeling of her heart 

at that moment, was gratitude on her own ac- 

count. She thanked God that the terrible dis- 
covery had not been too late, when her married 
life might have been a life of estrangement and 
misery. Up to the moment when Mr. Streat- 
field had uttered that one fatal exclamation, 
she had loved him, she told us, fondly and fer- 
vently ; now, no explanation, no repentance (if 

either were tendered) no earthly persuasion or 
command (in case Mr. Streatfield should think 
himself bound, as a matter of atonement, to 
hold to his rash engagement,) could ever in- 
duce her to become his wife ” 

“ Mr. Streatfield will not test her resolution,” 

said Mr. Langley, bitterly ; “he deliberately 
repeated his repudiation of his engagement in 

this room ; nay, more, he = 

“1 have something important to say to you 

from Jane on this point,” interrupted Mrs. Lang- 

ley. “After she had spoken the first few words 
which I have already repeated to you, she told 
us that she had been thi akingecibinking more 
calmly, perhaps, than we could imagine—on 
all that had happened ; on, what Mr. Streatfield 

had said at the dinner rable ; on the momentary 

glance of recognition which she had seen pass 
between him and her sister Clara, whose acci- 

dental absence, during the whole peried of Mr 
Streatfield’s intercourse with us in London, she 
now remembered and reminded me of. The 
cause ‘of the fatal error, and the manner in 

which it had occurred, seemed to be already 

known to her, as if by.intuition. We entreated 

her to refrain {rom gpeaking on the subject for 

the present ; but she answered that it was her 

duty to speak on it—her duty to propose some- 

thing which should alleviate the suspense and 

distress we were all enduring on her account. 

No words can describe to you her fortitude, her 

noble os ESAT Mrs. Langley’s voice 

faltered as she pronounced the last words. It 

was some minutes ere she became sufiiciently 
compesed to proceed thus :(— 

® 1 am charged with a message to you from 

Jane—1 shonld say, charged with her entrea- 
| ties, that you will not suspeud our intercourse 

with Mr. Streatfield, or view his conduet in any 
other than a merciful light—as conduct for 

which accident and circumstances 

| blame 

are alone to 

After she had given me this message 

to you, she turned to Clara, who sat weeping 

by her side, completely overcome, and, kissing 

her, said that they were to blame, if any one 

was to be blamed in the matter, for being so 

much alike as io make all who saw them apart 
' doubt which was Clara and which was Jane.— 
Nie said this with a faint smile, and an effort 

to speak playfully, which touched us to the 
{ heart. Then, in a tone and manner which I 
can never forget, she asked Ler sister—charging 

her on her mutual affection and mutual confi- 
dence, to answer sincerely—if she. had noticed 
Mr. Streatfield on the day of the levee, and had oC 

r 
| 

. Lanoley had an interview with his wife.— | aftetwards remembered him at the dinner ta- 
He repeated to her the conversation which had | ble, as he had noticed and remembered her ?— 

taken place between Mr. Streatfield .and him- | It was only after Jane had repeated this appeal 
self. and received from her in return such an | still more earnestly and ailectionately,that Clara 

account of the conduct of his Sar under | summoned courage dnd composure enough to 
he trial that had befallen her. as filled him | onli that she had noticed Mr. Streatfield on 

with equal astonishment and admiration. It | the day of the levee, had thought of him after- 

was a new revelation to him of the character of 

: 13 OWI child. 

“As soon as the violent symptoms had subsi- 

ded,” said Mrs. Langley, in answer to her hus. 

baud’s first iugquiries, “as soon as the hysterical 
PE vas subd vd PF 2s OH vd suddenly 19. 
sat WAS suodued 3 Jalle SC emec Sudc enily 10 as 

sume a new character, to become another per- 

son. She begged that the doctor might be 

| wards during her absence fiom Loudon, and 

had recognized him at our table, as he had re- 
| cognized her. 

‘Is it possible! Town I had net anticipated 
| —not thought for one moment of that,” said Mr 
Langley. : 

“ Perhaps,” continued his wife, “it is best 

that you should see Jane now, and judge for 

yourself. For my part, her noble resignation 
under this great trial has so astonished and im- 
pressed me, that I only feel competent to advise 

as she advises, to act as she thinks fit. I begin 
to think that it is not we who are to guide her, 
but she who is to guide us.” - 
Mr, Langley lingered irresolute for a few 

minutes ; then quitted the room, and proceeded 
alone to Jane Langley’s apartment. 
When he knocked at the door, it was opened 

by Clara. There was an expression partly of 
sorrow on her face ; and when her father stop- 
ped as ifto speak to her, she merely pointed into 
the room, and hurried away without uttering a 
word. 

Mr. Langley had been prepared by his wife 
for the change that had taken place in his 
daughter since the day before ; but he feltstart- 

led, almost overwhelmed, as he now looked on 

her. One of the poor girl’s most prominent 
personal attractions, from her earliest yedrs, 
had been the beauty of her complexion ; and 
now, the freshness and the bloom had entirely 
departed from her face ; it seemed absolutely 
colorless. Her expression, too, appeared to 
Mr. Langley’s eyes to Lave undergone a mel- 

ancholy alteration ; to have lost its youthfulness 
sudgenly ; to have assumed a strange character 
of firmness and thouzhtfulness, which he had 
never observed before. She was sitting by an 
open window, commanding a lovely view of 
wide, sunny landscape; a Bible which her 
mother had given her, lay open on her lenees; 
she was reading it as her father entered. For 
the first time in his life he paused, speechless, 
as he approached to speak to one of his own 
children. 
“1 am afraid I look very ill,” she said, hold- 

ing out her hand to him; “ but I am better than 
I look ; I shall be quite well ina day or two. 
Have you heard my message, father? have 
you been told ? V’—— 

“ My love, we will not speak of it yet; we 

will wait a few days,” said Mr. Langley.” 
“ You have always been ro kind to me,” she 

continued, in less steady tones, ‘that I am sure 
you will let me go on. I have very little te 
say, but that little must be said now, and then 
we need never recur to it again. Will you 
consider all that has happened, as something 

forgotten ? You have heard already what it is 
that I entreat you to do; will you let him—Mr, 

Streatfield—" (she stopped, her voice failed for 

a moment, but she recovered herself again al- 

most immediately.) “ Will you let Mr. Streat- 

field remain here, or recall him if he is gone, 
and give him an opportunity of explaining 

himself to my sister? If poor Clara sheuld 

refuse to see him for my sake, pray do not lis- 

ten to her. I am sure this is what ought to be 
done; I have been thinking of it very calmly 
and I feel that it is right. And there is scme-’ 

thing more I have to bez of you, father; it is, 

that while Mr. Streatfield is here, you will al- 
low me to go and stay with my aunt. You 

know how fond she is of me. Her house is 

not a day’s journey from home. It is the best 

for everybody (much best for me) that I should 

not remain here at present; and—and-2and 

dear father! I have always been your spoiled 
| child ; and 1 know you will indulge me still. 

If vou will do what I ask of you, I shall soon 

get over this heavy trial. I shall get well again 

if am away at my aunt’s—it pe 5 

She paused ; and putting one trembling arm 
round her Ssthar's neck, hid her face on his 

breast. For some minutes, Mr. Langley could 

not trust himself to answer her. There was 

something, not deeply touching only, but im- 
pressive and sublime, about the moral heroism 
of this young girl, whose heart and mind— 

hitherto wholly inexperienced in the harder 
and darker emergencies of life—now rose in 
the strength of their native purity superior to 

the bitterest, cruelest trial that either could un- 
dergo ; whose patience and resignation, called 

forth for the first ime by a calamity which 

suddenly thwarted the purposes and paralyzed 

the affections that had been destined to endure 

for a life, could thus appear at once in the full- 

est maturity of virtue and beauty. As the 
father thought of these things ; as he vaguely 
and imperfectly estimated the extent of the 
daughter's sacrifice; as he reflected on the 

nature of the affliction that had befatlen her— 

which combined in itself a fatality that none 

could have foreseen, a fault that could neither 

be repaire:l nor resented, a judgment against 
which there was no appeal—and then remem- 
bered how this affliction had been borne, with 
what words and what actions it had been met, 
he felt that it would be almost a profanation to 
judge the touching petition addressed to him, 
by the criterion of his worldly doubts and his 
worldly wisdom. His eye fell on the Bible, 
still open beneath it; "he remembered the little 
child who sat in the midst of the disciples, as 
teacher and example to all ; and when at length 
he spoke in answes to his daughter, it was not 
to direct or advise, but to comfort and comply. 
They delayed her femoval for a few days to 

see if she faltered in her resolution, if her bod- 
ily weakness increased ; but she never waver- 

ed ; nothing in her appearance changed, either 

for better or for worse,* A week after the start- 
ling scene at the dinner table, she was living in 
the strictest retirement in the house of her aunt. 

About the period of her departure, a letter 
was received from Mr Streatfield. It was lit- 
tlg more than a recapitulation of what he had 
already said to Mr. Langley—expressed, how- 
ever, on this occasion, in stronger, and, at tne 
same time, in more respectful terms. The let- 
ter was answered briefly,—he was informed 
that nothing had, as yet, been determined on, 

but that the next communication would bring 

him a final reply. 

“Two months passed During that time 
Jane Langley was frequently visited at her 
aunt’s house, by her father and mother. She 
still remained calm and resolved ; still looked 

pale and thoughtful as at first. Doctors were 

consulted ; they talked of a shock to the ner- 
vous system ; of great hope from time to time, 
and their patient’s strength of mind; and of 
the necessity of acceding to her wishes in all 
things. Then the advice of her aunt was 
sought. She was a woman of an eccentric, 
masculine character, who had herself experien- 
ced a love-disappointment in early life, and had 
never married. She gave her opinion unre- 

servedly and abruptly, as she always gave it.” 
“Do as Jane tells you!” said the old lady, 

severely; ‘the poor child has more moral 
courage and determination than all the rest of 
you put together! I know better than anybody 
what a sacrifice she has had to make; but she 

has made it, and made it nobly—like a heroine, 
as some people would say ; like a good, high- 
minded, courageous girl. as I say! Do. as she 
tells yon! Let that poor, selfish fool of a man 
have his way, and marry her sister—he had 
made one mistake already about a face—see if 
he doesn’t find out some day, that he has made 

another about a wife? Let him !—Jane is tco 
good for him, or for any man! Leave her to 
me; let her stop here; she shan’t lose by what 
has happened! You know this place 1s mine 
—1I mean it to be hers, when I'm dead. You 
“know I’ve got some money—1I shall leave it to 
her. I’ve made my will; it’s all done and set- 
tled! Go back home; send for the man, and 
tell Clara to marry him without any more fuss! 
you wanted my epinion—there it is for you!” 

At last Mr. Langley decided. The impor- 

tant letter was written, which recalled My. 

Streatfield to Langley Hall. As Jane had for- 
seen, Clara at first refused to hold any commu- 

nication with him ; but a letter from her sister 

and the remonstrances of hem father, soon 

changed her resolution. There was nothing in 

common between the twin-sisters, but their 

personal resemblance. Clara had been guided 

all her life’by the opinions of others, and she 
was guided by them now. 
Once permitted the opportunity of pleading 

this cause, Mr. Streatfield did not neglect his 
own interests. It would be little to our purpose 
to describe the doubts and difficulties which 
delayed at figst the progress of his second court- 

inca as it was under circumstances,not 
only extraordinary, but unprecedented. It is 
no longer with him or vith Clara Langley that 

the interest of our story is connected. Suffice 

it to say, that he ultimately overcame all the 

young lady’s scruples; and that a few months 
afterwards, some of Langley’s intimate friends 
found themselves again assembled round his 
table as wedding guests, and congratulating 
Mr. Streatfield on his approaching union with 
Clara, as they had already congratulated him, 
scarcely a year back, on his approaching union 
with Jane! ’ 
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