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€Ye Carieton Sentinel,

Poet's Corner.
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For the Sentinel.
HOME.

Mi»sT all the trials that appear :

In this vain world wherein I roam ;
One place to me is far more dear,

'hen all the rest—that place is home!

There weariness expects repose,
And grief itsell forgets to weep ;
There a pure spring of comfort tiows,
To lull earth’s saddest cares to <leep.

But there’s a happier home above,
A sweeter rest beyond the skies;
Where peace forever dwells, and love
Forbids one bitter pany to rise.

Why should we mourn though deomex to go,
Through troubles, to that world of peace ?
Why shrink from sorrow when we know,
Our home 18 near where all will cease ?

Oh Saviour who has gone before,
A heavenly mansion to prepare;
Teach us to seek that happy shore,
And let our dearest home be there.

MariEe.
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HENRI DARVIERE:
OR
THY, HUSBAND OF TWO WIVES.

A TALE OF BARCELONA.

Or all the eminent practitioners belonging to
the bar at Colmar, no one was held in greater
esteem than Anthony Garain. Not only was he
remarkable for good sense, profound knowledge,
and that peculiar eloquence that springs from a
warm heart-——but his incontestable superiority over
his brethren of the bar, was due to the serupulous
conscientiousness that guided his every thonght
an action. Others might equal him in learning
orin eloquence, but nobody eutertained such lofty
notions of the sacred obligation of performing his
duty. Indeed many traits were current amongst
the people, showing that the old lawyer carried
his not'ons of honesty to a length almost border-
mg on romanee.  Thus he was known to have in-
demuified a client because he fancied he had not
pleaded his cause with sufficient skill ; another
time he had borne the costs of cancelling an a-
greement, because there was some flaw in the
indentares, owinz to no faunlt of his; and in se-
veial cases he had paid the costs when he had
advised the parties to go to law, and they had lost
their suit. In short. he was of those exceptional
char:cters whose refined delicacy leads them to
hold themselves responsible not only for their
faults but even for their involuntary errors.

The reward of this almost fanatical worship of
honor 1n this worthy man’s case had been not ouly
the esteem of his fellow citizens, but that sereni-
ty and inward peace without which success is
but a vain gratification. Deprived by death of
the wife he loved, M. Garain was at least happy
in his danghter, whose devoted affection and ex-
cellent qualities conld alone econsole him for his
loss. Oectaire had grown up under her father's
cyes, knowing no other happiness but what cen-
tred in him, until the day when the father’s claims
yivided to those of a husband. Beloved by the
man she would have cliosen before all others, Oc-
tair’s marriage completed the old lawyer’s earth-
ly happiness,

Henry Darviere, the bridegroom, was indeed
one of those 1are beings who command one’s con-
fidene~ without makipg a single profession. Sore-
Iy ried as he had been by political persecutions,
nothing short of the fascinations of this ardently
coveted nnion could have rendered him capable
of once more experiencing happingss which his
long exile secemed 1o have withered fgrever in his
heart.
beloved Octaire had restored his mind to ils natu-
ral tone, while (ke charm of the scenery and the
bnstie of travelling seemed to have imparted a
fresh elasticity to his spirits.

At tl.e moment when our tale begine, M. Garain
was ceated in his study, and in the midst of one of
thiose fits of abstraction that occasionally interrupt
the labors of all thinking minds, his eyes wander-
ed toward the portraits of his daughter and son-
in~-law, which had beea hung opposite his writing
table but the day before. He was countemplating
with quiet emotion those two radient countenan-
ces, and following them even into the regions of
the future, when suddenly recollecting that the
preseat claimed his more immediate attention, he
foreibly shook of his day dreams, and turned his
attention towards a mass of papers that lay strew-
#Q over hi» writing-table. After perusing several

of these with an absent air, his attention was ri.
vited by a shert note writen in Spanish, but which
he managed 1o make sut, thanks to having studi-
ed Don Quixote in his yomnth.
The note ran as forlows (—

“ A stranger who can suarcely lpeak two werds
of French, is desirous of entrustiug au- important
cause to a lawyer of known probity and activity,
She was advised to apply to M. Garain, who it
was said understands a little Spanish, She eng
treats him to receive her without a moment’s de-
lay. The matter at stake is one of life or death to
her,
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This note had been penned in ene of the hotels
of the town, and bore the date of that day. M.
Garain was just taking up his pen to indiie a re-
ply when he heard the sound of voices, in the next
moment the door was opened abruptly, and a
young woman dressed in black stond on the thres-
hold.

The Junior clerk who was foilowing her with a
half-frightened look,now stammered forth--¢ Don-
na Inez Cordova.’

The old lawyer rose and bowed, saving : —

“ Madame, | was about to write to you,” and he
showed the paper he held in his hand.

“You—S8enor Garain ?” asked the Spanish la
dy, ttying to find words 1o express her meaning

He bowed his head affinnatively.

“ Then you—ready to listen 7’ said she in an
animated tone. “ I speak bad—but you listen all
the better. Youn speak Spanish ??

“Tused formerly to understand a few words,”
said the old man, but I have forgotten nearly all |
once knew.”

“ Never mind—me speak if you patient.”

He had offered the stranger a chair, and she
had sank into it, and now seemed intent on com-
posing her ideas. The lawyer 100k advantage of
this pause to examine the lady’s countenance.

Senorita Cordova had evidently been handsome
but her emaciated features and drooping form
gave token of long mental suffering. There was
an expression half violent, half wild. that occasi-
onally flashed from her dark eyes, and betrayed
the restless nature of a woman who had not the
slightest command over her passions

After a short sllence, she looked full at her
host, as if she would fain have read his inmost
thoughts, and then began a long story, partly
in Spanish and partiy in broken French, which
M. Garain was at first totally unabie to under-
stand. By degrees, however, and [rom the fre
quent repetition of the same words, aided by
his fair client’s tone and gestures, her meaning
became more intelligible, and by dint of a num-
berof questions and no small amount of trouble,
the old lawyer began to understand half of what
she said, and to guess the remainder.

The Spanish lady’s confessions formed a very
sad and somewhat romantic tale. She had fallen
violently in love with a young man who had been
taken ill by chance at her mother’s, and she had
inveigled him into a marriage, contracted on his
part, less by choice thau from gratitude. The re-
sults of such a union might have been easily fore-
seen. Inez’s headlong passions counld not putup
with the young man’s quiet affection : her exag-
gerated sentiments were perpetnally bursting
forth into reproaches and Jealous ravings, and,
unable to bear such continual agitations, she at
length determined to 1id herself of them by put-
ting an end to her existence. $he wiete a letter
to her husband, informing him that he was free,
and having thus broken the last ue that boand
her to the earth, the unhappy woman fled from
home, resolved to take the first opportunity of em-
bracing death. But even in the midst of her iu-
sane projects, the love of life had prevailed in
apite of herself. At the moment of starting for

“that bourne whence no tiaveller returns,” she

had held back, and preferred exile to death*—
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| nuns who had taken pity on her, she

Having sailed for South America with some pious
remained
buried in their convent for a couple of years, en-
deavouring to submit to the self-imposed conditi
on of being dead to the outer world. But the
etfort proved vain. The same flame was still
smouldering beneath the ashes. Unable to at-
tain to a state of resignation, she had suddenly
left her sepulchre and sailed for Spain-—but he
whom she had left behind was ne longer there.
More than ever bent on pursuing him, she had
spent a whole year in tracing his steps from the
Tagus to the Pyrenees, and from the Alps to the
Adriatic. At length she had traced him to the
Rhine. He whom she was seeking for was now

in France, to her certain knowledge—only how
to find him was the difficulty—and it was for this
that she had come to slaim the assistance of M.

Garain,
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She had brought with her all the documents
that could assist bim by proving the trath of her
story. Moved by the sight of her tears, the old
lawyer promised to help her—indeed the very

 excess of the unfortunate woman’s passion was

in itself well caleulated to touch even a more stub-
born heart thar his  And swhen he gazed on her
withered features, he felt grateful that his dangh-
ter had ‘vndergone no such trials, and shook the
strar.ger’s hand with paternal kindress, while he
said, in agentle tone.

“ Be calm Senora—uwith the help of Providence
we shall, I trust, find him whom you ought never
to kave left. But in order that your return may
give him unalloyed happiness, you must endea-
v}our to meet him i a calmer and more indulgem
spirit.  An affection tliat only brings uneasiness
to its chject instead of bestowing happiness, is
not a wholesome affection. Try and ¢ool down

tkhis feverish state of effervesence —receive thank-

fully what heaven sends you, and do not crave
for more. A heart that is insatiableis at the same
time ungrateful to Providence ”

* Me understand.” said the Spanish lady, io
her broken language, while she pressed the hand
of her kind adviser: ¢ he kappy first, me happy
afterwards”

M. Garain smiled his approval ; and after a
few encouraging words, and the promise to ex-
amine the papers she entrusted him with that
fame evening, he conducted her across the gar
den te the outer gate of his residence.

The day was now waning, and the last beams
of the setting sun were now gilding the window
panes and sparkling amonost the leaves, while
the evening breeze wafted a delighttul smell of
hyacinths and narcissuses as it swept across the
flower beds. M. Garain involuntarily slackened
his pace as he returned. and his feet seemed to
carny him to the avenue of lime trees that formed

his favorite promenade. Just as ne reached i, |

the sound of a silver laugh rang in his ears, while

a slight figure bounded frem the honeysuckle ar-
hor that closed the avenue, and another moment
Octaire, who, together with her husband, was ly-
ing in wait to surprise him, had rnshed into hey
father’s armes.

Each of his children now took hold of a hand
and all three walked up and down the avenue —
They had a great deal to say to each other—the
young folks related the details of their charming
trip, while the father multiplied his questions,- till
night had completely set in, and M. Garain re-
membered that a parent’s affection must not ren-
der him forgetful of a lawyer’s duties, and he pro-
posed returning in-doors.

** By the bye, Henri,” said he « you have arrived
just in time to be of grea assistance to me. You
know Spanish extremely wel] 2

“ Aboutas well as Frenchimen ever know a for-
eign language,” replied Henri,

“ Well, that will do,”” continned the lawyer,.—
All T want of you is to help me to make out the
meaning ol some papers that have just been
brouzht to me. Itis now some thirty years since
[ translated Cervantes, and I am afraid 7 am but a
poor Spaniard. But you will throw light upon the
subject, I am convinced.”

It was only on her father's assurance of the
pressing nature of the busiuess, that Octaire
willing 10 consent to Henri’s being pressed iuto
legal service on the very night of their arrival, —
Mr. Garaiy promised, however. he would not de-
tain him long ; and the fathe: and son-in-law re-

paired to the stndy, while Octaire went
o unpack her trunks

At the sight of the

was

up-stair

voluminovs bundle of pa-
pers left by the stranger, Darviere could scarcely
rep!‘ess al excliamanun

“ Do not be alarmed.” said M. Garain, smiling.
“ We will only glanca at the papers—oily, firet
all, 1 must explam the case

‘I am all attention ” said denri, somewhat
listlessly, like one trying to perform 2 tiresome
duty with a tolerab y 2ood grace.

M. Garain then proceeded to asomewhaut len i)y
opening of the case, after which he deseribed the
foreign lady, and added all the details of he:
slory.

Henri listened at first with a degree of coldness

that ill-concealed his impatience to ““throw law

to the dogs,” and return to Octaire ; but by degrees
his attention became awakencd, and certain par-
ticulars seemed tostartle him. With eyes intent-
Iy fixed on M. Garain, he hung on every word with
increasing agitation, nntil the name of the Span-

ish lady seemed the climax that made him Gtter
an exclamation of horror. .

“ What is the matter 7” asked M. Garain.
“Inez Cordova!”? repeated the youmg man,

gasping for breath; “ did yon say Inez Cordo-
va .

“ That is her name

—— . —— s —

“ And you have seen her!” asked Henri.

“But a few hours ago.”

“ And living 1

“ It was she who gave me these papers.

Darviere seized the documents with a conv.]-
sive grasp, and, after turning ever the leaves with
a trembling hand he perceived one deed covered
with Spanish stamps, when he started back with
o agonizing a ery, that M. Garain’s blood ran
cold.  He hastily took up the deed in turn, when
he found it to be the marriage certificate, headed
by the names of Inez Cordova and Henri Darviere.

There was a momentary pause, dnring which
these two men appeared thunderstruck, and in-
sensible to each other’s prese:.ce. . The old law-
yer was the first to recover his composure, and
his mind soon became clear enough to grasp the
whole state of the cdse. -

When exiled from France, Henri Daviere on
taking refuce in Spain, had nearly fallen a vic-
tim to that frivhtiol epidemic that had ravaged
Barcelena but a short time previonsly. Aban-
doned in a dying state; he owed his life te the
devoted care ofgaa woman whoem he had married
out of gratitude, but who had snbsequently died.
This much had been related by Henri to Octaire’s
father before the marriace, but the old Jawyer had
never inquired into any further particulars, as all
recollections of the past seemed painfal to his
son-in-law. He now saw at a glance, that Henri
had believed Inez to be dead, and that he had
been perfectly justified in eontracting a second
martiage.

When their looks at length met, M. Garain
opened his arms and embraced the young man
affectionately.

“ Thank you—thank you father,” stammered
forth the distracted Henri ; at least you do not
doubt my honour, and you see that my erior was
not a crime.”

“ No,” said the lawyer, mournfully, “ but a mis
fortune—an irreparable misfortune.”

“ Why so 7

“ Our whole existence will be changed, Henri,
and the knowledge of the truth will impose new
duties upon us.”

“ My duty,” cried the young man, ‘“1s to remain
your son.” :

“ But lrere is a wife who has prior claims to your
heart.”

“ Then we must escape from her—yonr daughte;
and I will fly from hence, and seek some secure
retreat, where no man will know
leave behind me.”

of the chain T

“But you will drag that chain with you—since
your conscience will know of.its existence,” ob-
served the old man ; “and however fa; yoﬁ may
fly, yon cannot deceive yourself into forgettin:r
there exists in the world a being who has a right
to your proteetion, whom you vowed to cherish,
and whom yon have despoiled of her lawfni
clamms.  Hitherto you were innocet because you
were 1gnorant—but henceforward you would be-
come guiliy.

“ What ? sacrifice my happiness to those hated .

ties ¥ exclaimed Henri, half beside himself; “ no,
do not hope any such thing. [ will not exchange

the calm delights of mutual affection for the stormiy

life T used to lead. If the dead arise trom their

graves to claim my peace and happiness,
avaunt ! I know not the dead.”

M. Garain attempted in vain to reason with him ;
Henri went on inveighing against all mankind, and
aven Providence, until, overwhelmed by his an-
guish, passion gave way to tears. He then ap-
pealed to the lawver’s paternal feelings, and en-
treated him to spare his daughter :he pangs oi
such a separation ; hopine that the equity of the

I cry

judge would be eutweighed by the tenderness of

thie father,

M. Garain felt his firmness giving wav, when he
rose, acitated and pale as death, saying—

“Enoogh, Henri, do 1ot tempt me. [t would
de unworthy of you to profit by my weakness,
We both require time to collect our thoughts, and
to-morrow we will discuss this dreadful question.
Only, I entreat youw, let not Octaire suspect any-
thing to-night—Iet us spare her for a few hours
longer.”  When, seeine Henri was aboot to pro-
test, he added, “ Which God and onr prudence
may perhaps prolong. You cannot donbt my good
wil’, my dear son, but leave me now to my reflec-
tions,”

The old lawyer spent a night of anguish. Pig.
ced in the dreadful alternative of sacrificing eithey

his affections or his duty, he remained severad

hours in a state of painful perplexity. which made
his very brain reel beneath his contending etf,o-
tions. At one moment Henr’s reasoning seemed

sound, and he thonght him justified in not giving
way to prior elaims merely on the score of their
priority—but then again tie recollested the law.,
whose devoted high priest he had always proved
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