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THE CRITIC.

LOVE'S MAGIC CHARM.

(Continued.)

“ Aro such wonien common, then?” she demanded, passionately. *1
knew ovil enough of your world, but I did not know this. This woman is
sweet-voiced, her face i fuir, her hnir is golden, hor hauds are white and
eoft, hor manners caressing and geutle ; but you sco her soul iz rordid—it
was 1ot large enough to provent her marrying an old mon for his money.
Somothing tells mo that tho vengeanco I have promised mysolf is not far

Miss Nastings wrung hor hands in silent dismay,

“Oh, fot sometbing to redeem you, Paulino—something to softon your
heart, which is hardening into sin "

“1 do not know of any carthly influenco that could, as you eay, redeom
me. 1 know that I am dving wrong. Do not think that 1 have transformed
vico into virtue and have blinded myeelf. I know that some people ean riso
to o for grander heigat ; they would, instead of reeking vengeance pardon
injuries. I connot—1 nover will, There is no carthly influsnco that can
redcem me, because thero is nene stronger than my own will”

The clder lady louked almost hopelesely at the young ome. How was
«ho to cope,with this strong nature—a nature that could own a fault, yet
by strongth of will peisavero in it?  She felt that she might as well try to
check tho angry waves of the rising tide as try to control this willful,
undisciplined dizpusition.

How often in after years theso words refurned to her mind: 1 know
of no carthly influenco stronger than my own w:ll.”

Miss Hastings sat in silence for some minutes, and then sho looked at
the young girl.

* What shape will your vengeanco take, Pauline 1” she asked, calmly.

“1 d'('; not kaow. Fato will shapo it for ine; my opportunity will como
iu time. .

“Yongeanco is a very high-sounding word,” observed Miss Hastiugs,
‘Lut tha thing i*self generally assumes very prosaic forms.  You wounll nut
deceend to such a vulgar deed as murder, for instance; nur would you
avail yourself of anything so com.ionplacs «s poison.”

“ No,” replied Iauline, with contempt ; * those are mean revenges, I
will hurt her where shie has hurt me—where all the love of her heart 1s
garncred ; thero will 1 wound hor as sho wounded mo.  Whore sho can feel
woest there I mean to strike, and strike home.”

“Then you have no definite plan arranged 1 questioned Miss Hastings.

“ Futo will play into my hands when the tiwme comes,” roplied Pauhne.
Nor could tho governess extract aught further from her.

CHAPTER XXXI.
FATE FAVORS PAULINE

Autumn, with its golden gmin, its rich fruits, and its luxuriant foliage,
had como and gone ; then Christmas snow lay soft and white on the ground ;
und still Captain Langton had not paid his promised visit o Darrell Court.
He sent numerous cards, letterz, books, and nusic, but he did not appear
himself. Once moro the spring flowers bloomed ; Sir Oswald had beon
lying for twelve months 1 the cold, silent family vault. With tho year of
tourbing tho last of Lady Darrell s gracetully oxpressed sorrow wunished —
the last vestige of gray and lavender, of jet beads and black trimmings,
disap;ared from her dresses ; and then sho shone forth upon the world in
all the graccan delicate loveliness of her fair young beauty.

Who could number hier lovers or count her adntrers?  Qld and young,
peer and commoner, there was not one who would not have given anything
ho had on earth to win the hand of the beautiful and wealthy young widow.

Lady Hampton favoered the suit of Lond Aynsley, ono of the wealthiest
peers in England.  Ho had met Lady Darrell whils on a visit at the Eims,
and was charmed with her.  So young, fair, gifted, accomplizhed. so perfect
a mistress of overy art and grace, yet 0 good and amnble—Iord Aynsloy
thought that he had never met with ro perfect a womin bhefore.

Lady Jlamptou wax delighted.

“1 think, Elinor,” she said, “that you are one of the most furtun-
a0 of women. You have a chance now of making a second and moat
brilliant marriage. I think you must havo heen born under a lucky star.”

Lady Darrell laughed her soft, graceful littlo hugh.

“1 think, auntio,” she returned, “that, as I married the fiet timo to
pleaso you, 1 may marry now to pleaso myaelf aul my own heart.”

“ Certainly,” said her ladyship, dubiously ; * but remember that I have
alwaya told you—santiment it the ruin of cversthing.” .

And, as Lady Hampton spoke, there camo beforo her the handsome faco
of Aubrey Langton. Shv prayed mentally that he mizht not appear again
at Darrrel Court until Lord Ayn«lay had proposed and had been accepted.

But Fato was not kind to Ler.

Tho vext merning Lady Darrell received a letter fromn the eaptain saying
that, 2s the summer was drawing near, ho shonld be very glad to pay his
long-promised vizit to Darrell Court. Ho hoped to be with them on Thurs
day avening.

Lady Darrell’s fair face flushed as she read. o was coming, then, this
mn who above all others had taken her faney caplivo—this man whom.
with all her worldly scheming, she would havo married without monry if
ho had but asked her. o was coming, and ho would seo her in all the
glory of lier prosperity.  Ho would he almost sure to fall in love with her:
and she- -wiell, it was rot tho first tine that sko whispered to her own heart
how gladiy she would luve hiin.  *he was 100 excited by her pleasant nowa
to he quite pradent  Sho must have 4 confidante—~sho wust Wil 20mo one
tkat ho was coming.

She went to the atudy, whore Mies !astings and Paulino wora Lusily
engaged with some water-colors.  Sho held tho opon letter in hor hand,

« Mixs Hastings, I have nows for yon." she said. 1 know that oll
that interested Sir Oswald is full of intorest for you. Pauline, you too
will be pleased to hear that Captan Laogton is coming.  Sir Oswald loved
him very much."

Pauline know that, and had causo to regrot it

*1 should Lo much pleased,” continned Lady Darrel), ©if, without
inteiforing with your armngements, you could help o to entortain him.”

Miea i{nstings looked up with o smilo of assent.

s Anythiog that lies in my power,” sho saiid, * I shall bo only too happy
to do; but I fear I shall be rather at a loss how to atnuse a handsowo young
ofticer like Captain Langton"

Lady Darroll laughed, but looked much pleasod.

“ You aro right,” sho said—'* he is handsome.
hiave ever geen ona more handsome.”

‘Then she stopped abruptly, for sho caught the gleam of Pauline’s scora-
ful smile—the dark cyes wore looking straight at her.  Lady Davrell blushed
crimeon, and tho smilo on Pauline's lips deopened.

[ aco my way now,” sho caid to horsolf.  ““Lime, fate, and opportunity,
will combino at Jast,”

“ And you, Paulino,” inquired Lady Darrell, in her most carvessing
mapner—* you will help mo with my visitor—will you not?”

¢ Pardon wme, I must declino,” answered Miss Darroll.

“\Why, I thought Captain Langton and yourself wero great frionds!”
cried Lady Darzoll.

“ I am not answorable for your thoughts, Lady Durroll,” said Pauline.

“ But you—you ring so boautifully {' Oh, Paulino, you really must help
mo !’ pemisted Lady Darzell.

She drow pearer to the girl, and was about to Ilny ono white jewoled
hand on her arm, but Pauline drew back with a haughty gosture thero was
no mistaking,

“ Pray understand me, Lady Darrell,” shoe anid—¢*all arts and per-
sunsions sre, as you know, lost on me. I declino to do anything toward
cntertaining your visitor, and shall avoid him as mnuch as possible.”

Lady Darrell looked up, her face pale, and .7ith a frightened look upon

1 dv not know that 1

it.

“Why do yon ~peak so, Paulino? You must have some recason for it.
Toll o what it is.”

No one had ever heard Lady Darrell speak so carnestly before.

“Tell e " she repeated, and her very heait was in the words.

“ Pardon mo if I keep my council,” said Pauline. * Thoro is wisdom
in few words.”

Then Miss Hastings, always anxious to make poace, said :

“Do not boe anxious, Lady Darrell ; Paulino knows that some of the
unpleasantness she had with Sir Oswald was owing to Captain Langton.
Perhaps that mct may affect hor viow of his character.”

Lady Darrelt discrectly retired fiom the contest.

* I am sure you will hoth do all you can,” she said, in her most lively
manner-  “ Wa must have some charades, and a ball ; we shatl have plenty
of time to talk this over when our guests arrive.” And, anxious to go
before Pauline said anything moroe, Lady Darrell quitted the room.

“ My dear Pauline.” said Miss Hastings, **if you would—"

But sho paused suddenly, for Paulino was sitting with a rapt expression
on her face, deaf to every word. *

Such a light was in those dark oyes, proud, triumphant, and clear—such
a smilo on those curved lips ; Paulino looked as though she could see into
futurity, and as though, whilo the view half frightened, it pleased her.

Suddenly she roso from her seat, with her hands clasped, ovidontly for-
getting that she was not alone.

“ Nothing could be better,” she said.
ot furtuue anything better than this :

When Miss Hastings, wondering at her strange, excited manner, asked
her a question, sho Jooked up with the vague manner of ons just aroused
from deep sleep, .

* What are you thinking of, Pauline?” asked Miss Hastings.

“1 am thinking,” sho replied, with a dreamy smile, “ what good fortuno
always aftends thoso whe know how'to wait. I have waited, and what I
esired has come.”

Thursday cawo at list.  Cortainly Lady Darrell had spared noithor time
nor expense in preparing fur bor visitor ; it was somothing like a warrior's
home-coming—tho rarest of wines, the fairest of flowers, tho sweetest of
smiles awaiting him.  Lady Darrell's aress was the porlection of good taste
~—plin white «ilk trizamed with black lace, with a few flowers in her golden
hair.  She know that sho was looking her hest ; it was the first timo that
tho ciptain had seen her in her prosent position, so she was anxious to
make the most favorablo impression on him.

** Welcome onco more to Darrell Court ' sho said, holding out ono white
han< m gresting. .

It serms liko a welcome to Paradise,” said the capiain, profansly ; and
then be buwed with tho grace of a lequ sabreur over the little hand that
ho still hicld clasped in his own.

“ I could not have asked of fate

CHAPTER XXXIIL
CAPTAIN  LANGTON ACCEPTEW.

Iady Twarrell was ohliged 10 own herself cowpletely puzzled.  All the
purls she had ever kuown had not ouly liked admiration, but had oven sought

1t 3 sho eould pot under-tind why Pauline showed such decided aversion to
Capaia Lapgton.  Ho was undeniably haudsome, graceful, and polished in
manner ; Lady Darrell could imagine no onoc more pleasant or entertaining.



