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THE CRITIO.

LOVE'S" MAGIC CHARM.

(Continued.)

“If evor I love any ono at all,” she sa’d to herself, it must ho somo
one whow I fcel to bo my mastor. I could not love a man who wua weak
in body, soul, hoary, or mind. I wnust feol that he i my master ; that my
sonl yields to his ; that I can look up to him as the real guiding star of my
life, a8 the guido of ny actions. If over I meot such a man and vow to
love 1iim, what will my love do for me? I do not think I could fall in
love with a book-horo oirher ; they are too coldly porfect. I should ligo u
kero with :omo human faults, with a touch of pride capabie of being rouso:
into paasion.”

Suddenly, as the thougut shaped itself in he: mind, sho saw r tall
fizuro crossing the sands—~tho figure of a man, walking quickly.

Ho stopped at somne little distar.co fromn thoe cliff, and then threw himself
on the sand. His eyes wero fixed on tho restless, beautiful sea ; and she,
attracted Dby his striking masculine beauty. the statuesque attitude, the
grand, freo graco of the strong limbs, the royal carriage of the kingly hoad,
watched him. 1n tho Louvre sho had scon some marvellous statues, and hio
reminded ber of them. Thero wns one of Antinous. with a grand, noble
inco, a royal lread covered with clusters of hair, axd the strangor reminded

or of it.

Sho looked at him in wonder. She had scen picturesque-looking men—
dandies, fops, petitis maftres—but this was tho first time she had ever seen
a noble and magnificent-looking man.

“ If his soul is liko lus fice,” she thought to horself, “ho is a hero.”

Shoe watched him quite unconsciously, admiration gradually ontoring
her heart.

¢ I should like to hear him spaak,” sho thought.
kind-of voico ought to go with that face.”

It was a dreamy spot, a Jdroawmny hour, and he was all unconscious of her
presence. Thke faco sho was watching was like some grand harmonious
poem to her; and as she 80 watched thero camno to her tho memory of the
slory of Lancelot and Elaine, The restless golden waters, the yellow sands,
the cliffs, all faded from her view, and she, with her vivid imagination, saw
before her tho castle court whero Elaiue first saw him, lifted her eyes and
read his lincaments, znd thon loved him with a Jove that was her doom.
The face on which she gazed wns marked by no great and guilty love—it
was tho face of Lancelot before his fall, when ho shono noblest, purest, and
grandest of all King Arthur's knights,

“Tt was for his faco Elaine loved him,” thought the girl—* grarnd and
noble as is tho faco on which the sun shines now."

Then she went through the whole of that marvellous story ; shio thought
of the purity, the delicate grace, the fair loveliness of Elaine, as coutrasted
with the passionato Jovo wkich, flung back upo. itself, led her to prefer
de:th to life—of .t strange, keen, passionate love that so suddenly
cbanged the wholo world for the maid of Astolat.

*“And I would rather bo like her,” said the girl to herself; ¢ I would
rather die loving the highest and the best than live loving oneless worthy.”
It had seized her imagination, this beautiful story of a deathless lovo.

« I too could have done »s Elsine did,"” she thought; *“for love cannot come
to mo wearing tho guiso it ecars 1o others. I could rcad the true nobility
of 2 man's soul in his face ; I.could love him asking no love in return. 1
could die so loving him, and believing him greatest and hest.”

Then, as sho mused, - he sunlight decpened on the sca, the rose bacame
purplo, the watets one beanting mass of bright color, and he who had so un-
consciously aroused her sleeping soul to life rose and walked away over the
sands.  She watched hiin as he passed out of sight.

“I may pever sos him pgain,” she thought; *“but 1 shall remember his
face until [ die.”

A great calm seemod to full over her ; the very depths of her heart had
beon stirred. She had boen wondering so short a timo beforo if she should
ever mosl .ny ano at all approaching the ideal standard of cxcellence aho
had se* ug in hermind. It seemed liko an answer to her thoughts when
he crossed ths canda.

“J may nover sco him nzain." she said ; * but I shall always remember
that I have met ono whom I could have loved.”

8he sat there until tho sun had set over the waters and the moon had
risen; and all the time she saw beforo her but one immago—the faco that
had charmed her as nothing in life had dono bofore. Then, startled to find
that it had grown s0 lato, sho 1030 and crossed tho ssnds. Onco sho turned
to look at the sea, and a curious thought came to her that there, by the side
of tho restlees, shining waters, she had met her fate. Then sho trica to
laugh at the notion.

*“To waste onc's whole heart in 1.~ g n face,” sho thought, * would bo
absurd. Yot tho sweetest of ull hersines— Elaine—did so.”

A great calm, ono that lulled her brooding discontent, that. stilled her
angry despair, that scomed to iso her above the carth, that refined and
beautified overy thought, w2s upon her. She reached home, and Miss
Hastings, looking at the beautif! faco on which she had novor scen so

sweet an cxprossion, 80 tender a light befors, wondered what hed come
over her. So, tov, like Elsino—

1 know just what

All night his face before her ilved,
and tho faco was

Dark, apleadid, sparkling in the aflence, fall
OFf nobls thinge, T8 1 tae ience, fa

Al unconsciously, all unknowingly, the love had como to her that was
to work wondors—the love that was to bo hor redemption.

GHAPTER XXi'V.
THE BTORY O¥ ELAINE.

Miss Hastiugs lnid down tho newspaper, with a quiock glanco of pleased
surprise,

t I am glad that I camme to Omberloigh,” she said. * Tmagine, Paulino,
who is hor.  You have heard mo speak of tho St. Lawronces, I educated
Laura St. Lawronco, and she married woll and went to India. Her hus-
band holds a very high appointment thers, Lady St. Lawronce is hero
with her son, Sir Vane, I am so pleased.”

¢ And I am pleased for you,” responded Pauline, with the new gontlo-
ness that sat 8o well upon her.

I must go and sea them.” continued Miss Hastings. * Thoy sro stay-
ing at Sea View. Wo can soon find out whore Sen View is.”

“ St. Lawronce I saia Pauline, musingly ; * I liko the namo ; it has a
pleasant sound.” .

*They arc noble people who Year it,” observed Miss Hastings. *¢ Lady
St. Lawrenco was always my ideal of a thoroughbred English gontleworan.
I novor heard how it was, but the greater part of their fortuno was lost when
Sir Arthur died. Ho loft but this ono son, Vane ; and, though he has the
title, he has but little to support it with. T know their family estatos wero
all suld. Lady St. Lawronce bas n smnll fortune of hor own, but it -is not
much.”

Again Pauline ropeated tho name to herself—* Vano St. Lawrence !"—
thinking therc was a sound as of half-forgotten music in it. That was a
name that would have suited the fuce she had watched on the sande.

“ Vane St. Lawrence !

Unconsciously to hersolf she had said tho words aloud. Niss Hastings
looked up quickly.

“Did you speak, my dear ¥ she nsked ; and Paulinn wondered t3 find
her faco suddenly grow warm with a growing blush.

« I think,” said Miss ITastings, presently, ¢ that [ should like to visit
them at once. Lady St. Lawrenco may not be staying le~3, and I should
nover forgive myself if I wers to miss her. Will yo comeo with me,
Pauline 3"

“ Yes, wiilingly.”

She was roady to go suywhers, o do anything, with that great, won-

dorful love, that great, grand calm filling her heart and soni.

. For tho first timo tho sight of her own 1nagnificent loveliness pleased

er.
¢ I may seo him again,” she thought to herself, with almost child-liko

simplicity, *‘ and I should like him to think of me.”

Sho took more pains than she had over taken beforo; and the pic-
turesque tasto that was p- rt of her charactergreatly assisted hor. Herdress was
of purple silk, plain, rich and graceful; her hat, with its drooping purple
plume, looked liky a crown on the beautiful head. She could no more
help looking royal and queenly than she could help the color of hor cyes
and hair. Miss Hastings looked up with & smile of surprise, the proud fuce
was 8o wonderfully beautiful—the light that never yet ehono on land or
sea was shining on it.

¢ Why, Pauline,” she said, laughiug, “Lady St. Lawrenco will think I
am taking tha Queon of Sheba in disguise! What strange change is com-
ing over you, child 1"

What indeed? Was it tho shadow of tho love that was to redeomn her ¢
Wag it the light that came from the half-awakening soul? Wiser womon
than good, kindly-hearted Miss Hastings might have been puzzted.

They wero not long in finding Sca View—a pretty villa a little way out
of tho town, standing at tho foot of & cliif. surrounded by trees and flowers
—ono of tho prettiest spots in Omberleigh. They wore shown into the
drawing-room, the wicdows of which commanded a magnificont viow of the
8ea.

Beforo they had been there many minutes there entered a fair, goutle,
gracious lady, whose cyes filled as sho greoted Miss Hastings warmly.

“You ars like a spirit from the past,” sho said. “ I can seo Laura a
littlo child again as I look at you. Nothing could have pleased mo so
much as seeing you.”

Then sho looked admiringly at tho beautiful girl by her side. Miss
Hastings introduced her. -

¢ Miss Darroll,” sho said, it scems strango that I should meot you. My
husband in his youth knew Sir Oswald woll."”

Lady St. Lawrenco was just what Miss Hastings had described hor—a
thoroughly high brod English lady. In figure she was tall and upright;
her faco had beon beautitul in its youth, and was oven now comely and
fair ; the luxuriant brown hair was streaked here and thero with silver,
Sho woro o dress of rich brocade, with some becoming arrangemont of
flowers and lar, on her head ; sho was charming in lady-like simplicity and
gontleness. ’

Pauline, knowing tha. the ladies would have much to talk about. asked
permission to amuso herself with somo books sho saw upon the table,

** Thoy belong to my son,” said Lady St. Lawronce, with & amile,

Thero woro Tennyson, Keats and Byron, and written inside of each, in
a bold, clear hand, was tho namo * Vano St. Lawronce.” Fauline loat
hersolf again in the story of Elaine, from which sho was arcused at intervals
by tho ropstition of the words—* My son Vauo.”

She could not help hearing soms part of Lady St. Lawrance's confiden-
tial communication, nnd it was to the cffect how doeoply she deplored the
blindness of he: son, who might marry his cousin, Lillith Davenant, one of

tho}wcallhiest heiresses in Eugland. Miss Hastings was all kindly sym-
pathy.

It would bo auch ar excellont thing for him,” coniinued Lady St.
Lawrenco ; *“and Lillith is a vory nico girl. DBut it is nsclesa counselling



