10

THE CRITIC.

LOVE'S MAGIC CHARM.

, (Continued.)

My dearcst Elnor,” sho said, * what aro you doing? What beautiful

confusjon "

. Lady Darroll raised hor fair faco, with a dolicats flush and a half shy
glanco.

“ Look, sunt,” she said, * I am really overwhelmed.”

“IWhat docs it mean " asked Lady Hampton.

“ It means that Sir Oswald is too genorous. Theso large boxes have
just arrived from Paris; ho told mo they were a surprico fur me—a present
from him. Look at the contents—dressvs of ull kinds, Jaco, ornaments, fau_s,
slippors, gluves, and such @rticles de¢ lure as can bo bought only in Paris.
I am really ashamed.”

“ Sir Oawald is indeed gonerous,” said Lady Hompton, then sho looked
around the room io see if they were quito alone.

Tho maid had disappeared.

# Ah, Elinor,” remarked Lady Hampton, * you are indeed a furtunate
woman ; your lines have failon in pleasant places. You might have looked
all England over and not have found such a husband. 1 am yuite sure
of one thing—you havo everything a woman's heart can deaire.”

“ 1 make no complaint,” said Lady Darrell.

“ My dear child, I should imagine not ; thero aro fow women in Eng-
land whoss position cquals yours.”

“ 1 know it,” was tho calm roply.

“ And you may really thank mo for it; I certainly worked hard for
you, Elinuz. I boliovo that if 1 had not interfered you would have thruwn
yourzelf awsy on that Captain Langton.”

“ Captain Langton never gave me the chanco, aunt ; so I will not discuss
the question.”

“It is a very good thing for you that he nover did,” remarked her lady-
ship. “Mrs. Brotherton was saying to me the other day what a very
fortunate girl you wero—how few of us have our heart's desire.”

“You forgot one thing, aunt. Even if I havo overything I want, still
my heart is empty,” said the gir, wearily.

Lady Hampton smiled.

“You must havo your littlo bLit of sontiment, Elinor, but you are too
scnsible to let it interfero with your happiness. How are you gotting on
wit) that terrible Paulinel I do dislike that girl ffom the very depths of
my heart.”

Lady Datrell shrugged her delicato shouldera.

“ Thero isa kind of anned nextrality betweon us at present,” she said.
- Of course, I have nothing to fear from her, but I cannot help foeling a
little in dread of her, ant."

* How is that1" asked Lady Hampton, contemptuouely. * Sheis a girl
I should really delight to thwart and contradict ; but, as for boing sfraid of
her, X consider Frampton, the butler, a far more formidable person. Why
do you say that, Elinor 1"

“ Sho has a way with hor—I cannot describe it—of making every one
olss feel small. I cannet tell how she doos it, but she makes meo very un
comfortablo.”

“You have moro influence over Sir Oswald than any ono elss in the
world , ¥ sho troubles you, why nut porsuade him to send her away 1"

1 ¢-ce not,” said Lady Darrell, bosides, I do not think he would ever
caro to do that.”

*Then- you should bo mistress of hor, Elinor—keop her in her place.”

Lady Darrell laughed aload

Y do not think oven yaur skill could avail hero, aunt. Sho is not one
of those girls you can extinguish with a frown.”

“ How docs sho treat yuu, Elinur?  Tell mo honestly,” siid Lady
Hampton.

“] can hardly describs it. She is never rude or insolent; if sho were,
appeal to Sir Oswald would bo very easy. Sho has a grand, lofty way with
her—an imperious carrage and bearing that I really think headmires. Sho
igcores me, overlooks mo, and thero is a scornful g'eam in her oyes at
times, whon sho doos look at me, which says more plainly than twords,
¢ Yau uarried for monoy.' "

“ And you did s very sensiblo thing, too, my dear. T wish, I enly wish
I had the mansgoment of Miss Darrell, I would break her spirit, if it is to
bo broken.”

“ 1 do not think it is,” said Lady Darrcl, rising as though she wore
weary of tho discusaivn. * Thoro is nuthing in hier conduct that any one
could find fault with, yet sho is my bete noire.”

“ Wait a while,” returned Lady Hampton , “ hior turn will come.”

And frum that day tho worthy lady tried her best to projudice Sir
Oswald against his proud, beautiful, wayward nicce.

CHAPTER XXVL
A PCZZLING QUESTION.
“ Dory Mrws Darroll ever show any.eigns of disappointment I” 1nquired
Lady Hamplon ono day of Miss Hastings.

Miss Hastinge, althougb she noticed a hundred faults in the girl which
she would fain havo corrected, had nevertheless a true, strong, and warm
atfection for her pupil ; sho was not ono thereforo to play into tho onemy’s
hand ; and, when Lady Darrell fixed her oyos apon her, full of cagerncss
;nql brightened with curiosity, Miss Hastings quietly resolved not to gratify

er.

* Disappointment about what 1" sho asked. “ I do not understand you,
Lady Zlampton.”

-| Thero is nothing the matter, I hope 1"

,no

=

“ About tho pioperty,” explained Lady Hampton, impationtly. * She
mado 6o very suro of it. | shall never forget her insolont confiderco. Do
toll me, is sho not greatly annoyed and disappointed 1"

“ Not in the way you mean, Lady Hampton, Sho has nover spoken of
such a thing.”

Hor Indyship felt puqued, sho would have proferred to hoar that
Pauline did foel her loes, nnd was grioving over it. In that cnso sho would
have been kind to her, would have rolented ; but the rofloction that hor
pride was still unbonding annoyed hor, and sho mentally resolved to try
if #bo could not forco the girl into some oxpression of her feolinga. It
was not an amiable resolvo, but Lady Hamplon was not naturally an awi-
blo woman.

Fortune favored hor.  That very day, as sho was leaving the Court, she
saw Paulino standing listlessly by the lake-side foeding tho graceful awans.
Sho wont up to her with a malicious smilo, only half-veiled by hor pre-
tended frioudly greeting.

* ITow do you do, Miss Darroll?  You are looking very molancholy.

For any one to attompt to humiliate Pauline was simply a waste of time ;
the girl's natural character was so dignified that all attempts of the kind
foll through or told most upon her assailants  Sho auswored Lady Hamp-
ton with quiet pohtencss, her dnrk oyes hardly resting for a moment
upoa her.

“ Yeu do not soom to find much occupation for your leisure hours,”
conunued Lady Hampton. * You aro making tho round of tho grounds, I
supposo ! They are very beautiful. I am afraid that you must feol keonly
how much my nieco has doprived you of."

It was not a Jady-like speech ; but Lady Hampton felt irrestibly im-
pelled t» make 1t—the proud, defiant, beautiful face provoked hor.  Pauline
meroly smited ; she had self-control that would have done honor to one
much older and more experienced.

* Your nieco has deprived meof nothing, Lady Hampton,” she returnad,
with a curl of the hip, for which the elder lady could have shakon hor.
* I possess one great adventage of which no one living can deprive mwo—
that is, tho Darrell blood ruus in my veins."”

And, with a bow, sho walked away l:aving hoer ladyship more angry
than she would have cared to own. So Pauline met all hor cnemies.
Whatever she might suffor, they should not triumph over her. Even Sit
Oswald folt compelled to yicld to hor an admiration that he bad nover
given before.

Ho was walking one evening on thy terrace. The westorn sunbeams,
lingoring on tho grand old building, brightencd it into beauty. Flowens,
trecs, and shrubs wero all in their fullest lovolinass. Presently Sir Oawald,
leamng ovor tho balustrado of tho torrace, saw Paulino sketching in the
arounds below. He wout to her, and looked over hor shoulder. She iwas
just completing a sketeh of tho great westorn tower of the' Court; and he
was struck with the vivid beauty of the dmwing.

“You love Darrell Court, Pauline?” ha said, gently.

Sho raised ler faco to his for & minute; tho foud between them was
forgotten. Sho only remomberod that he was a Darcoll, and she his nearest
of tin.

1 dv lovo it, uncle,” sho said, “ as pilgrims love their fasurito shrine.
Tt is tho homo of beauty, of romance, tLo cradlo of horocs: ovory stono 1s
consecrated by a legond.  Love is & weak word for what I feol.” .

Ho louked at the glowing face, and for a fow momonts a doubt assailed
bim as to whether he had done night in dopriving this true Darroll of her
inheritance.

« But, Pauline,” ho said, slowly, “ you would never have——" )

She sprang from hor scat with o quickness that almost startled him.
Sho had forgotten all that had happened ; but now it all returned to her
with a bitter pang that coald not be controlled.

* Hush, Sir Qawald !” she cricd, intesrupting him, /it is too lato for
us to talk about Darrell Court now. Pray do not misunderstand mo; 1 was
only expressing my boliof.”

Sho bent down to take up Hor drawing materiala, .

“ 1. not misundorstand you, child,” ho ssid, sadly. “ You love it
beeause it is the home of a race you love, and not for its more worth in
money."”

H{r dark oyes seemed to flash with firo, tho glorious face had never
softencd 0 before.

- You apeak truly,” she aaid , ' that is oxactly what I meapn.”

Then sho went away, liking Sir Oswald bettor than she had ever liked
him in hez lifo before. Mo lovked aftor her Lalf-sadly.

© ¢ Aglonvus url U he sud o himself, “a true Darzelil
have pot made a mistake.”

Lady Darrell made no complaint to hor husband of Pauline, the girl

gavo hor no tangiblo causo of complaint. Sno could not complain to Sir
Uswald that Paulino's oyes always rested on her with a scoraful glance,
half-humorous, half-mocking. Sho could mot complain of that strange
powor Miss Darrell exercised of making her always * feol a0 small” She
would gladly havo made frionds with Miss Darroll ; sho had no idea of
keeping up any specics of warfare , but Paslino resisted all her advances,
Lady Darrell had a strange kind of half-fear, which made her ever anxious
to eonciliato.
She remarked to berself how firm and steadfast Pauline was. thero was
woakness, nu cowardice in her charactor, ahe was strung, sclf reliant |
and, discerning that, Lady Danell asked homself often, ** What will Paul
ino’s vengeance bo "

The question purzled hor far mors than she would have cared to own.
What shaps would her vengeanco assumo?  What could sho do to avoid it!

I hope 1

When would it overiake hort



