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THE CRITIC. -

LOVE'S MAGIC CHARM.

(Continned.)

“About poer Aubroy’s faults. I know now that ho was guilty. Strango,
solemn thoughts, strange rovelations, como 10 us, are wndo 1o us in sickness.
shon wo lie, whero 1 have been lying, in tho valley of the shadow of death,
I know that ho was guilty, and that ho died iu his sin. I know it now,
Pauline. "

Miss Darroll bont over her and kissed the white brow.

“ Listen to mo, dear, ™ continued tho wesk voice.  “ Lot this socrot dio
with us—Ilet there bo a bond botween us never 1o roveal it.  You will nover
toll any ono about it, will you, Pauline?"”

“No,” sho roplied, * Nevor.” I should nover have told you but that 1
hoped to savo you from a dreadful fute—snd it would have been a dreadful
fato for you to have married him; he would have broken your heart. "

Tt is broken now, " sho said gently. ¢ Yetitcomforts mo to know that
20 roproach will bo heaped on Aubrey’s wmemory "

“You will get bottor, ” obsorved Paulino hopefully, “and thonthere will
bo happier days in store for you.™

 Thero will be no happy days for wme,” returned Lady Darrell, sorrow-
fully. * You seo, Pauline, I loved him very dearly—more dearly than 1
know. I had never loved any one very much until I saw him. I could
more easily have checked a raging fire thau heve restrained my love after 1
had once given it. My life bad in some way passed into his, and now I do
1o’ care to live.”

“RBut you have so much to live for,” said Paulive

# Not now. 1do not care for aught about mo. I have tried 1o remem-
bor Darrell Coust,ard all my wealth and grandeur, but they give me no
plessure-—tha shadow of death lics overall.”

And it was all in vain that Paulino tried fo rouse her; Lady Duarrell,
aftor her unhinppy love, nover cared to bo roused again. Lady Hampion
wauld not think seriously of her illuess—it would nass awayin timo, sho
gaid ; but Miss Haslings shook her head gravely, and fearo> the worst. -

The tima camo when Pavline told sc me part of herstory to tho governess.
Sho did not mention Aubroy's crime—that secrot she kept antil death—but
sho gavo a sketch of what had passed between her and Lady Darrell.

“ Did 1 do right?" sho askod with that sweet humility which had van-
quished all pride in her. -

“ You acled worthily,” replied Miss Hastings, while she marveled at
the transformetion which love had wronght in that once proud, wilful girl.

Timo passed on, and by the wish of Miss Hastingsa colebrated physician
was sent for from London, for Lady Darrell grow no better. His opinicn
sounded something like a death-warrant. .

# She may recoversufficiently to quit her room and to linger on in life—
how long is uncertain ; but tho shock to her nerves she will nover fully rec-
over from—rhilo she lives she will ho a victim 10 nervousness. Butl do
not think sho will livo long. Let hor have as much choerful soriety as pos-
sible, without fatigue ; nothing more can be donc for her.”

And with that they were obliged to be content.  Lady Hampton wounld
not allow that the London physician was correct.

« Nerves aro a:l nonsense,” she said, brusquely. *“llow many nervous
shocks have I been through,with husband dead and children dead 2 Elinor’s
only danger is her mother's complaint.  She died of consumption quite
young.” It was found, however, despite Lady Hamptow's disbelief, that
the p?!ysician had s, .ken truthfully. Lady Davrell yoso from her rick bed,
but she was but tho shadow of herself, and avietim toa terriblo nervous dis-
order.

Miss Hastings watched over her with great anxiety, but Paulino was
liko a sccond sclf to the unhappy lady. They whero speaking of her cne day
and Miss Hastings said:

“ An illness like Lady Darroll’s is so uncertain, Pauline; you must not
occupy yourself with hor so entirely, cr you will lose your own health.”

But Pauline looked up with a smile—porhaps the gravest, the sweetest
and mos¢ tender her face had ever worn.

« T shall nover leave her,” she returned.

“ Never leave hert” questioned Miss Haslings.

“ No. I shall stay with her to comfort her while hife lasts, and that
will be my atonement.”

CHAPIER XLIL

LOVE AND SQRROW.

Tho beautiful golden summer came around and Duarrell Court looked
picturesquo and lovely with its richness of foliugo and flush of flowers. The
aroat magnolia trees were all in bloom~1ho air was full of their delicato,
subtlo perfume; the chestnufs were in bloom, the lunes all in blossom.
Sweet summer had scattered hor treasures with no niggard hand ; and Lady
Darrell had lived to sco tho earth sejoico onen more. )

Under tho limes, where the shadows of the graceful, tremulous, scented
Jeaves fell on tho grass—tho limes that were never still but always reepond-
ing 1o some half-hidden whisper of the wind - steod Pauline Dariell and
her lover, Sir Vano St. Lawrenco: They had et but once siuco their
hurried parting at OmUorleigh. Vano had been to Darrell Court—{or their
cngagement was 1o secrot 10w.  They wiolo tocach other constantly.

On this fair Juno day Sir Vano had como to the Court with news that
]slirmd tho depths of the girl's hicart as a ficrco wind stits the ripples on a
ake.

Ar the sunlight fell through the green leaves and rested on her, thoe
chapgo in her was wonderful to sce.  Tho boautiful, noble faco had lost

all its prido, all its defianco ; tho play of the lips was tromulous, sonsitive,
and gentle - the light in tho durk oyes wns of love and kindness. Timo had
added to her loveliness ; the grand, statuesquo tiguro had devoloped more
porfectly ; tho graceful attitudes, the unconscious harmouy, the indofinable
graco and foscinntion wero more apparent than over. IBut she no longer
carried hor grand boauty as a protest, but mado it rather the crown of a
puro and perfect womanhood.

Somothing dimmod the brightness of hor face, for Sir Vanc had como to
her with strange news and n stmugo prayer. is arm was clasped round
her as thay walked under tho shadow of the limes where lovers’ footstops had
50 ofton strayed.

“ Yes, Pauline, it has como so unoxpectodly at last," spoke Sir Vane.
« Lver sinco Graveton has Leon in oflico, wmy dear mother has been uoe
wearied in asking for an appointment for mo. You know tho story of our
impoverished fortuncs, and how anxious my dear mothor is to rotrieve thom.”

Hor band seemed to tighten its clasp on his, as she answored :

“ Yes, { know® -~ . )

« Now an opportunity has come. Graveton, in answor 1o my mothor's
continued requests, has found for me a most lucrative eftice ; but, alas, my
love, it is in India, and 1 must shortly sot out.”

« In Indin " ropoeated Paulive: “and you must sot out shortly, Vane?
How soon §”

 In a fortnight fron now,” hoe answered.

t ]t is an offico that requires filling up at once, Paulive.

[ have come to agk if you will accompany me? Will you pardon the short
notico, and let me lake my wife with mo to that far-oft lJand? Do not lot me
20 alouo into exils—come with me darling.”

T'ho color and light died out of hor beautiful face, her lips quivered, and
her eyes grew dim as with unshed tears.

«1 caunot,” she roplied; and thero was a silenco botween thom that
seamed full of pain.

# You canuet, Paulino ™ he cried, and the sadness and disappointmont
in his voicc mado hor lips quiver again, ** Surely you will not allow any
feminine nonsenso about dress and proparations, any scruplo about the
shortness of time, to como betwoen ust My mother bade me say that if you
would conseut sho will busy hersclf night and da_ w0 holp us to propave.
She bado wo add her prayer to mine. Oh, Pauline, why do you say you
cannot accompany mo?l”

Tho first shock had passed for her, and sho raised her noble facs to hi.

“ From no nonsense, Vane,” she said. ¢ You should know me briter,
dear, than that.  Nothing can part us but oue thing. Woro it not for that,
I would go with you to the very end of the world—I would work for you
and with you.”

“ Put what is it, Pauline ?” he asked.

Sho clung to him mora closely still. .

¢ canuot leave her, Vane—I cannot leave Lady Darrell.  Sho is dying
slowly—hour by hour, day by day—and [ cannot leave her.”

«But, my darling Pauline, thero arc others besides you to sttend to the
lady—1ady Hempton and AMiss Hastings. Why should you give up your
lifo thus?”

«Why 1" sho ropeated. ¢ You know why, Vane. It is thoe only atone
ment I can offer her.  lleaven knows how gladly, how happily I would
this moment place my hand in yours and accompany you ; my heart longs
to do s0. You aro all 1 have in the world, and bow I love you you know,

Tane.  But it scems to meo that I owo Lady Darroll this reparation, and at
the prico of my whole lifo's happiness I must mako it.”

110 drow her nearer to him, and kissed the trembling lips.

# Sh has suffered so much, Vane, through me—all through mo. 1f I
had but ‘oregone my cruel vengeance, and when sho camo to mo with doubt
in her heart if I had but spoken one word, tho chances are that by this timo
gho wouls' hyve been Lady Aynsley, and 1 would have been fres to accom-
pany yor, my beloved ; but I must suffer for my sin. I ought to suffer, and
I ough. to atone to her.”

*Your life, my darling," ho said, * your beautiful bright life, your love,
your happiness, will all be sacrificed.”

“They must bo.  You see, Vane,sho clings to me in her sorrow. His
name—Aubro; Langion's namo~—never passes her lips to any one olso but
mo. Sho talks of him tho night and the day through—it is the only comfort
sho has ; and rhen sho likes me to be with her, to talk to her, and soothe her,
and she tires so soon of any ono clse. I cannot leave lier, Vane—it would
shorten bor Jife, I am sure.” ’ -

Ho made no answer.  Sho looked up at him with tearful oyes.

“Speak to me, Vane. i is hard, T know—Dbut toll me that I nm right.”

*“You are cruclly right,” ho replicd. ** Oh, my darliug, it is very hard !
Yet you make her a noblo atoncwent for the wreng you have dono—a noblo
repatation. My dasling, is this how your vow of vengeance bas cuded?
—in tho greatest sacrifice a woman could make.”

“ Your love has saved me,” she said, gontly—has shown mo what is
rightand wnat is wrong—has cleared sho inist from my oyes. Tut for that— ~
oh. Vane, I hate to *hink what I should have been !

“1 ;vish it wero possible to give up the appointment,” ho remarked,
musingly. :

«T would not have you do it, Vane. Think of Lady St. Lawrence—
how sho has worked for it. Remember, it is your only chauco of overbeing
what sho wishes to sco you. You mnst not give it up.” .

*“But how can I leavo you, Paulinet” '

“1f you remain in Englind, it will make but little difference,” sho said:-
# I can pover leave Iady Daarell while she lives.”

“ Rut 'aunline, it may be four, five, or six years bofore I return, and sll

“ What is it, oy darling 7"

that timoe I shail never sco you.”



