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THE CARLETON SENTINEL

| that it srose from h\l somewhat uuusual style of
countenance ; others, more justl;, considered this
————n e et | 000 NS Dut 8 Slheks
'1'.0 m MAGNETIC TELEGRAPH, § Why was this an unusva)l face? Nothing in his
“Ibhrp of .h :houundt-t:n::s! & S | features was extraordimary. e had, of course,
Ewept by a mightier minstrel than the wind,— , .
A viewless spirit, whese unfettered wings .t;l:; ‘;5::11[‘15?1081;":l‘:;e:O:];:lt;ith:ntgw:uf;::‘:;]es
S oll, Jaye Toought, SeSIt! ' handsome in ony of them—it was in ex .
pression
Zonly that his features were remarkable. At first
| sight, young ladies pronounced him melancholy,
men declared him proud ; but both opinions were
qualified on a closer acquaintance. T'here was an
odd mixture of gentleness and sternness in the
short, firm eurve of his lip; it left one in doubt
whother the original character had been harsh or
tender. Se with his eye ; its cold, hard gaze was
tempered Ly a peouliar softness, and the beholder
was puzzled vo know which was the natural, which
the acquired expression.

To Mrs. Herbert, Stuart’s manner was always
simply respectful. Self-possessed at all times, even
cold and taciturn upon occasions, it was entirely
without effurt he acquired any influence over her.
So entirely had this indifference beguiled her from
the examination of her own feelings, that it was
not until she was startled into fearing the loss of
his friendship that she began to understand how
highly she prized it. He, having perhaps more
knowledge of the human heart, perceived long be-
fore she did whither all this might tend—and, gra-

dually, very gradually, he sought to lessen the
danger. His visits became less frequent, his man-
OF Samine; Bre, and fosd, ners more formal. This was the means by which
The fearful earthquake, or the whirlwind's breath, Mrs. Herbert was awakened to the consciousness
The ocean’s tempest, or the field of blood. of her own partiality, and at the same time stung
The pestilence, and death ; with the belief that he suspected and scorned it.—
This last, mortification, however, could not endure
long, for not the most fastidious delicacy could
have detected anything in his bearing towards her
which the proudest woman could have resented ,
fand the deep respect, the almost reverence with
| which he treated her when they met in general so-
| ciety, soon satisfied her that whatever hes feelings
for her might be, contempt eertainly was not among
PAACC TG B T them. A.ll this was very tantalizing, and some
T S Ao it st thak women might have grown weary; but Catharine
The lightning’s flash, the |i(y. the clouds o'erspread, [erbert, however much she might feel the bitter-
Shall yet thy minstrels be. ness of unrequited affection, could not, if she had

~—N. Y. Journal of Commeree. wished, have recalled or transferred hers.

g — But, after all, her lot was far from being an un-
?B{N‘t (@"uh\. happy one ; her little son as an admirable secy

rity against dulness and solitude. Alas! she knew
=== | not how much he had ministered to her happiness,
\ QTUR\ 014 ] \GLI\H I AW . | until he was suddenly snatched away from her.—
Stunned by the blow, almost wishing that the cruel

P Hmm:m was a young and rather | | fever had taken lxe.r too, how bitterly, even with-
retty widow, mother of one little boy, and the | 0% knowing it, did she miss the consolations of
inistress of a handsome house and moderate com-  aympathy ! - Life scemed henceforward a blank to
potence. She was not a coquette; but left at two- | her, and yet life must be endured ; for though her
and-twenty the widow of a man she had married | l‘walth had suffered severely, youth and strength
in obedience to her father's command, a man withal ' 1‘”'1"‘“1'3 the release that she almost sighed for.—
old enough to have been her father himself, it was | And George Stuart, cold, callous, unfeeling as he
no wonder that in a vear or so after Mr. Herbert's | S6€med, what was there in the death of an infant |
death, neighbours began to speculate upon the! to excite his regret? Ile scarcely dared ask him-
probabilities concerning his successor. In some- | L o i o v ““%15'“
thing less than another year they had settled the bis feelings, the truth was soon arrived at. ¥ is
matter to the general satisfaction ; and before the | DOt till misfortune overtakes the object of its love,

Outvying in its flight

The fleeting footsteps of the panting steed,

The arrowy keel that cleaves the billows bright,
Or the fierce engine's speed.

Thine is the magic spell
With deepest tones the human hears to thrill;
The power, outvying fecble speech, to tell (
Tidings of goed or ill.

Peace, promise, joy, or woe,
These, mystic harp, we trust to thee;
All that our weak humanity may know,
Thy melodies shall be.

Thou, who dost herald on
To the vast inland, stretohing far and wide,
Tales from the ships, whose moorings yet unwon,
Must still the wild waves ride.

We pause, and gaze on thee,
Marking with wondering eye thy tiny cords,
Weaving perchance our fertunes, yet to be,
Still unrevealed by words;

Telling of kings and thrones,
A nation’s downfall, or an empire’s birth,
Revealing in thy weird and mystic tones
Strange histories of earth,—

Or tidings sweet and dear,

The blissful messages of love and peace,

Te waiting hearts that yearn from thee to hear
Hope, joy, return, release.

Thou who shalt link all lands,—
Thon who at last shall span the stormy ses,
Binding the nations into brother bands,
What shall we sing of thee ?

change in her countenance told him how she had

third was half gone, were becoming impatient | that a noble mind understands how deep that love
to know whether the wedding-day was fixed. Pre- | has been.
sently it became evident that their conclusions had  Dicated itself to his: and it was in the midst of
been premature, and at length gossips grew weary :
though “* Mrs. Herbert and her lawyer ’* remained fossed to himself that he loved her.  To hinself ?—
stood to have become of second-rate importance. | rops of perspiration stoud ou Lis furchead at the
To the lady herself it was far otherwise, for | thought.
though she had not given her heart quite so readily | Some weeks clapsed after her little boy's death
as they might suppose, it certainly was given; no | e they met. Stuart was unable wholly to con-
one knew this better than herself, unless, perhape, | ceal his ag:tation ; and she, grateful for his evident
the person on whom it was bestowed. Perhaps he ' sympathy, eould seareely contrel her emotion.—
had known it before ske did : if he had not. most | FeWw words were spoken, yet that short interview
prebably he would never have known it at all. 1;;:\»‘«3 her more pleasure than she had hoped ever

(George Stuart—such was his name—was the | 45310 to know. Did he then love her after all?

" . ‘ if s ' ) ) A . > s 3 2 | '\. s Y a1 . 1 1
voung partner of an old attorney, in whose hands And if so, why did he fear to let her suspect it 7— | veil, was down again; aud by the time he had
Mr. Herbert had left his wife's affairs. Theso Y hat means that sodden flush, chared again tonwhed his explanations, she had regained her

ass ? ) : If-command.
proved to be rather complicated, and. as u natural | deadly palencss? Why did his hanu so abruptly l 8eil-co (

consequence, the lnv.\ er and his elie relinquish hers, anless through the fear that she
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mot. Stuart was the working partner, though “’.c ‘ gshould deteet its trembling ?

sad of the firm ; and Mrs. Ilerbert srew into the ** these—foolish exeept to a woman—did she be- |
habit of leoking to bim as her adviser, without guile many a lonely hour away. DBat something |
considering how far this habit might lead her, | W0 VI T e e her.

It is not easy to say whether Stuare did consider She had Leen from home for several weeks, visit-
t'is; his was not a eharacter cosily pronouneed Mg o distant rclative, when, on retarning, she was
apon. Fitted by nature and education to adorn nformed that Mr. Stuart had called once, and his |
society, he entared it only as often as seemned neces- | #ged partner twice, i herabscnce. She wondered
sary to avoid the imputation of singularity., Ney. it this, fur Mz, Morgan rarely wok so mugh inte-
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ertheless, this was the imputation siways attached  Yest in her allairs as this preceding seemed to indi-

to him, though with what reason few could decide, | eate. Tt was, io fact, owing to Stuart's earnest
for he scrupulously avoided every appearance which  request thit he had ealled, Swuars becoming daily
conld have justified it. ~ In dress, manners, habite, more convineed of the nscessity for his absenting
and sequirements, he differed nothing from others | bimself.

of his own rank ; yeot there must have been a Jdiffe- | 1t was an unlueky move on his part. Mrs. Iler-
rence somowhaere, {or every one acknowledged, | bort fancying that the business must be of impor-

though none could define it. A few soggested 'tanee, ealled at the ofice the morning after her

The blow that struck her heart commu- | other feeling too—more selfish perhaps, but equally
' natural—the dread of losing her esteem.
' his gorrow for her bereavement that he first con-!
'l answer.
a stock-subject of discourse, it was generally under- | and why not to her? No: this must not be; cold |

s — . — " —h

return. Both purtners were ahsent but dxpected
momentarily ; and Mrs. Herbert seated herself to
await their coming. On a table beside her lay a
heap of unopened letters. and she began mechani-
cally to remark the different appearance of each.
There were parcels of documents, addressed in
the round stiff hand which betokened their legal
import ; large letters (u blue envelopes, with im-
mense seals ; smaller ones in delicate cream eolour,
with arms and crest emblazoned thereon. All these
bore the address of the firm, but one, the last which
Mrs. Herbert took: up, was inseribed simply to
“ (. Stuart, Esq.”

Now  there was nothing very strange in all this.
Mrs. Herbert knew that private letters were seldom,
if ever, addressed to the office, and most probably
the writer had erred through inadvertence. But
some strange thought must have flitted through
Mrs. Herbert's brain, for she stood for some mo-
ments gazing at the paper in her hand, as1f every-
thing else in the world was forgotten. Suddenly
she heard the outer door open ; and hastily repla-
cing the letter as she had found it, with the ad-
dress downwards, she flang down her veil, and
walked to the window.

It was Stuart himself who entered, but Mr. Mor-
gan was scarcely a step behind him.  After a quiet
greeting, Stuart passed on to the table where the
letters lay, and Mr. Morgan proceeded to inform
his visitor of the business on which he had wished
to see her. Fortunately, he required only assent-
ing answers, and these Mrs. Ilerbert contrived to
give, though her attention was otherwise occupied.
Mr. Morgan left her to fetch some documents from
the outer office ; and, glad of the relief, she drew
aside her veil to hreathe more freely. Stuart’s
hand was on the letter, the lady's letter, and
opened it without obhserving the address. A strange
look shot across his countenance as the spread
sheet met his eye ; a look of anger and detestation,
subdued at once into scornful pity. But Cathe-
rine Herbert knew not what that look expressed ;
she saw only that it betokened some strong emo-
tion, and the rush of feeling deprived her of the
power to think. Her eves closed involuntarily,
but only for a moment : she would not faint ; and
reopening them, she saw his fixed uvon her with a
look so eloquent of overwhelming anguish, that all
thought of herself was in a moment eclipsed.

By what strange alchemy is it that in the breast
of a true woman the wildest passions are sometimes
instantaneously converted "into the most gentle?
It is not love alone—it is faith ; the pure, full
trustfulness of an undeceived, undeceiving spirit.
Stuart’s look of agony was met by one of love. At
that moment Catherine would not have serupled
to confess it. though never till that moment had
she felt it so entirely hopeless. The impulse of
jealousy was swallowed up in that of generous af-
fection ; and the grateful brightness that started
into Stuart’s eyes shewed that he understood and
appreciated her feeling.

Yes, he understood all. At the sight of the
letter, which to him possessed a fearful interest, he
had involuntarily glanced at Mrs. Herbert. The

interpreted his, and to his own painful emotions
was added that of observing hers. There was an-
It was
to this her look gave
Men know not the strength of a woman®s
love when they suppose that any one shock, no
matter how violent, ecan materially alter it.

Mr. Morgan returned in a very few minutes;
little did he know the ehange those minutes had
wrought in that silent couple! They were, to all
appearance just as he had left them—they had not
spoken ; and though Stuart’s heart might be groan-
ing within him, though Mrs. Herbert’s lips might

this she read in his face ;

| Mr. Morgan saw it not.

By such inguiries Bidding her servants deny her to every one, she

be whiter now than her cheeks had been before,
The veil, the thick black

The remainder of the day she spent rather sadly.

ghut herself into her echamber, and indulged in a
| passion of weeping ; yet her tears were not those of
| unmized sorrow. ‘There is no nook so small but
| that hope will find a way through it; and what-
evor might be the mystery which encireled Stuare,
Catherine was satisfied that it arose from misfor-
| tune rather than error.

She was right; but this seemed to afford little
consolation to him, as, pacing wp and down his
chamber, he wore away the night. 1t was long ere
he could think ; the strong discipline to which he
had for years subjected himself was for once pow-
erless ; the tumult of his fechings defied all govern-
ment. Ah, it is easy to bear our own griefs ; but
the #ufferings of those we love it is impossible to

. ot . e e
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George Stuart sat at his desk, little inclined for
business, but less for anything else. Fortunately
it was mere routine work he had to attend to, un-
til Mr. Morgan came in. They were in a private
office and alone.
¢ (George,’’ said the old man, “ you don’t look
quite yourself to-day. Suppose you shut this up,
and take a walk.”
¢ Where?'’ Stuart knew that his walk was to
be on business.
Mr. Morgan told him. There was a client to
be called on in one street, and a deed to be inquired
after in another. Lastly, Mrs. llerbert must be
informed that her mortgage on a certain cottage
was worth next to nothing, inasmuch as it had
been previously mortgaged to its full value.
Stuart sat still for some moments, and then
coldly and briefly excused himself from the propo-
sed walk.
But his partner was not to be so put off. At
first he jested at Stuart’s cowardice, wondered at
his fastidiousness, and so on ; but perceiving that
his badinage was more likely to disgust than to
amuse, he changed his tone, and seriously, but very
kindly, begged to be informed of the reason of his
friend’s refusal.
Now, George Stuart was not a man to be ques-
tioned on his own affairs, and to any other person
he might have replied coldly or disdainfully ; per-
haps he would not have replied at all ; but for Mr.
Morgan he had a real respect, which was well
merited. During the four or five years of their
partnership, the young man had heen treated by
the elder one with a uniform kindness and delicacy.
If now the latter seeined to be over-stepped, George
knew well that it was only an excess of the former
feeling which occasioned the trespass. So, instead
of that impenetrable look of distance by which
ordinary enquirers are repelled, he half smiled as
he answered ;
““ It is not always possible to give a reason for
our likings or dishkings. Is it not enough to say
that I feel disinclined to walk ?”’
“ Mr. Morgan shook his head and laughed a
little. ¢“Come, George, bhe open with me; how
has she vexed you ?”’
This was too blunt; Stuart looked angry; but
in a moment or two replied gently: ¢ You are
mistaken, my good friend. I cannot pretend not
to ugderstapd you ; but ypu are altogether wrong."’
“ % am sorry for that, George. I fear others
have mistaken also.”
Stuart looked up, and encouutered a grave, al-
most disapproving look, which he returned some-
what proudly, and rose from his seat.

““ Don’t beangry, George. Sitdown. Ithought
you took me for a friend ?”’
““ You have shown yourself one '’ replied Stuart,

grasping the hand which Mr. Morgan held out to
him ; ¢¢ but—"’

 But you will not give me a friendly eontidence ?
Come, George, I have watched you for some time,
and I cannot help thinking that you are using
poor, pretty Mrs. Herbert rather badly.’”

Coming at such a moment this was a bitter ac-
casation. 1t was too much for Stuart’s over-
wrought feelings, which could not take refuge in
indignation ; the kind gentleness of his friend’s
manner rendered that impossible. IHe sat down ;
but when he would have spokefi, the comvulsive
trembling of hig lip forbade it. For a mowment his
head was turned aside, and his hand pressed his
forehead ; then the strong will resumed the mas-
tery, and he calmly crossed his arms upon his
chest, while his lip curled, as if disdaining the
emotion he had so lately exhibited.

¢ Forgive me, George,”’ said Mr. Morgan, a good
deal startled at seeing how much pain he had in-
flicted. ‘I bad no wish to annoy you. I will
gay no more.’’ |

[ Conclusion next week. |
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Tua ¢ MAK!\(. ve.'—¢ [ wish I hadn’t said xt'
Dear me ! what would T give if T could only reeall
it,” murmured Mre. Leeds, as she leaned her fage
down on the arm she had rested on the breakfast
table, while the thick tears sobbed up into her blue
Cyi'fﬂ.

She was a pretty little weman, this wife of «
year, though the tears dimmed her face, and fhe
trouble at her heart shut off the roses from her
cheek, that cheerless November morning, with the
dull-brownish clouds piled low about the sky, an/
the hoarse wind cracking and crumping through
the trees outsido.

«'To think, too,” continued the lady. raising
her head once more, and abstractedly lifting the
cover of the china tea pot ; ** he should have spoken

see and remain unmoved. Night wasted ; day
dawned, and still his line of action was unchosen.

80 crossly and sharply to me, just because I eaid [
shonld li"e that new velvet at ?yers'. < Woll, [
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